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To Lesa, my wife and unwavering champion, who has always believed in me, even when I doubted myself. Your love and support have been the steady ground beneath my feet as I chase my dreams.




To my sons, Vernon and Coulter, whose boundless energy, curiosity, and adventures remind me of my own youth. Through your eyes, I’ve rediscovered old memories and found new stories waiting to be told.




This book exists because of you. Thank you for inspiring every page.
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The Fuzz Vs. The Buzz




I was sitting in the airport hangar the other day, enjoying my lunch, when the airport manager strolled in with some news. A swarm of bees had landed on a branch in his backyard, and if I wanted them, they were mine for the taking.




Well now, it just so happened that I had a few swarm traps set up in the area, so I shoved my sandwich aside, bolted out the door, and headed straight for my truck.




At his place, we yanked the tarp off one of my traps, positioned it just under the clustered swarm, and gave the branch a good, hard shake. Flip! The bees tumbled straight into the box like they were following a well-rehearsed script.




In no time at all, they spread across the old honeycomb, taking to their new accommodations like a group of weary travelers checking into a five-star hotel. I slid the top back on and opened the little entrance hole to let the stragglers find their way home.




That evening, when I checked on them, they were already hard at work—coming and going like seasoned foragers, bringing nectar and pollen to their freshly claimed hive. I told the airport manager I’d be back after dark to close up the entrance and take them home.




Unfortunately, life had other plans. I had a previous engagement I’d completely forgotten about, so I called him after sundown and asked if he’d mind flipping the little door closed for me. He agreed, and I figured all was well.




Trouble on the Road




The next morning—my day off—I headed back to the airport around 8 a.m. to pick up my new colony. It was already shaping up to be a scorcher, and since I had a few stops to make before heading home, I decided the bees would ride in style. Instead of tossing them in the truck bed, I nestled their box in the backseat where they could enjoy a bit of air-conditioning. I secured the top with a ratchet strap and taped the entrance shut for good measure.




Then I hit the road.




Now, my route happened to take me through a notorious little hamlet—one of those places where the local economy thrives on speeding tickets. Despite having a population small enough to fit inside a bingo hall, their police force boasted four squad cars, four officers, and a Chief of Police. Having been, shall we say, “relieved” of my extra cash more than once, I always made sure to drive a solid five miles under the speed limit through town.




That should’ve been enough to keep me out of trouble.




But just as I reached the city limits, a lone bee—a straggler—crawled out from wherever she’d been hiding and began buzzing around the cab of my truck.




Now, I don’t know if she was annoyed with me, but I sure as heck was annoyed with her. Every few seconds, she’d dive at my head like some kind of tiny, winged assassin. I swatted. She dodged. I ducked. She circled back for another attack.




And wouldn’t you know it? Right about the time I started making evasive maneuvers, I caught the attention of one of the local patrol cars—parked behind a road sign, lying in wait like a cat watching a mouse.




The blue lights flashed.




I sighed and pulled over.




As soon as I rolled down the window, my little dive-bomber seized the opportunity and shot straight out into the wild.




One problem gone.




Another one swaggered up to take her place.




The Law vs. The Constitution (And My Patience)




Before I could say a word, the officer—who, for reasons that will soon become apparent, I will refer to as Officer I AM THE LAW—demanded my license and proof of insurance.




I fished the paperwork out of the glovebox and started to explain when he cut me off.




“I’LL do the talking, sir. You ONLY need to give me your license and proof of insurance.”




Well, I thought that was a little rude, but I handed over the documents and kept my mouth shut.




“Have you been drinking today, Mr. Kasheau?” he asked, squinting at my license.




I blinked. “Drinking? Sir, it isn’t even nine o’clock yet!”




He didn’t look convinced.




“Besides,” I added, “I put my name in the hat for Sunday School Superintendent last month. I haven’t touched a drop in at least three weeks! Why would you ask such a dang fool question to an honest law-abiding citizen anyway?”




That reply must’ve rubbed him the wrong way because his tone sharpened. “I’M ASKING THE QUESTIONS HERE, SIR!”




Now, by golly, that got my hackles up.




“So, I suppose you don’t mind if I search your vehicle,” he continued, “because I bet we’ll find a bottle in there, won’t we?”




I scoffed. “A bottle? I don’t know what you think you’re gonna find, but I’ll tell you this—you ain’t searching my truck without a warrant!”




“Oh, is that so?” he sneered.




Right about then, patrol car number two pulled up. Officer Backup got out.




“Don’t try to tell me the law, mister!” Officer I AM THE LAW barked. “I AM THE LAW!”




And with that, he yanked open my door, dragged me out of the cab, and slammed me against the hood.




While Officer Backup escorted me to his cruiser, I watched Officer I AM THE LAW start ransacking my truck.




Then he spotted the swarm trap.




“What’s in the box?” he asked.




I smirked. “I stand on my Fifth Amendment right not to tell you diddly.” “ But I will say this—you open that box, and you’ll regret it,” I said as Officer Backup put me in the rear seat of his cruiser.




