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Among ARE CON-
SIDERED LOOTERS AND ARE SHOT DEAD!" It captures some of the heightened sense of loss and danger in the aftermath of the hurricane. This issue is 
a partial record of the generous help for Prof. Norman Cetuk's Katrina project, made possible by the support of Dr. Kenneth Hoyt, president of the college, the 
college administration , and particularly Rev. David Jones, vice-president of Student Affairs and Linda Gonia, director of Chartwell's Food service. It pays 
tribute to those who went to New Orleans: Centenary students, faculty, administration and staff with others from Drew University under United Methodist 
Church auspices in response to the dire situation of the residents of that beleaguered city. Photos in this edition of The Quill were taken by students and faculty 

and made available to The Quill. 
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By Joseph Pascale 

"The smell is something I'll 
never forget," said Manny 
Nieves, a senior who participated 
in the Katrina Relief Effort. "I 
literally almost threw up in my 
mask like, five times- it was that 
bad." 

Nieves reflected that of 
all the things the photographs 
don't show, the smell is the worst 
among them. "There's so much 
chaos and everything. I felt like 
people needed all the help they 
could get," Nieves said. 
He also said that he decided 
to go because he felt the trip 
would be a good experience for 
him .. 

" I wished I could have 
seen it beforehand to compare 
it," Nieves said. "Everything 
was just completely torn apart. I 
saw a boat in a house, a house 
on top of a house, cars perpen
dicular to the ground." 

Nieves, a sports man
agement major, said that talking 
with the people affected by the 
hurricane was one of the most 
difficult things to do. 

"Listening to the stories 
of people and seeing their ex
pressions and having them cry 
right in front of you. You don't 
know what they've been 
through, losing their entire life; 
history, pictures, memory is just 
gone. You feel so bad for them." 

• -

Nieves told the story of a man 
named Roger, who was recently 
wed to his wife, Ellen. "His 
house flooded all the way to the 
top, something started a fire and 
his roof burned off. People ac
tually broke into his 
house and stole what they could 
while it was still flooded. He lost 
everything,"Nievessaid. 

"In addition to all, that his car 
was hit and destroyed. It wasn't 
just one act of nature, he got hit 
five times," said Christoph 
Nowaczyk, another senior who 
took part in the relief effort. "It 
was inspiring that people could 
go through such devastation and 
still think of others." 

"He actually was helping us re
building and putting the roof on," 
Nieves said, speaking of Roger. 
"There were people out there all 
the time working on their 
houses," Nieves said, adding that 
the people worked on their 
homes around their job sched
ules, doing what they had to,to 
survive. "The people down there 
were the nicest people 
ever,"Nievessaid. 

"You felt better about yourself 
helping people that needed it and 
hoping they'll get back on track 
even though it will take a long 
time," Nieves said. "It was a 
great trip, a great experience. I 

loved it. I'm so glad I went." 
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Two volunteers, above, prepare to encounter the mold and toxic waste lingering malevolently in the 
wake of Katrina as they enter a damaged home. Below, Prof. Dean Bethea and his team. 
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Prof. Debbie Lev 

This past January, 
120 students, faculty, and 
staff from Centenary Col
lege as well as Drew Uni
versity traveled down to the 
Gulf Coast to help 
:rebuild Hurricane Katrina
ravaged New Orleans and 
its surrounding areas. This 
special edition issue of The 
Quill was created as a way 
to immortalize the experi
ences of this group of vol
unteers. 

I am pleased to be 
a part of this issue. I feel that 
the stories of these volun
teers need 
to be told so that the rest of 
the college can feel as proud 
of their 
fellow students and faculty 
as I do after hearing about 
their amazing experiences. 

Interviewing people 
for this issue was especially 
interesting to me because I 
was supposed to go on the 
trip. Unfortunately, I carne 
down with the flu the day 
before we were to leave. I 

"was absolutely devastated. 
Here I was, all 

ready to go. I had attended . 
all the meetings and had 
gone door-to-door through
out my neighborhood to 

l 

raise money for the trip. 
I also had gone to 

Home Depot and Loews 
and managed to negotiate a 
discount 
on the tools and supplies I 
needed. Throughout this 
preparation process, I heard 
stories from everyone about 
friends and relatives of 
theirs who were affected by 
Katrina. Everyone from the 
speakers at the 
meetings, to the man who 
worked at Horne Depot, had 
asadstorytotell.Thisrnade 
my desire to go even stron
ger. 
People needed help. 

