                                                 WW-2 Museum Trip
   My son Scott and grandson Justin took me to see the WW-2 museum in New Orleans a few years ago. A nice experience! I have always been a WW-2 buff and have read at least  a hundred books on the subject. This was an opportunity to see items that I had only read about before--such as a PT boat. Justin has become interested in WW-2 also and he is a potential military history teacher in the making.

   We flew Southwest Airlines and Scott's experience as a traveler helped us breeze right through check points. I was not surprised, however, when the metal in my shoulder and back caused me to be patted down. Arriving in New Orleans, we had a nice stretch limo waiting to take us to the hotel. Restaurants were numerous and within walking distance and the weather deliciously cool. On our second night, we ate pizza on an outside plaza under an overhead heater. A true New Orleans experience!
   While we were in a nice hotel in a nice neighborhood, we were reminded that we were in New Orleans when we awoke to yells and gunshots at 4 AM. Scott and I had ringside seats from our 10 TH floor balconies to a big street fight. I could make out about 14 or 15 individuals yelling, screaming, and posturing at each other and there were probably others I could not see. Scott described the posturing as resembling a Natural Geographic show about Silverback Gorillas charging and beating their chests but stopping just short of contact. Three of the participants were females, two of which seemed to be trying to calm the fellows while the third was urging them on. A blow was struck occasionally as a guy would dart across the street, land a blow, and then run back to his team. One fellow, however, was brought down, held and severely beaten by four others. I had called the desk asking them to get the police but no police ever showed. A very brave hotel manager scattered the group by walking thru them and videotaping. By 4:25 AM things had gotten quite again. The next altercation occurred at 5:00 AM when two intoxicated screaming females seemed to be having an issue with a large male. We concluded that love was in the air and was behind all of this. Love and the 10 or 12 bars in the area probably makes this a nightly occurrence. 
   As for the museum, every thing was nicely done including lunch. There was a Chinese fellow who accused me of killing thousands of his countrymen even though I was in middle school at the time. Like many of the others at the lunch table, he was a college professor who had read a couple of history books on the subject but he had picked on someone who had spent a lifetime studying the Korean war. I set him straight on who was doing the attacking and just where the attacks took place—and it sure wasn’t in China! He settled down after I pointed out to him the that the Chinese government had killed about as many of his countrymen as the Marines had by sending them into the deep snow of a North Korean winter wearing tennis shoes and no socks, after lunch, I enjoyed crawling all over the PT boat and then going through the gun vault. In the vault, we spent an hour handling Allied, German and Japanese weapon. Many of the American weapons were familiar to me since these were what I had trained on in 1958. I demonstrated to the group how to disassemble an M1 rifle. Our tour guides were vets although, like myself, not old enough to have participated in the war. 
   This was a real experience for me. Perhaps the best part of the trip was getting to spend time with my son and grandson. That topped anything the museum had to offer!
