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A Quick, Hilarious Story About PC-ness Gone Wrong

Keep notes on the '*' asterisks, they refer to full photosets from my website, info below. 
Or, you can click on the underlined words, and see related previews from the site.

-

Florida. Don't even get me started.

About six of us regular 'Summertime Nantucket Crew (*1)' went down to a shitty little job in Vero Beach, Florida, that promised us the world. Clyde, a pal from Arziona, Everton from Jamaica, two girls from Lithuania (Vaida, Lina,) one from Romania (No'emi,) Celeste from Canada; we even met some new friends, like Bonny from Holland (*2), and a couple from South Africa, Doug and Katherine.

I won't get started on how horrible that job was; anyway, about my good pal Everton...

Everton is a bald, stocky man, and is the blackest-skinned, whitest-toothed (is that a word?) most hilarious Jamaican you've ever met. He even gives new meaning to every 'curse' word slung, be it to insult or in jest; it's all in the delivery, folks, this is a man no human being in his right mind could ever hate. Even when he's going off on someone, it's somewhat entertaining.

We all lived within three close buildings, in the same complex. Having old pals around you when you're all starting a new job together is decent enough, however disastrous the job turned out... we were like a Gilligan's Island of a family; all out of our element and clique-ish, yet all from vastly different places, so when a visitor comes for one, we all hang out with them equally. Their guest is our guest. One time, Everton had his wife and child come over from Jamaica, it was the first time we all had met her, and of course, Appleton Rum and Yeuingling Beer flowed free that week. His child, Jamon, was an undoubtedly accurate glance at a young Everton. Fucking hilarious.

One day, at work, Everton got an emergency call. His wife was being packed into an ambulance. Immediately, he and I got out of work, and I drove him straight to the hospital, and all the while he was panicking; later, we'd find out that apparently his wife had some unknown blood clot in her leg, and traveling on a plane (despite cabin pressure) somehow 'broke up' the clot, only to get lodged further down, completely clogging some lower vessels, entire days after she landed!

Upon arrival in the Emergency room, he was told everything was alright, since they were catching this early, and that her circulation was off, and it's nothing they couldn't fix in a hospital in this part of Florida (with all of the dying and diseased retirees in Florida with MAD cash, they've good hospitals, supposedly.) Apparently, the EMS called ahead.  When the ambulance door opened (we beat the ambulance there,) out came his wife, optimistic and confident EMS personnel, and our two South African friends, Doug and Katherine, who came along for support.

The wife was carted deep into the sanitary bowels of the hospital, and Everton was left with admission paperwork, to which the nonchalant nurse began her queries. One of which was race, which the nurse skipped, and that puzzled Everton.

"What is dat you wrote dare, in the 'race' blank?"
"Oh, that? African-American."
"Woman, why would you do such a ting? I am not African-American!"
"Sir, you ARE."
"Woman, listen to me, I am not African, and I am not an American, I am a proud citizen of Jamaica. I am Jamacian."
"Jamacian's not a race, sir."
"And neither is African-American, silly girl!"
"Sir, in the United States, we-"
"I do not care, wait... you want to see someting?"

Everton then grabbed our pal, Doug, who has striking blonde hair, blue eyes, and is whiter than the text field of this very window I'm typing in.

"Woman, you see dis? THIS IS AN AFRICAN. Also, he just moved to the U.S. and gained citizenship, so he is also an AMERICAN. Yes, dis white friend of mine is an AFRICAN-AMERICAN; I? I am Jamaican, call me 'black' if you wish, but de African-American before you is not de dark-skinned one, but de pearly-white one! Now, if you would please, under 'race,' please write down 'Jamaican.' You may tink it is silly, but how silly is your system now, eh?"

What made me proud, is that his voice projects, and everyone in the Emergency room heard, young and old, black and white, immigrant and native. Perhaps they learned something that day. 

Godspeed, Everton, I hope to see you this summer, you insane bastard. [image: image1.png]





Full sets of pics above :

*1 - http://www.jianbastille.com (go to Photos > Locations > America)
*2 - http://www.jianbastille.com (go to Photos > Models > Bonny)


-
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 For those wondering how my birthday went... (I'll keep it quick) [image: image3.png]




My capricious little soubrette and activity partner, Sara, got ill, and couldn't join us, so the roving party consisted of only my pal Jamal and myself.

(By the way, this is an outing in my home of New Orleans)

We started with Thai Tea and Pat Thai at Siam Cafe, then a few drinks with the new bartender girl at '13,' Jim Monaghan II's new bar. From there, Molly's at the Market, then to Hookah Lounge, where my Bellydancing girls were performing.

I ran into Niesa & Jason, Niesa is a devastatingly cute redhead who I've known for years, and lose each other for months, if not years... but always accidentally run into each other the week (or day of) our birthday, both the 6th of March. I was glad to see her and Jason were still together, fewer perfect pairs are ever made. Champagne ensued.

I then ran into A Swedish fellow I'd idly chatted with on occasion, only to find out he's a wonderful semi-famous photographer ( www.christerart.com ) and I saw his extensive portfolio, and we traded tips for about an hour; I was lucky, he's moving away this week!

Of course, the bellydancing girls, photos of a few of them are below, kept me busy all night. [image: image4.png]




After that, back to Molly's, where I was reunited with yet another person (redheaded girl, of course,) that I hadn't seen in years but have interesting histories with... we chatted for a few hours, in between 'Little Guinness' shots.

Funny thing is, when I do drink a lot, I not only drive perfectly once I begin to sober-up, and I wake up earlier than usual, and my vision is unsually sharp for that day. [image: image5.png]




Here's some pics of a few of my bellydancers, formal sets coming soon, these are all quite candid :



 Ah'mae, long-time associate and principal model, you can see two sets of her here, with new ones coming soon... 

http://www.jianbastille.com (go to Photos > Models > Ah'Mae)

(goon Nur_Neerg, myself, and his pals were recently entertained by her dancing at a Middle-Eastern restaurant early this year, they can vouch for her moves!)



 Morrigan, very possible future model, (though I'm positive she'll say yes,) this girl is fucking awesome.



 Amanda, future model, this was taken post back/scalp massage. Poor thing needed a cigarette. [image: image9.png]






 Krys, long-time pal (love/hate, don't you know,) and can be seen in the 'retro-Xmas' pics located here :

http://www.jianbastille.com (go to Photos > Models > Misc.Models) (the two middle ones on the third row down)



 Stacy, freshman when I was a senior, and still cute. She'll be another future model for me, soon.

There's about 4 more girls, but I've no pics of them handy... again, these are candid, formal sets coming soon, starting this week! There's more birthday pics, but they're not developed yet, and, I doubt they'd be interesting to anyone but me. I just posted these because Bellydancers are HAWT.