While things didn't 
work out as planned for me, 
those who did go had an 
experience of a lifetime. 
Many have said that it was 
more than they had ever 
expected it to be: the dev
astation went far beyond 
what we have seen in the 
media. Physically, 
the residents of the New Or
leans area were left with 
nothing, and yet their spir
its survived. 

e 

Today, they cling to 
the possibility and hope that 
one day their lives will be 

l 

as they once were. 
The stories I heard 

filled my mind with images 
of warm, caring people sur
rounded by the cold, hard 
devastation. These people 
:really appreciated that other 
warm and compassionate 
people generously gave 
their time to come help 
them. If nothing else, these 
people knew that they didn't 
have to face this destruction 
alone. 

Throughout my 
terviews I heard things that 
brought a tear to my eye, 
sent a shiver down my 
spine, and some things even 
made me laugh. What an 
emotional rollercoast~r. 

I was told that for 
the most part, the group was 
unified. No longer were 
there the divisions between 
staff and faculty, professors 
and students. For 10 days, 
everyone was equal. 

One particular story 
that I found hilarious carne 
from my interview with Dr. 
Raymond Frey. Apparently, 
Frey and his group were 
searching for a good radio 
station in the car on the way 
to a job site when they 
stumbled upon "Big-Ass 
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Radio," a local station that 
played southern rap music. 
Anyone who has ever met 
Dr. Frey knows that he 
doesn't seem like a rap mu
sic kind of guy. He said that 
at first, he wasn't a fan, but 
didn't say anything. 
He just kept on driving. But, 
before he knew it, there he 
was driving down the high
way, hard hat on back
wards, jamming to "Big
Ass Radio" right along with 
his group. I found this to be 
a perfect and amusing ex
ample of how united the 
work groups were. 

e 

It has been quite an 
experience working on this 
issue, and I would like to 
thank all of you who 
helped, especially, you who 
opened your hearts and re
lived the horrors that you 
saw. I am sure that this was 
difficult for you. Your gen
erosity is .once again greatly 
appreciated. 

Megan Sweeney, 
editor 
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By Megan Lindsay 

"I wanted to do more, so 
I asked 1f I could do something 
with the schools," Lauria Marsh, 
senior education major said, as to 
why she is dedicated to helping 
schools iri Louisiana, one of the 
hardest states hit by Hurricane 
Katrina last year. 

Marsh sent over 1 ,000 
e-mails to various school districts 
and officials in Louisiana asking 
to visit a school with four fellow 
Education majors who also vol~ 
unteered to travel to the hurricane 
blighted area for 10 days during 
winter break. 

"It was hard. Nobody 
would let me in their school," 
Marsh recalls. 

She almost gave up, but 
the perfect opportunity arose only 
days before the group were 
scheduled to leave. "The last 
week of classes, two weeks be
fore Christmas, I had all of these 
school supplies collected to take 
with us and no school," she ex
plained. "And then we got a 
phone calffrom Kenton Cooper, 
a member of the Louisiana Asso
ciation of Education (LAE). He 
said he could give us a school." 

Marsh's goal was to "be 
with the children'' and bring them 
some happiness during the 10 
short days they were there. 

Scotlandville Middle 
School is in East Baton Rouge 
Parish, about two hours from 
New Orleans. The district is now 
comprised of two buildings that 
had been condemned for renova
tions before the hurricane hit the 
area. Because other schools were 
either destroyed or badly dam
aged, the Scotlandville School 
buildings were re-opened to ac
commodate 350 displaced chil
dren, most from the Ninth Ward, 

a poverty-stricken area of New 
Orleans arid one of the hardest hit. 
Marsh enlisted other students on 

· .. qtrr1pus to collect school supplies 

-< 

' • 
that would be donated to the chil
dren. They spent months work
ing on the project and ended up 
with enough supplies to fill a 14-
foot U-Haul truck. To get to 
Kenner, Louisiana Marsh drove 
26 hours straight, stopping only 
to rest every so often. Each day 
the girls rose at 5 a.m., beginning 
their day with a trip to the show
ers at the local Y, before the usual 
long line formed. Then it was 
time for fue hour and a half trek -
to fue school. 

Marsh and her fellow 
students were welcomed with 
enthusiasm and kindness. Each 
day fuey rotated to different class
rooms; reading books, holding 
group discussions, and helping 
teachers anyway they could. 