Oh, the grin that spread across his face. He thought he had me cornered.




He yanked off the ratchet straps.




He flipped the box over.




He kicked it.




And then he popped the lid.




Twenty. Thousand. Angry. Bees.




They poured out like vengeance from the heavens, immediately honing in on the only thing in the area spewing carbon dioxide and flailing like a man possessed.




Officer I AM THE LAW went berserk. Officer Backup just made it around the other side and slammed his door shut as bees bounced off the window.




He ran. He danced. He slapped himself. He spun in frantic circles, arms flapping, screaming like a banshee. He sprinted around my truck—twice—then started shedding his uniform in a last-ditch effort to escape the swarm.




Then he ran straight for Officer Backup’s cruiser.




I watched as Officer Backup calmly reached over and locked the doors.




We both sat there, watching the spectacle in mutual silence.




Through the cloud of bees, I could barely make out Officer I AM THE LAW’s swollen, pleading face. I wasn’t sure what he was yelling, but I’m pretty sure it was something like:




“FOR GOD’S SAKE, MAN, LET ME IN!”




Officer Backup just shook his head and looked the other way.




Bless him.




Eventually, Officer I AM THE LAW dove into his own squad car and peeled out of there, swerving and swatting his way back to town.




Officer Backup uncuffed me, helped reload my truck, and even apologized for the loss of my hive.




I’m thinking about sending the Mayor a bill. At the very least, it ought to cover my old speeding tickets.




The Floating Bordello of Golden Meadow




I'm a story teller and a good story teller can tweak a tale in such a way that it becomes more interesting than the original circumstances.




Life experiences are usually dull and mundane and wouldn't actually become great stories unless a little "artistic license" isn't applied.




Some people would call this lying.




My great aunt Tish called it Blowing Wind, and she would know on account of her brothers being some of the most god-awful liars ever born!




I suppose I inherited the gift because I like to take a relatively boring event and add a bit of glitter and paint and color it up a bit. That being said, I'd like to tell you about an experience I had, way back in my oilfield days, when I worked offshore in the Gulf of Mexico.




This story is based on an actual experience, but it really didn't happen exactly as I tell it.




So, sue me!




I was what, we in the industry call, a "Mud Logger". It's actually a pretty good job, on account of about 80% of the actual work is from the neck up and the remainder is just absolute drudgery in the most miserable conditions.




Anyway, on one occasion, my co-worker, Revette, (he was french, you know), and I, were dispatched out of Lafayette, La. to catch a crew boat out of Port Fourchon, pronounced (foo-shon).




Unfortunately, we got away late and by the time we arrived at the docks we had literally missed the boat. The dispatcher tried to get us on a helicopter but they had stopped flying for the day and the turn around time for the boat was about 9 hours. So, we found ourselves with a lot of time on our hands. The earliest we could get a ride out to our rig was about 10 AM the next day.




Being young men, and single, we knew an opportunity for an adventure when we saw one. So, we hopped in our company furnished ride and headed north, back to the first town we could find, Golden Meadow.




Now, I don't know why this place is called Golden Meadow, because there sure ain't any gold there and I never did find a meadow. Just a swamp.




The community itself is built on the west side of a dredged out bayou and must stretch for five miles or more along its banks. The main industry in the area is commercial fishing and oil field support.




My friend, Revette, said he was familiar with the area and knew a place where we could drink a few beers and play some pool while we waited. So off we went!




If you've ever been to Golden Meadow, you know that the main road follows the bayou. The channel has been widened so that the shrimp boats and commercial fishing trawlers can navigate to the warehouses and seafood processors on the waterfront. It is here you will find all sorts of sea-going craft. They are tied up to the wharves and boardwalks for miles. Our destination was one of these boats.




On the trip up, Revette told me about this old fisherman who retired his shrimp boat and turned it into a floating bar. He had died a few years back and his widow now ran the place. He hinted that she may even be a Madam! Just a rumor he heard.




"Yeah right!" I said.




Sure enough we whip over to the oyster shell parking lot in front of this huge old wooden shrimp boat. It needed paint badly! It was tied up to creosoted pilings driven into the mud next to a boardwalk. The gangplank was fixed with a hawser railing, in a weak attempt to give the place a nautical atmosphere I suppose. I quickly snatched my hand back from this feature, on account of the seagull droppings.




Anyway, we hop on this gangplank and step over the rail onto this wonder of wonders.




They had extended the main cabin to about amidship to increase the enclosed area of the establishment. The entrance was framed by a couple of portholes on one side and a large picture window with a flashing neon sign, advertising Jax beer, on the other. The door was a hatch that was blocked open for ventilation.




Walking into this place was like stepping into a bad dream or the fun house at the parish fair, you decide.




If you have ever been on a shrimp boat, you know that the deck is anything but level. We entered where the deck was at its lowest point. From there you looked uphill toward the bow of the boat to a long bar that was built from gunnel to gunnel. There was a partition at one end that was fixed with a top that swung up and out of the way for the barmaids to come and go.




