
Personal musings - my 1st first class flight 

 

Every now and again, credit card debt can work in your favor. I racked up enough debt to earn a first 

class trip to Louisiana, where I was going to present my public relations research. When planning for the 

trip, I had to rethink my traveling attire which typically consists of loose sweats and my extra-large 

Rutgers sweatshirt. Instead, I boarded the 6 am flight sporting dark jeans, a conservative yet form-fitting 

sweater, and a gray jacket. I was also wearing my finest pair of black payless shoes. I was seated in 1A, 

the best seat in the house, so I thought.  

Things started off a bit rocky. The “seasoned” stewardess in the first-class cabin ran a tight ship. She was 

barking orders right and left. I realized that I needed to use the bathroom after we boarded the plane. It 

was a small plane and to my surprise, there was only one bathroom on the plane. Of course, it was in 

the back of the plane. I placed my backpack under my seat and meandered back through the plane while 

the rest of the passengers were getting settled.    

I no sooner got myself “settled” in the bathroom when I heard an announcement over the loud speaker. 

It was the seasoned stewardess bellowing, “the owner of the back pack under 1A must stow it overhead 

immediately or it will be stowed with the baggage.”   I could not respond because, I was, well, in mid-

stream. I was freaking out because my epilepsy meds were in the back-pack. I finished my business as 

quickly as I could, pushed the door open and tried to make my way to my seat. The aisles were packed, 

and the bellowing was getting louder and more insistent.  I had to think quickly. To my relief I was able 

to coerce the more lenient stewardess to call up to her colleague and tell her the scoop. Then I had to 

walk the long walk up to seat 1A. When I finally got to my seat, everyone was glaring at me – how was I 

supposed to know that you cannot put bags under seat in the first row! 

Too much drama before 6 am, I had to regroup for my free breakfast, which quickly led to my next 

dilemma --- where the hell was the tray? I don’t have a seat in front of me. I was hoping to copy the 

people in the other aisle but, because I was sitting in 1A, I was the first to be served. The stewardess 

impatiently said, pull it up dear! If kept this up she was going to spit in my mimosa. I had to change the 

game. I thanked the stewardess profusely as she served my breakfast – she was warming up to me. That 

was until the ever-diligent stewardess caught me trying to put a muffin in my backpack. She snatched 

that tray faster than I could say first class. Man she was good!  

 