"They (the teachers) are 
doing fue best iliey could," she 

said of the challenging circum
stances. "I have to give it to 
fuem." 

One day Marsh asked 
students to write in a journal, and 
share their personal story of what 
happened to them and their fam-

ily during the hurricane. Marsh 
was particularly moved by the 
sad story of one young girl, 
whose father and sister were boili 
killed, and then only two days 
later her mother suffered a heart 
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light; you have to look at fue child 
from the inside," Marsh says. 
"How could I help, if I didn't 
know? "I want to go back," she 
said. "I'm going back in May to 
see the children in the school, and 

attack. "It sheds a whole new see how they have grown." 

Four Centenary Education majors, Elizabeth Gargano, Allisha Miller, Lauria Marsh, and Jen 
Casteel, among them, took part in fue Katrina project and recorded fueir experience collecting educa
tional materials, fund-raising, and bringing their material to schools in fue New Orleans area, where 
classrooms had nothing to work wiili. They spent days with fue teachers and children, decorated the 
classroom billboards, and took pictures, among which was this one of a note a young child had written in 
class: 
"In the hurricane Katrina she killed my dad and my sister and I was sad. Three days 

later my mom had a heart attack and I was crying . I was thinking she died. She came 
home. I screamed 'Mom!'Ihuggedhertight.llikedmycity. Mycitywasfun. MaryLyn 
Hyams 
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By Megan Sweeney 

Junior Bryan 
Watkinson has been involved in 
the Katrina trip since the very 
beginning. He and Prof. 
Norman Cetuk, the faculty 
advisor of the project, never 
imagined that s() many people 
would be interested in the trip. 
The turnout of the. first meeting 
was immense. Because of the 
overwhelming response,. Prof. 
Cetuk asked Watkinson to help 
him plan the trip, and so began 
the months of preparation. Dur
ing this time, Watkinson was in
volved with fund raising and also 
traveled to New Orleans 
with Prof. Cetuk prior to the 
group's arrival. 

I sat down to interview 
junior Bryan Watkinson in the 
lobby of the Littell Building. He 
was quiet at first, giving me 
simple answers to my questions. 
I began to feel that he was re-tell
ing a story he had told a hundred 
times since his return from New 
Orleans until he began to describe 
what one of the houses looked 
like. 

He looks down as he 
mentally walks through the 
house, taking me on a tour of 
what these houses consisted of. 
He describes to me the floor 
plan, and for a moment I can al
most picture a nice house with all 
the furnishings of home, until he 
begins to describe the destruc
tion: 

The doors were ripped 
half-off their hinges, windows 
were blown out, and a huge re
frigerator was lying on its side. 
Everything was covered in two 
inches of mud. Watkinson said 
that he has never seen water do 
what it had done. He was amazed 
by the power ofthe water and the 

' 
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amount destruction it caused. 
His first shocking mo

ment, he says, was when he and 
his group were driving to their 
first job site in Violet, LA. There 
was nothing but devastation--40-
year-old trees were snapped in 
half 30 feet up. 

They crossed a bridge 
into swamp land. The area was · 
lfttered With abandoned cars,c 
doors open and windows broken.' 
It looked like nothing had 
been touched since September. 

He began to wonder, he 
says, as he sat in the car, amid the 
silence of complete disbelief, 
why they were even bothering 
with rebuilding. Later that day, 
after meeting and helping some 
of the people, he had his answer; 
they were not there simply tore
build the homes but to rebuild the 
spirits of the people. 

The people, he says, 
needed someone to talk to, to get 
things off their chests, to gain a 
sympathetic ear. Everyone they 
met had a different story to tell. 

Scott, the son of the 
owner of the house they were to 
work on, was a local police of
ficer. He told the group that his 
parents owned the house but 
aren't coming back. Watkinson 
and the group headed up to the 
attic to sort through boxes of per
sonal items to see what is 
salvageable. Afewboxes seemed 
to have somehow managed to 
escape damage and Scott was 
overjoyed that some of his 
family's belongings survived. 

Overall, Watkinson 
was amazed by how little has 
been done and says he is 
disappoil}ted in our govern
ments handling of the situation. 

Watkinson feels that 
the time spent working was 

adequate and that they did as 
much as they could physically 
do for the people they met. The 
trip was so much more than he 

had mentally planned for. He 
came home feeling emotionally 
drained by the experience, he 
said. 
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For those they helped, 
emotionally, the job will never 
be done. He said he plans to go 
back this summer. 

