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The story of St. Louis’ founding is prima-
rily a French one, with a bit of hand-hold-
ing from the Spaniards and a spot of
bother from the English. The short ver-
sion is this: The French were here, the
English approached, the French — quelle
shock! — surrendered, and St. Louisans
began speaking a debased form of English
(i.e. “warsh” and “farty”)  instead of the
debased form of French they were speak-
ing (interesting aside: your native St.
Louisan will even to this day revert to the
old corrupt French when giving direc-
tions, i.e. “Show-toe” and “Grav-oy”). St.
Louisans also started playing baseball
instead of thumbsucking, eating red
sauce-heavy Italian food instead of cream
sauce-heavy French food and drinking
light beer instead of wine. And yet two
weekends a year they pretend like they’re
French again at what they claim is the
“Second Largest Mardi Gras Celebration
in the World” — go figure. 

Why do St. Louisans cling to this ves-
tigial shred of French-ness? Pride? No, we
have that World Series trophy for that. A
sense of historical drama? No, we have the
St. Louis Board of Education for that. Is it
the exposed titties? Ah, mais oui. But to
really enjoy those breasticles you need the
proper context for them. In ignorance, a
pair of jugs on display along Geyer is
merely flesh whipped red and raw by
early February winds, a momentary thrill
(?) at best. But with a deeper understand-
ing of why that broad has unleashed her
tetons in a moment of drunken bonhomie,
they become swollen with historical sig-
nificance, pendulous with symbolism and,

OH, FRÈRE, WHERE ART WE?
Congratulations, you’ve made it to Mardi Gras. But which Mardi Gras, exactly? What do
you mean, “which Mardi Gras?” Didn’t you know that St. Louis’ Mardi Gras is only the
world’s second-largest Mardi Gras, and that, in fact, New Orleans has a Mardi Gras that
may be larger/better/more well-known/more fun/infested by more alligators? 

Don’t panic. There are tell-tale signs to look for that will help you determine if you’re
two-fisting drinks in New Orleans (“The City That Care Forgot”) or in St. Louis (“The City
That Chicago Ignores”). If you’re actually two-fisting Louis, this is not going to help you
much at all — but we’d like you to give us a call when you have a free hand. We didn’t
give that up for Lent. 

NEW ORLEANS

You left the bus station and discovered
your hotel is actually a FEMA temporary
housing module.

Official motto of Mardi Gras: Let the Good
Times Roll!

You fueled up before the parades by 
visiting one of those drive-through daiquiri
places.

On Monday, February 19, you will be 
partying like a Roman Senator with a 
Viagra stipend.

Annoying mispronunciation of the city
name by tourists: N’Awlins.

Local celebrity who starred on Roseanne’s
sitcom, Roseanne: John Goodman.

Annoying local guy who became a celebrity:
Emeril.

Broken civil project that hinders the future
of the city: Levees.

Closing time? We don’t need no stinkin’
closing time!

At midnight on Tuesday, February 20, 
a phalanx of well-organized cleaning crews
will take over the city, sweeping 
up the debris and detritus of another 
successful Mardi Gras.

ST. LOUIS

The bus station looks like a FEMA tem-
porary housing module and you had no
trouble finding a hotel room. Because
you’re in St. Louis. In February.

Official motto of Mardi Gras: Nazi-free 
by order of the Missouri Division of 
Alcohol and Tobacco Control.

You fueled up before the parade by 
visiting the White Castle drive-through on
Broadway.

Monday, February 19, is a regular work
day. Nothing out of the ordinary.

Annoying mispronunciation of the city
name by tourists: Saint Louie.

Local celebrity who starred on Roseanne’s
sitcom, Roseanne: John Goodman.

Annoying local guy who became a
celebrity: Beatle Bob.

Broken civil project that hinders the
future of the city: School system.

Closing time? 3 a.m., max.

That garbage ain’t going anywhere.
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The Unreal GuideTo

um, possessed with areolas of cultural
enlightenment. And so, in the interest of
fulfilling our public mandate as a source
of information (not necessarily accurate,
but timely), Unreal offers this Guide to
Your (not our) French Heritage!

1718 The French establish New Orleans as
part of their Mississippi River-based trad-
ing empire, and break it in with a party. 

1762 The French realize that they’re going
to lose the French-Indian War (should’ve
surrendered, huh, Jacques?). In a fit of
Gallic pique, they give everything west of
the Mississippi to Spain so England can’t
have it. 
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Ain’t misbehavin’ we ain’t, for Wednesday the next ceases the season of our debauchery. The village sits in the shadow of the castle of the King, the
fourth of his august name. His Majesty’s well-hung steeds issue forth from the palace gates to sate us, his goodly serfs, with his golden suds. And drink
them we shall. Then lift up our shirts. And our chests — be they perky, petite or the slackest of dugs — will waken in winter’s blustery breeze as the
strapping young lads on fanciful floats will toss us their strings of cheap little beads. Yes, Mardi Gras is upon us and ours, the second-best of its kind
(or so we are told), sings to us its siren song. Herein find the wisdom and wit, culled from countless carnivals past (for we likes our liquor, yes indeedy
we do), to make best use of these times in this humblest of hovels, most Frenchish of quarters, this rehabber’s delight, this brick-ed realm, this Soulard.

WELCOME, WILLKOMMEN, BIENVENUE, ALOHA, SHALOM, HOWDY!


