
NOLA revisited 

I’m sitting in a brick-lined courtyard, lights strung haphazardly from tree to tree, not a leaf 

stirring in the thick summer air. It’s 10pm and still over 80 degrees, the night finally settling 

to a temperature one can comfortably walk around in, or sit in a courtyard and write. 

There’s no one else out here, and I have the whole place to myself. This is another Airbnb, 

and one of the best yet. One problem I’ve found with Airbnb is that it sets my imagination 

into overdrive, shows me all the different lifestyles available to me, and my immediate 

thought is “when?” or “how?” I truly am like Sylvia Plath stuck at the bottom of the fig tree, 

unable to take one bite for fear of missing out on the others. Each person I meet is a 

complicated story, an entire universe passing me in orbit. 

In Virginia there was the blonde beauty, with her jackets displayed on the walls like art, and 

the way the ceiling fans reflected in her floor-to-ceiling windows; the startling way she’d 

pause when you asked her a question, as though she wasn’t sure if you’d offended her. She 

will forever live in that pocket of my memory, just a blonde blur amidst the brick and smoked 

glass, sneaking cigarettes in her bathroom. 

There was the artist in Montgomery, who lived in a stunning 1920’s Craftsman, each crown-

molded room a different neutral tone, books and original artwork lining every wall. She is an 

art history teacher, her husband a bar manager, and they’d sit outside in the stifling heat of 

Alabama, cicadas whirring so loud, demanding all the attention. I spent one night there, and 

could spend years trying to craft a home as lovely as theirs. 

Now here I sit in the courtyard of this stunning place on the corner of Conti and Dauphine. 

This guy owns an apartment building with 5 units, which he rents out for $100 a night each. 

Doing very rudimentary math, he must bring in somewhere in excess of $15,000 a month. 

What could an apartment complex cost? Did he crack a code, or is he just another sucker 

like the rest of us who has to work at the corner bar to make ends meet? 

This is why I travel, to experience the brief lives of others, and to meet those parts of myself 

I wouldn’t otherwise encounter. What would my life be like if I’d been born in New Orleans? 



New York? Iceland? So many people live their whole lives in one place, never 

exploring beyond their property line, never challenging themselves, or attempting to contact 

their deeper within. 

I read a quote today that summed it up so well for me: “A life which is empty of purpose until 

65 will not suddenly become filled on retirement.” I would replace “purpose” with 

“adventure,” and as I approach the middle of my life I realize how little time is actually left. 

I’m so grateful to have been born with an unwillingness to settle. 
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