Below, mold and more mold. And a blue ribbon delicately-tied around the handle of a basket. 
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By John DelRe 
As Professor Christo

pher Linne neared the metro 
area of New Orleans, he could 
already see the devastation. 

As he traveled toward 
the city, the freewaywas still 
filled with abandone.d cars and 
boats. Butwhen he led groups 
to the different work sites, it 
really hit. 

"When you got to a 
specific location,t o see it on 
such a wide scale, especially 
four months after Katrina hit, it 
sends a signal that something is 
wrong with our social institu
tions. 

Prof. Linne, along with 
about 80 Centenary students 
traveled to the New Orleans 
area to help residents clean up 
and rebuild their communities, 
along with their livelihood. 
Linne saw this as an opportu
nity to give back: "I am a firm 
believer in the idea that in 
everything you do, you learn 
something new. I see it as an 
opportunity to learn 
about Ame1ican society." 

After returning from 
NewOrleans, he began the 
spring semester teaching a 

,, 
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course just for the students who 
attended the trip. The course, 
titled SOC 199 A, Special 
topics in Sociology, is titled 
After the Disaster. It will 
examine that subject by using 
reflective essays, supplemental 
writing, and personal experi
ences. 

The call for help was 
one of many driving forces that 
led students to answer. Meghan 
O'Neill not only answered the 
call, she found it inspiring. 

"It was incredible, and 
it really did make me look at 
life a little differently; it has 
made me so gratefulfor every
thing I have," said O'Neill. "I 
was also inspired by the people 
I met in New Orleans -They 
lost everything but were still in 
relatively good spirits, and were 
so grateful for everything. 

When asked if she 
would go back, another student 
volunteer, Io Ortiz, said 
she would: "It's a great cause; 
the people need all the help 
they can get. They are so full 
of lifedespite their tragedy, and 
I believe that is something 
that people tend to forget." 
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throwing away pieces of people's lives was a typical but difficult chore. 

Heroes get thristy. Above, Sean O'Keefe gets some relief from the acrid air of the house he's working 
on. 

Heroes also have to eat. There was a food detail just as there were demolition work groups. 



By Megan Lindsay 

When Prof. Norman 
Cetuk set out to help victims of 
Hurricane Katrina in September, 
he thought maybe he could en
::ourage five students at most to 
volunteer to help. He was 
amazed by the outpouring of sup
port he received for the project. 
[n January over 100 Centenary 
>tudents and faculty members 
traveled to Kenner, Louisiana 
:luring winter break to help clean 
11p and rebuild the hurricane dev
lstated area. 

"I was really proud of 
:hem; they were awesome," 
:etuk said of the students. "We 
lived as a family fo rlO days, in 
:lose quarters; not once did they 
:omplain." 

A total of 90 students 
md 13 faculty members from 
:=entenary traveled with 20 stu
ients and five faculty members 
'rom Drew University in Madi
;on, NJ. They spent two days 
raveling by bus with U-Hauls 
'illed with equipment and sup
Jlies for an 11-day trip. 

In total, Centenary stu
lents raised almost $30,000 in 
lonations to finance the trip and 
mrchase supplies and equipment. 
=etuk recalls one of their last 
obs, when a homeowner desper
ttely needed walls replaced and 
hey didn't have the $500 needed 
o purchase sheet rock. Cetuk's 
·aith took over and he put the sup
> lies on his personal credit card. 
[wo hours later, he received a call 
rom the Kenner United Method
st Church saying a New Jersey 
:hurch had donated $500. 

"That's the way the trip 
vas," Cetuk said. "One door 
:losed and another opened." 

As a volunteer fire 
ighter for the Lebanon Fire De
,artment, sophomore Russ 
{ameli thought he was prepared 
or any kind of traumatic situa
ion. He wasn't. "I wasn't pre-

pared for what I saw. It kind of 
hit me like a wall," Yarnell said. 
"It was weird to drive into a ghost 
city, not just a town, because 
there were miles and miles of 
desolation." 

During the trip, all of 
the students slept on the floor and 
grabbed showers when they 
could. Yarnell says he smelled as 
bad as the other students, only 
getting to shower twice during 
the entire trip. "We were on a very 
striCt schedule at the YMCA," he 
explained. 

Their work days were 
long and grueling; up by 7 a.m., 
they worked steadily and hard un
til dusk. Yarnell was in one of 
several rebuilding teams. 

