
Questions? Need Info?

Call: 888-312-0812

Visit: www.faubourgmarigny.org

President’s Report
By FMIA President, Chris Costello

With the election behind us the true rebuilding of
New Orleans begins.

The rebuilding, however, should not rest solely on
our elected officials. Their job is simply to represent
our views and help fulfill our needs as a
neighborhood. Therefore, we need ideas from
everyone to rebuild a stronger, better city. In the
coming months, we will have meetings to plan the
future of our neighborhood. Our plans and
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General Meeting
This Monday, 6/19

At 6:30pm at St. Paul Lutheran Church.

This meeting will include a visit from our new city
council member, James Carter. Please come and
welcome him and take this opportunity to ask him
questions or voice your concerns.

Bringing food is not required, of course, but if you
would like to, please bring a meat dish if your last name
begins with A-E, a vegetable dish if your last name
begins with F-G, bread/pasta/rice (N-R), or dessert (S-
Z). Thanks!
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recommendations will be developed based on the
information gathered at our February meeting, your
new ideas and the land that is available for
development. This is exciting opportunity for
everyone to help shape our neighborhood.

City Planning has resurrected the 2005 Riverfront
Vision Plan. Considering the state of the City and the
lack of support for the Riverfront Vision Plan prior to
Katrina, I was disappointed that the Riverfront Vision
Plan is back on the agenda so soon. Prior to Katrina,
a vision for the riverfront made sense as we had a
viable City to support it. Nine months later, our City
cannot house the thousands of people who want to
return home and City services are in disarray. Where
are our priorities? The riverfront? This plan should
be put on the back burner while the City Planning
Commission tackles more important issues such as a
Master Plan for the City. A Master Plan will make a
bigger difference in the rebuilding effort and help
bring people home.

The most unfortunate part of the 2005 Riverfront
Vision Plan is that it never included the needs or
desires of the neighborhoods. It is a wish list of
developers’ needs and desires to develop our
riverfront for their short-term profit.

Our riverfront must be developed, but not at the
expense of the neighborhoods. We have successfully
worked with City Planning in the past and I am
confident, if given the chance, we can work with them
to develop a better plan that respects our
neighborhood, our investments and our cultural and
historical tourism economy.

*
I would like to especially thank all the volunteers who
helped make this year’s Home Tour such an
enormous success. It was a large undertaking but in
Reg and Deborah’s skilled hands it seemed as easy as
drinking a glass of fine wine. I would also like to
thank the homeowners who generously opened their
magnificent homes for this worthwhile event. This
event was a leap forward in letting people know that
we are back and rebuilding our lives in America’s
most authentic city.

*
It is time to begin preparing for our September Board
elections.

We are fortunate to live in a thriving neighborhood.
This good fortune is thanks in part to our
community’s generous and diverse residents
possessing tremendous volunteer spirit. The Marigny
today did not come about by accident. It is the
achievement of hundreds of people over 35 years.
And like a garden, if we want to maintain it, we are
going to have to nurture and work at it.

As you plan for your year ahead, please join your
neighbors and step forward to help out, whether as a
Board member, a committee member or one of the
many volunteers that make such great things happen
in our community. We need your help more than
ever. Together we are making the Marigny even
better.

"Hard Living in the Big Easy"

by Jose Torres Tamas

The well-known moniker of New Orleans as the "Big
Easy" was washed away with Katrina's floodwaters.
In its wake, we have been left with a crippled

economy and the murky residue of rents that

Meetings

FMIA General and Board meetings are open to the public.
Committees and committee meetings are also open to
anyone who is interested or would like to help.

Board meetings are the first Wednesday of each month.
The next board meeting will be on July 5, 7:00 p.m.,
location TBA (see FMIA website).

General meetings are the third Monday of each month at
7:00p.m at St. Paul’s Lutheran Church, 2624 Burgundy
Street. (There are no general meetings in July and
December.)

The next general meeting will be Monday, June 19.
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Marigny Bi-Centennial T-Shirts

We now have Bi-Centennial t-shirts and women’s
tank tops in various colors for $15.

. . . and Mugs

There are also bi-centennial coffee mugs for $5.

