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On March 13, The Golden 
Band from Tigerland left Ba-
ton Rouge for the lush green 

country of Ireland. Some people left 
the band hall as early as 12 a.m. I 
was lucky enough to depart later in 
the afternoon. First, I took a bus to 
the Houston airport in Texas. From 
there I took a flight to Frankfurt, 
Germany. Finally I boarded the fi-
nal flight from Frankfurt to Dublin.  
 There was no rest for the Tiger 
Band when we arrived in Ireland. 
Immediately after deplaning and 
getting through customs, the near-
ly 100 Tiger Band members whom 
were on my flight and I were rushed 
on to tour buses and taken on a tour 
of the city and of Trinity College.  
 That night the Tiger Band was on 
its own to find diner.  A few of my 
friends and I took a bus into the city in 
search of food. We ended up wonder-
ing around lost for a while. Then we ran 
into two women who recognized us as 
band members. Not only did they point 
out several good restaurant in the area, 
they also gave us 70 euros to go eat! 
 The next day I was up early to 
start my day of touring. Greg Re-
noud, a 6 year member of Tiger Band, 
was kind enough to organize tours 
of the Old Jameson Distillery and 
the Guinness Store House for any-
one who wanted to go. The group 
consensus was that the Jameson tour 
was far better than the Guinness one, 
and who can really argue with drink-
ing whiskey at 10 in the morning?   
 After a group dinner planned by 
the band, with horrible entertainment, 
it was off to bed so that I could be 
ready for the parade in the morning. 
The parade went as most things do for 
the Tiger Band, hurry up then wait. 
After being told three of four times 
that the parade was about to start, we 
finally stepped off about an hour after 
the time we had been scheduled for.  
 When we finally finished the pa-
rade, I was amazed that we were 
done almost an hour early. But noth-
ing is ever that easy in Tiger Band. 
Some how the saxaphones lost a 
horn, so instead of leaving we got 
to spend an hour looking for it. 
 I was honestly disappointed with 
the parade crowd. We had been told  
 
 
 

that St. Patrick’s Day in Ireland ri 
valed Mardi Gras in New Orleans. 
 What I didn’t see during the parade 
I did see that night after the parade. Af-
ter rushing back to the hotel to shower 
and change, I got on a bus back into  
the city to, hopefully, see Dublin cas-
tle and get some dinner along with do 
my souvenir shopping.    
 The crowd was unbelievable. Lo-
cals and tourist alike were all dart-
ing in and out of pubs, drinking in 
the street, and taking part in the fes-
tivities of the holiday. Trying to go 
anywhere was almost impossible.  
 I did eventually get food and 
souvenirs, but by the time I fought 
my way through the crowd to Dub-
lin Castel, the inside had already 
closed. I did get to walk around the 
outside and in the court yards, but 
I regret not getting to see the inside.  
 Finally it was time to go back to 
the hotel to pack for our 5 a.m. flight 
out of Dublin. This meant that we had 
to be ready to leave the hotel at 2 a.m. 
It was really funny to see almost ev-
ery member of the band try to make 
it through an airport while still feel-
ing the effects of their St. Patrick’s 
Day partying, but the flights back 
were even duller than the ones there.  
 After only a few small issues get-
ting back through customs, mainly 
caused by the only non-U.S. citizen 
of the band, Jorge Morales, the Tiger 
Band was back on U.S. soil and could 
start the excruciating process of at-
tempting to catch up on school work 
and sleep. •
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