Each day,his group tore 
off, replaced and repaired roofs 
and gutters and did some demo
lition work. 

Yarnell said the devas
tation was overwhelming. What 
he remembers most is seeing doz
ens of homes spray painted with 
offers to sell like, "$50,000 or 
best offer--as is," and the 
homeowners were gone. 

He was also touched by 
the gratitude of one particular ho
meowner. "When we were fin-

' 
By Peter Vincent 

Ryan Earle, a junior 
Sports Management major, at 
Centenary College kept very 
busy while he was in New Or
leans. While he was there, he was 
involved with; roofing, sheet 
rocking, but mostly demolition. 

Ryan met one man who 
had lived in his house for 18 days 
while it was left when 
everyone in that area was evacu
ated, and then returned to con-

ished putting a roof on her house, 
she broke down in tears," here
calls. 

Although Yarnell says 
he is definitely prepared to return 
to Louisiana again to work, he 
remains haunted by the experi
ence. "Mentally, it took a toll. I 
felt really drained and had no 
energy. I feel like, mentally, when 
I drive down the road I am ex
pecting to see houses destroyed," 
he said. "I don't take stuff for 
granted anymore. I'd like to see 
more students volunteer their 
time to help people." 

Sophomore Michael 
Colasudo saw the experience 
through different eyes--those of 
a director making a documentary 
film, titled "Rebuilding New Or
leans." He plans to release it 
sometime in the spring. His goal 
was to capture the work of stu
dents working with the Katrina 
Project before, during, and after 
the trip. 

"It will be good for the 
public to know just how bad it is 
down there because nobody re
ally knows," the filmmaker said. 
"We helped a lot of people and 
made a difference." 

,, 
• 

tinue there after the major-
ity of the water was gone. 

"There were- not that 
many people around besides us 
and a few other workers; the en
tire neighborhood had been aban
doned. Some people wanted to 
rebuild and some others wanted 
to sell their land and move on" 
said Ryan. "If I had the chance, 
I would definitely go back there 
again." 
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Prof. Norman Cetuk surveys one job's challenges and admires the 
unending the project received from the college. He spoke of the 
energy and love shared by those who went to New Orleans to work 
and the generous given Rev. David Jones, vice-president of 
Student Affairs and Linda Gonia, director of Chartwell's Food ser
vice, above, relaxing between meal shifts. 
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Waves of emotion wash 
over Dr. Raymond Frey's face 
as his eyes fixate on an 
indistinct spot on the floor. As 
his mind takes him back to 
exact moment he is talking 
about, I realize that this trip 
was more than he ever expected 
it to be. 

Being the writer that 
he is, Dr. Frey kept a daily 
journal of his journey. Each day 
is a mix of experiences from 
work site events to the happen
ings of everyday life living in a 
church with 120 people. He 
generously made me a copy of 
the journal along with a CD of 
his pictures. 

I thank him and begin 
to read Dr. Frey's journal. After 
speaking with him, I think I 
have a good idea of what I'm 
going to read, but it is so much 
more than what I expected. 
Here are some excerpts from 
the journal: 

From January 3 to 
January 12, I traveled with a 
group of 120 students 
and faculty from Centenary 
College and Drew University to 
New Orleans, Louisiana to 
assist people affected by 
Hurricane Katrina. Working 
with the United Methodist 
Committee on Relief, we were 
divided into teams of five and 
set out every day to do what we 
could to help. 

Team #8 was my 
group of Centenary students: 
Bryan Watkinson of 
Readington, Alejandro (A.J .) 
Arrese from Randolph, Sung 
Worn Yang (Ian), and our 
female member, Yeon saem 

Hong (Sam), both international 
students from 
Korea. 

It has been over four 
months since Katrina ravaged 

the Gulf Coast, so we weren't 
sure what to expect when we 
arrived. Absolute shock are the 
only words that can even begin 
to explain what we experienced 
during our seven days there. 
Every one of us returned with 
stories and memories we will 
never forget. Here are some of 
mine. 

As we cross into the 
state of Mississippi we begin to 
see the first signs of hurricane 
damage: trees blown over or 
snapped in half like 
matchsticks, all lying in the 
same direction on the sides of 
the interstate. 

The further south we 
go, the more we see. Even 
several hundred miles north of 
New Orleans, Katrina's awe
some destructive power can still 
be seen. The students stare out 
of the windows in awed silence. 