Several round-topped tables were scattered around the deck and were fastened to the floor in such a way as to simulate a level surface. Chairs were positioned along the uphill side of these tables with modified legs that ensured they sat flat enough so as not to pitch the drunks head-first to the floor. On the stern side were modified bar stools with legs of the same fashion.




Along the walls were benches that resembled a terrace. If you were so lucky as to find a seat on the short end your knees were up around your ears and at the other end you could swing your legs to the rhythm of the Zydeco and Cajun music that blared from the jukebox.




The jukebox was positioned along one wall with one side propped up on a plastic milk carton. Unfortunately, I fed this contraption a fist full of quarters once during the night, only to find not one rock and roll song among the limited selection. Instead I played "Joe Leblanc" about forty times, but I selected a different artist each time. The patrons didn't seem to notice.




The pool table in this place was a marvel! They had sawn the legs off at one end to make it level enough that the balls wouldn't roll around. The deck had a piece of padded carpet on the uphill side so that the players wouldn't get splinters when they kneeled down to shoot!




The novelty of playing on this table was something I haven't experienced since. You could be shooting a winning game and a passing boat's wake would rock the bar and change the dynamics of the game. Sometimes, this could work to your advantage, too.




The locals had devised a system to alert the patrons of a passing boat. Every now and again someone would sing out "BATEAU!!!" Which was a signal for "GRAB YOUR BEERS BOYS, HERE COMES ANOTHER WAVE!"




Now, before I go any further with this pack of lies.....I mean story, it is important for the reader to understand a little Cajun French.




If you ever meet a cajun and the name tag on his overalls says "Herbert", it ain't pronounced in your normal American English sort of way. It is pronounced (A-bear). Yup. Confusing ain't it? And if you were to meet a lady with the moniker of Richard? Nope, that's pronounced (Ree-shard). Go figure. And Melancon? That's (Mel-on-sonn). Uh-huh!




Anyway, the purpose of pointing this out is what happened next.




No sooner had we stepped into this smoky environment than a fellow sitting alone at one of the tables hollers out, "REVETTE! You ole buzzard! Come set over here wit me!"




I followed Revette.




The dialog went something like this.




"PootPoot! You ugly couyon! I want you to meet my friend."




I extended my hand and said, "High, I'm Chip, glad to meet cha!"




"Pootpoot Meloncon", says the smiling cajun.




I raise my eyebrows and he says, "I know, I know, It's a strange name, but I been tinking of changing it, yeah."




For those of you who don't know, cajuns often end sentences with the word "yeah", or "me". Like in, "Boudreaux, I'm going to go crabbing down the bayou, me. You tink Marie will let you come? Get you nets, and meet me at da pirogue, yeah!"




Anyway, Revette asked him what his new name was going to be and he says, "Me, I don't know, I was tinking perhaps Pootpoot Richard, yeah!"




It was awhile before I noticed my mouth was open.




Now, in this part of Louisiana you will notice a lot of folks wearing white rubber boots. It is quite the fashion among the fishermen here. Everywhere you go people are strutting around in white rubber boots. From the oldest grandmothers to the youngest child, everyone has at least one pair!




Sitting there, nursing the first round of beers that Pootpoot had so graciously paid for, I noticed I was the only one in the place wearing leather lace-up work boots. I had wondered, at the time, why Revette had changed into those boots he had stored behind the seat of our work truck.




I'm telling you, I was quite put out! He should have told me this was a classy establishment and you were supposed to dress up. I was quite self conscious, and uncomfortable the entire evening.




There were about three couples on the small dance floor and if you have never seen a cajun dance, I'm here to tell you, it is something. I think you could call it a modified jitter bug, and looks quite fun! Unfortunately I never learned to "jitter bug" and it's a good thing too! After about the third beer my inhibitions were such that even had I known a smidgen of what to do, I may have had a go at it. I probably would have gotten up to speed, found myself headed downhill, and wouldn't have been able to stop until I had gone out the hatch and over the stern.




It wasn't long before I noticed this gorgeous little bar maid.




Funny that.




I hadn't noticed her before, and we had only been here long enough to drink 13 beers! I'm pretty sure she had been there the entire time.




She was wearing this denim shirt with a knot cinched up under her ample cleavage. Her smooth belly segued nicely to her hip-hugger cut-offs. She had beautiful tanned legs and her feet were clad in....., yep, you guessed it, white rubber boots!




Anyway, I watched her for awhile.




After some time a young gentleman came in and climbed up the hill to the bar to talk to the old woman that obviously owned the place.




The old woman motioned for the barmaid to come over, and the three put their heads together conspiratorially.




Soon, some sort of agreement was reached, because the young man reached into his pocket, brought out a wad of bills, and counted them out to the old woman.




The little barmaid smiled and took the gentleman by the hand and the couple disappeared down a spiral staircase.




Now I'm not stupid, you know. I was young and didn't even know what an STD was back then.....or at least I thought I was bullet proof.




Let's just say that a young man with testosterone poisoning and alcohol surging through his system doesn't care!




I intended to investigate, so I got up and climbed the hill to the bar.
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