Interested? Email info@faubourgmarigny.org.

Nominations

Interested in a better neighborhood? Want to meet
some amazing people? Consider joining a committee
or being on the Board. We encourage those who
have a couple hours a week to consider serving on the
Board or on a committee.

Now more than ever we need people to help us move
our neighborhood forward through the recovery. If
you can help, please contact a current Board Member
or email info@faubourgmarigny.org.

Le Gros Inquiétude

Yours Truly in a Swamp

By Leonard Earl Johnson

"There is no waterline on the soul of New Orleans."
~ Nick Spitzer, host and producer of NPR’s
American Routes Sheraton Hotel, Canal Street, New
Orleans National Main Streets Conference June 7,
2006

The Big Uneasy

L. A. Norma blew Camel Cigarette smoke out the
rear dormer at Squalor Heights. Her house in the
French Quarter was untouched by Hurricanes Katrina
and Rita, but since our return from Lafayette she does
not like staying there. Come mornings, she herds her
courtyard turtles into their food pit and strikes out to
explore what is left of The City FEMA Forgot.

This day she has come to Squalor Heights to watch

the news on my little black and white television – and
me peeling shrimp – at the kitchen table. Between
sips of chicory-laced coffee, she talks to the little TV.
And me.

She says to one of us, "How fine it is to again have
good chicory coffee." In the land of boudin they do
not serve the brew. The TV’s little talking head
interrupts to say Saint Bernard Parish board members
have returned from a disaster-management
convention in Washington, D. C., talking of hiring
former FEMA director, Michael D. Brown, as
consultant and liaison.

"Well, damn it all!" Norma spurts, sitting her cup on
the table. She stands inside the dormer and lights
another cigarette.

"Those dolts are fixin’ to get hogtied and
Republicanized!"

"Those dolts" had come back to Chalmette swooning
over meeting "Heckuva’ Job Brownie!" (Brownie
opened a disaster consulting firm in Boulder,
Colorado, after being fired as director of FEMA).
"Are they crazy?" I ask, "why not Nero?" "Why not
‘Spoons’ Butler?" she says, from behind a plume of
cigarette smoke. Nero was the emperor who fiddled
while Rome burned; Michael D. Brown was the
FEMA director who sat in his Baton Rouge hotel
rooms after the hurricanes, putting mousse in his hair
and

(Continued on page 6)

Abandoned cars

For removal of abandoned cars call: 658-2299

Welcome New Members!

Sheryl Smith George Vie

See you at St. Paul’s.
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Jokes!

The last six months in New Orleans have been
painful and strenuous, but post-Katrina life has also
been fertile ground for humor. In future issues, I’d
like to publish jokes or stories about life in New
Orleans. If you have heard one, or have one to tell,
please send it to newsletter@faubourgmarigny.org.
(Submissions should, of course, avoid offense, but
need not necessarily be squeaky clean.)

2006 Bicentennial Home Tour

Thank you to all who helped out with our 2006
Home Tour and Bicentennial Celebration. It was a
huge success.

More than 500 people enjoyed our home tour and
many more enjoyed the afternoon of music in

Washington Square Park with performances by
Washboard Chaz, Desoto Street Band and Andy J
Forest and the Art Market featuring neighborhood
artists.

A big thanks to everyone who helped out before and
the day of the event. Without their leadership and
dedication this event would not have happened.

A special thanks to Reg Medellin, Deborah
Oppenheim and Leigh Crawford for organizing the
day.

We are considering doing a Walking Tour of the
neighborhood in the Fall to compliment the Home
Tour we have in the Spring. The Walking Tour will
utilize Washington Square Park again with an art
market and live music. If you are interested in
helping out or have ideas, please let us know.

***

(continued from page 3)

Most landlords in the surviving neighborhoods have
escalated rents to amounts that are beyond price
gouging. With no end in sight and no rent control
laws, there is a steady exodus of our artistic talent
moving elsewhere. I hear very little concern about it
in the local and national press. If Katrina did not
displace you permanently, the perverse rents being
demanded for the inhabitable apartments in the city
will certainly flood your wallet, and leave their nasty
watermark on your checking account.