Arriving at the 
outskirts of New Orleans 
around 8:30p.m., it's dark 
except for a few generator
powered lights. Miles of empty 
homes and factories. But once 
inside the city itself, things 
spring back to life. We 
pass the Superdome and drive 
through downtown. Many dark 
and damaged buildings. Under 
every highway overpass are 
hundreds of cars ruined by 
water and mud. There's no 
place else to put them until they 
can be hauled away. They are 
in such bad condition no one 
even vandalizes them. 

After a dinner of ham, 
salad, mashed potatoes and 
chili, we are briefed by Prof. 
Norman Cetuk of Centenary, 
one of the organizers of the 
trip. He points to a map of New 
Orleans on the wall. "The area 
shaded in red is where 1 ,000 
people died in the hurricane. 

That's where you're 
going tomorrow." 

Thursday, January 5, 2006 
None of us was 

prepared for what we saw. We 
drove through over 10 miles of 
absolute devastation. No 
electricity, no water, not a 
single working traffic light. 
McDonald's, Burger Kings, 
Taco Bells--smashed to 
pieces as if hit by a giant 
hammer. A Big-K, a Wal-Mart, 
several supermarkets with a 
high-water line scribed in mud 
across the buildings above 
the front doors. 

Many of you have seen 
the pictures and video from this 
area, but there is absolutely no 
way to understand the extent of 
the devastation unless you stand 
in the middle of it. 

Our house is an 
absolute mess. Scott Saigeon 
and his wife Lacy are 
there to greet us. It's his father's 
house, b)lt they're not coming 
back. 

A "For Sale" sign is 
stuck on the front lawn, but I 
doubt there will be any takers 
for a house that was submerged 
under 20 feet of water. We 
climb into the attic to retrieve 
some personal effects. School 
pictures, Christmas decorations, 
family photo albums, all 
covered in mud. A 
sheriff's deputy stops by and 
tells us that in September he 
rode right over this house in a 
motorboat. 

We pause to help 
Scott's neighbor remove a 
refrigerator from his back 
yard. I talked to his wife--they 
were here for 34 years and 
never had a drop of water in the 
house. She stood in the back 
yard and looked at the remains 
of their home almost as if in 
shock, even four months later. 

After faithfully paying 
34 years' of home insurance 
premiums and never filing a 
claim, they received a $5,000 
settlement from the insurance 
company for "renovations." 
They were not eligible for 
more, the insurance company 
said, because they could not 
prove the winds in that area 

were over 90 miles per hour. 
"This house is almost beyond 
renovation," she told me. "All I 
want now is a washer and 
dryer." 

In spite of everything, 
they vowed to stay. Living in a 
FEMA (Federal Emergency 
Management Agency )-supplied 
trailer on the front lawn, they 
would somehow rebuild. 

One of my student 
crew members (Bryan) asked 
her husband if he needed 
anything. Standing in front of 
his nearly destroyed house he 
said: "I could really use a new 
hammer for when I put up the 
new sheetrock." We 
promised to return with one. 

Went by bus to 
downtown New Orleans to the 
French Quarter and Bourbon 

_ Stre~t- After what we experi-
. enced earlier 111 the day, It 
seemed like another world. 
People laughing, dancing, and 
drinking as if there wasn't a 
care in the world--while a few 
miles away there is only 
devastation and darkness. .. 
Friday, January 6, 2006 

Woke up this morning 
with the "Katrina Cough"-- a 
symptom of people 
working in the mud and mold 
that is everywhere down here. 

A group in Slidell, just 
outside New Orleans, needs 
help removing a large air 
conditioner from a window. We 
set out and promptly get lost. 
So many street signs have been 
damaged or blown off of poles 
that it's very easy to lose your 
way. As we try to navigate we 
get trapped in a huge traffic jam 
for almost two hours. Traffic 
patterns have still not returned 
to normal, so accidents, road 
work, and detours are 
everywhere. We decide to head 
for home. 

Riding through a 
neighborhood of badly wind
damaged homes, we pass a 
house with no shingles on the 
roof, blown out windows, and a 
collapsed garage. The owner is 
out front, calmly mowing his 
lawn. 
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Saturday, January 7, 2006 

The house we visit is 
an older and smaller home than 
most, with a huge pecan tree in 
the back yard with broken and 
twisted branches tangled in 
the tree top. At first we don't 
think we can do much, but after 
studying the situation we decide 
to try to trim out the most 
dangerous branches. While we 
were working in the trees, the 
bells of a church a few blocks 
away begin slowly ringing. "It's 
another funeral," the home
owner says. "So many 
churches have been damaged in 
the area, ours is the only 
one that can be used. Almost 
all of the funeral homes were 
destroyed, so the wake is also 

. · held in the church." Sure 
enqugh, before,we leave, 
th~ bell~ r~hg thfee 'mo~e times . 

