AFTER DECADES OF FEUDING,
ENDLESS
SUMMER
THE ORIGINAL BEACH BOYS ARE
FINALLY BACK TOGETHER AND SOUNDING BETTER THAN EVER ((Page 58) »
› MAY 15, 2012

Experience
the beating heart
of one of the
most beautiful cities
in the world:
SAN FRANCISCO

Natural hot springs in
the Land of the Rising Sun
heal body and mind

05.15 Cover_San Francisco.indd 1

EN

JAPANESE
WATER THERAPY

T
L A a g ER
K et TO
Lo E C aw W
IN
H a
Pa uis A y t
ge ian RL o
10 a E S
,

+

BRIDGING
HUMANITY
04/26/12 11:25 AM

AAP - Pitstop - _0AGKZ_AW20120515-FC1.pdf April 26, 2012 11:27:35

EDITOR’S NOTE

American Sole

Win a Getaway at
L’Auberge Casino Resort

One lucky winner will enjoy a vacation
package for two at L’Auberge Casino Resort
in Lake Charles, La., including 50,000
American Airlines AAdvantage miles, deluxe
hotel accommodations in a pool-view
room for three nights, dinner for two at
Ember Grille & Wine Bar, a private poolside
cabana for a day (including lunch) and
the winner’s choice of one of the following
extras: two rounds of golf, a 50-minute
rejuvenating massage for two at Spa du
Lac or $100 to spend at the resort’s retail
outlet of the winner’s choice. To enter, visit
www.americanwaymag.com/promotions
by May 31, 2012, at 11:59 p.m. CDT.
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pull out my laptop and start editing copy for this
issue of American Way. And then it happens: As if
it were divined from the heavens over Southwest
Louisiana, and as if my laptop were somehow a
transmitter for talking to that great podiatrist in
the sky, I get to Bruce Rushton’s story about the
Allen Edmonds shoe company. I’ve never heard
of this firm, but I am inspired — inspired by a
story about shoes while vacationing in Southwest Louisiana (see the story on page 34 to see
why). So inspired, in fact, that I’m tracking down
a PR contact and asking him for a pair of Allen
Edmonds to demo. I want to take the Pepsi challenge with these American-made shoes and see
if they can make my feet happy. In so doing, I’ll
be wearing the first pair of shoes that I didn’t
(a) buy on discount or (b) let age in my closet for
at least five years. I am told that a pair is going out
in tomorrow’s mail, and I can wear them for a few
weeks before I send them back. So I’m going to
stop writing now and will continue in a couple of
weeks after wearing the shoes. To be continued …
TWO WEEKS LATER
My feet are lovin’ me now. Not just because they
don’t hurt but because for the first time in our
lives (theirs and mine), they’ve been in charge.
Believe me when I say that I’m not wearing these
shoes; they’re wearing me. The way I walk, the
way I look … the way I sound and look when I
walk are all the result of my (er, their) shoes. I’m
hoping the fellas at Allen Edmonds will let me
keep them for a little while longer, as I have some
important business meetings in other cities outside of Southwest Louisiana this month. And after
reading Laura Kiniry’s ode to San Francisco (page
48), my feet are feverishly searching for a meeting to take there. Until then, enjoy this issue of
American Way and consider the soul and sole
that went into it.

ADAM PITLUK
Editor

Want to talk to Adam?

Reach him at editor@americanwaymag.com

Want to sign up for email

notification of Adam’s column or to
read his past columns? Visit
www.americanwaymag.com/whatsnew
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MY FEET ARE killing me. I’ve been on them most
of the day, pounding the rural pavement of Lake
Charles, La., and then testing the strength and
durability of my arches over countless hours at
the craps table. My pain is compounded by the
fact that many people keep stepping on my toes,
as it’s Mardi Gras and the hordes here are festively
going from restaurant to restaurant and then to
L’Auberge Casino Resort.
I love this community, and I’ve written about it
in the past, but right now, man, my dogs are barking. I try to fight through the pain at L’Auberge because this is one of my favorite casinos to lose my
money to. I figure that a couple of hands of Texas
Hold ’em in the poker room might be just enough
tush-on-chair time to let my feet recover. But
when you have nervous tells like I do — namely, I
bounce my foot up and down when I have a good
hand and I cross my ankles and push hard on the
floor when I have a bad hand — my situation is
going from bad to worse.
It’s these shoes. I’ve had them for at least 15
years. They’re not nearly as comfortable as they
once were, and the soles are so worn and tattered that parts of them are scattered all over the
world. But I love them because they’re a walking
reminder, figuratively and literally, of a life spent in
the twin quests of knowledge and companionship.
Lots of friendly and enlightening conversations
have started with, “Cool shoes.”
That’s why I’m dog-cussing these awesomelooking-though-oh-so-uncomfortable shoes on
Fat Tuesday in Lake Charles, La., USA. Because
my feet are killing me. My toes, dear Lord, are
swollen to the size of Southwest Louisiana swamp
creatures, which I’m told are pretty big.
After enjoying the Lake Charles Fat Tuesday
shenanigans for a while, I retire to my hotel room.
Only I’m way too sore to sleep. And the view of the
city and the grand lake in the distance is way too
mesmerizing to ignore. Plus, to stare out my giant
hotel windows at the sprawling hotel grounds is
to put something else in my sight and on my mind
other than how much I hate my feet; how much I
hate my shoes; how much I hate myself for letting
something as ugly as podiatric vanity cloud my
judgment and render me useless. Because, you
see, the sorer your feet are, the faster you want
to get the heck out of Southwest Louisiana and
back to a giant shopping mall with more shoe
stores per capita than there are children having
nightmares about Southwest Louisiana swamp
creatures, which I’m told are pretty creepy.
Maybe work will take my mind off my feet. I
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