If you are not in the construction industry, the service
industry, or selling nails and sheetrock for a living,
you are not in the few lucrative businesses that have
outlived Miss bad thing's fury. If you are in the arts
industry, like myself, you are treading on swampy
ground as the burgeoning arts economy before
Katrina has taken a dramatic hit. Theater spaces are
fewer and countless galleries have closed, while even
the major museums are operating on limited hours.

This summer our wounded village is living up to
another one of its famous characterizations as a "city
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of ghosts." The previously thriving street performers'
scene of musicians, jugglers, and magicians, who gave
visitors to New Orleans a visceral experience of live
entertainment, is also a long lost memory. In a recent
walk through Jackson Square, the heart of the French
Quarter, I saw one lonely tarot card reader at one end
and two musicians blowing trombone and trumpet at
the other corner, playing to invisible tourists.

The grand public plaza, normally the epitome of a
daily carnival atmosphere, was desolate. New Orleans
of old as a creative cauldron of bohemian tolerances,
street life, and ritualistic culture, which was known to
rise up from the ground, is a sad postcard of itself.

I truly love this city, but in my twenty-two years of
life here, I have never been at such a crossroads,
singing the familiar rock-n-roll Clash anthem of
"Should I stay or should I go now?" Even the local
newspaper, "The Times-Picayune," which has failed
miserably in covering the rental crisis, has used this
lyric as front-page headline to denote the mood of
thousands caught in the same personal debate.

The tragedy is that I may not have an economical
choice to stay and forge a living when basic shelter is
oppressively expensive. New Orleans has been my
poetic muse for half my life, but for numerous artists
and working class residents, it is hard living in the
"Big Easy" with post-Katrina rents as high as the
lingering water lines.

(continued from page 4)

e-mailing dinner plans. Eighty miles to the south,
Chalmations were drowning in nursing homes and
eighty percent of New Orleans was going under
water.

During one of the president’s many after-The-Storm
photo-ops, when coastal chaos reigned from Texas to
Alabama, Bush turned to Brown on television and
said, "Brownie, you're doin' a heckuv’a job."
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In a way true. Was not all of America utterly
flabbergasted by the job they were doing?

As for Benjamin Franklin "Spoons" Butler, he was
Abraham Lincoln’s ruling general during the
occupation of New Orleans. He is remembered unto
this day as "Spoons" by pink-rouged ladies with fluffy
hats, and otherwise genteel manners, for his alleged
habit of lifting the silver from the tables of our
gracious Southern antecedents.

The heirs of those long-dead hosts twist their lips and
snarl his name pining for granny’s purloined silver. Or
so goes the story.

Poppycock

Spoons said of the charge, "Poppycock, it’s war!" And
told the women to behave better towards his "boys in
blue," whom the ladies had taken to anointing with
chamber pot dumpings from overhead balconies.
Some of the pots were said to have had Spoons’ face
painted inside.

It should be noted that New Orleans had no sewerage
system at the time, and dumping chamber pots,
shrimp shells and any manner of offal onto the streets
of The City was common practice. Should that offend
today’s delicate memory, be advised the streets were
already covered in animal manure.

The seed of the very sewerage system we use today
was being laid by Spoons and his boys in blue, as the
pots and garbage fell around them.

"The Twenty-first Century was a long way off,"
Norma remarked, looking hard out the window.

The Spoons Affair escalated, causing the Confederate
State’s only ally, England, to pass legislation declaring
Spoons an official "beast." This was in reaction to his
having issued a proclamation that New Orleans
women so behaving would be declared common
women of the streets.

Smelling salts and medicinal wine was called for when
this news filtered into courtyards and mansions of the
newly slaveless. And that was pretty much the end of
the matter, until a hundred years later, when The
City’s tourist industry revived the battle for the
amusement of visitors and the occasional passing
pink-cheeked matron of the
New South.

The New New Orleans

Norma pushed the dormer’s shutters wide open and
pointed at the newly built apartment building inside
the courtyard of a Creole Cottage three doors down.
The building had originally housed slaves. It’s
renovation was begun before Hurricane Katrina, and
finished just after.

"You could dump garbage off those balconies till the
cows come home," Norma snorted, "and nobody
would see you from the street or City Hall."