Sund~y, January 8,'2006 
My throat is sore and I 

can barely speak, although I 
feel fine. 

Arriving at our 
p~:evious work site, we immedi
ately begin tearing out the 
kitchen. I am working in the 
living room taking down the 
remaining sheet rock. After 
about an hour, a Red Cross 
relief truck shows up and 
offers us a lunch of chicken and 
dumplings and canned string 
beans. It was a welcome break, 
and we dig in. We hear the 
truck's PA system as the 
workers cruise the neighbor
hood announcing they have hot 
meals. It's amazing that more 
than four months after Katrina 
struck, many people in 
this area still depend upon the 
Red Cross every day for a hot 
meal. 

In our house, we 
finally clear a path to the 
bathroom. Finding that the 
water is still turned on, Bryan 
flushes the toilet, and despite 
being completely under water 
for weeks and caked with mud, 
it works perfectly. We all 
laugh. 

While clearing the 
living room, I reach through the 

(Continued on next page.) 
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(Continued from previous page) 
wall studs into what was a 
walk-in closet on the other side 
and find the family Bible. A 
large red cloth bookmark marks 
the Book of Revelation, which 
talks about the Apocalypse--the 
end of the world. Oh, man. I 
place the Bible on the side of 
the refrigerator we just dragged 
out the front door onto the 
front lawn. Bryan comes over 
to take a look, and, like a 
preacher standing at a pulpit, he 
begins to read aloud from the 
muddied and water-swollen 
pages. That was it-day over. 
We all were so overcome, we 
could do no more today. 

A block away, we pass 
a house with a sign that says 
VICIOUS DOG INSIDE. 
Under the sign in red spray 
paint, the Illinois National 
Guard painted "Dog, Dead." 
Apparently the owner left him 
behind to discourage looters, 
and the dog drowned right 
behind the front door. 

Monday, January 9, 2006 
Up at 7 a.m. Hoping 

to get a shower today, even 
though it's not my day. I have 
only had two showers and one 
shave since leaving New Jersey. 
Not sure where we're going 
today. 

Had a quick breakfast 
downstairs. On the table was a 
copy of Better Homes and 
Gardens. I couldn't look at it. 
I think we are all ready to go 
home. 

Tuesday, January 10,2006 
The water was over 

nine feet high in this house. I 
begin clearing the rear bed
room, which looks like it was a 
female teenager's room. Lots 
of personal effects and pictures
-very painful going. 
Souvenirs from Disney World. 
Baby and family pictures. 
Things she made for her mother 
in school when she was little. 
We save what we can and stack 

them in a relatively clean 
comer. They must have 
evacuated very quickly-
everything looks in place as if 
they were away at a short trip to 
the store. 

During lunch in front 
of the house, the talk is deadly 
serious. The students still want 
to know why, almost four-and
a-half months later, so little has 
been done here. I explain that 
much depends upon what the 
city and state plan to do with 
the levees. Many are waiting to 
see if stronger and higher levees 
will be built before they try to 
rebuild. 

This answer does not 
satisfy them. They tell me that 
what's needed is a strong leader 
to emerge to lead Louisiana out 
of this mess. I remind them 
that full civil rights for blacks 
only came to this part of the 
country when religious leaders 
took the lead when the govern
ment would not. 

"We need another 
Rosa Parks or Martin Luther 
King down here," AJ. says. I 
think he is right. 

• 
Back Home 

All of those hours on 
the bus gave me lots of time to 
reflect. I must admit that I'm 
ashamed that in a country as 
wealthy as ours, these poor 
people in Louisiana have had to 
suffer for so long. For many 
of the homes we visited, we 
were the first signs of help they 
had seen since September, when 
homes were checked for dead 
bodies. 

I have heard it said 
that people in the Deep South 
don't like Northerners. We saw 
none of that. They were 
genuinely touched that we had 
come from so far away to help 
them. They could not thank us 
enough. 

They were not asking 
for a handout, but simply a 
helping hand to return their 
shattered lives to some degree 
of normalcy. We all felt that as 
a country we could and should 
do so much more for these 
people. 

I'm not surehow much 

our seven days there really 
helped in the rebuilding effort. 
I had the feeling that many of 
the homes we worked in 
would most likely not be 
rebuilt. But at least we were 
there to show these helpless, 
desperate people who had lost 
everything they had worked so 
hard for all of their lives that 
someone, somewhere, still 
cared about them. 

And l will never forget 
the smell of that black mud. 
For a complete version of Dr. 
Frey's journal, please pick up a 
copy at the library. 

In the midst of demolition and search activities, below, rescuers found a family Bible, above, open to 
the pages of The Apocalypse. 
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By Peter Vincent 

Standing in about six 
inches of mud and raw sewage, 
Candace Chase was leading a 
group of students she would later 
describe as "the best group in the 
world" in the removal of dam
aged furniture and personal items 
that were left behind by Hurri
cane Katrina. 

Chase, who works for 
Centenary College in the Cam
pus Life department, led a group 
of students that were in charge of 
the demolition of the houses and 
the removal of personal belong
ings from those houses. They 
tore down walls and ceilings, and 
basically gutted the houses down 
to the bare frames. 

"The people down there 
are amazingly strong to have 
been what they have been 
through and keep going on strong 
like they were" said Chase. "The 
hardest thing for me was doing 
content removal on the houses 
and pulling families' entire pos
sessions and memories out of the 
houses and taking them out to the 
curb for garbage trucks to pick 
up" claims Chase. 

In one particular home 
Chase and her group found a New 
Orleans Saints sign that was in 
almost perfect shape that said 
"You gotta have faith"; they took 
the sign and taped it to the front 
of the house. 

"You have to have faith 
if you are these people to be able 
to have a positive look on things, 
and in order to keep on going and 
working down there we needed 
faith as well" said Chase. 

Chase and her group did 
a lot of back-breaking work and 

often found it depressing to look 
down the street and not see any
thing but a street filled with de
stroyed homes. Chase remem-

• 

' 
bers one particular man who was 
removing a boat from on top of 
his car in his yard and in another 
neighborhood a shrimp boat that 
was lying in the middle of the 
street. 

There was also no sign 
of wildlife around besides 
snakes. There were no birds in 
the air, just silence. 

In some areas there 
were tarps on the roofs and 
white FEMA trucks on the cor
ners aiding people and workers, 
but in other areas the devasta
tion was so bad that there was 
no one around at alL 

One man Chase met 
named Roger stayed in his house 
and worked hard to get as much 
water out as he could. While he 
was gone, his house had been 
burglarized; set on fire, and then 
someone ran into his car with a 
truck. Nevertheless, he returned 
home. 

He said, "I live day by 
day; today was a good day cuz 
y'all are here to help." 

Many people Chase 
talked with claimed their insur
ance companies were giving 
them the runaround because 
most of them did not live in the 
determined flooding zones, so it 
was difficult for most people to 
be compensated for their losses. 

"We did see an enor
mous amount of new cars; I 
guess the car insurance did come 
through, though." said Chase. 
She remembers seeing dozens of 
T-shirts on sale on Bourbon 
Street that said "All I got was a 
new car and a plasma T.V." 

"I think it's going to 
take a minimum of 10 years to 
recover from this disaster. 
These people are realistic; they 
know we can only do so much 
with the time we are there, they 
are just happy to have someone 
there besides their neighbors to 

talk to. We come in with a fresh 
outlook and fresh faces to give 
them the hope they need to con
tinue on" said Chase. 
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By Joseph Pascale 

"Leaving was the most 
difficult moment for me," said 
Christoph Nowaczyk, a senior 
and English major speaking 
about his experience with the 
hurricane Katrina Relief Effort. 

"For six full days, we 
did as much as possible, but I felt 
like we didn't do enough. I feel 
like," Nowaczyk paused, getting 
choked up. "I can't even say it ... 
like I'm abandoning them. I 
want to go back. It's not an issue 
of will; it's an issue of 
money and time. I feel almost 
selfish that I came back." 

"I think part of it was 
leaving when there's so much to 
be done," said Dr. Thomas 
Brunner. "I have a certain type 
of anger in me that our 
government's not doing enough 
to'help individuals. They're 
throwing money down there, but 
they're not helping individuals. I 
need to adjust my anger into 
something productive... I'm 
threatening to become an 
activist," Brunner said with a 
grin. 

"It's a different world down 
there," said Amy Neeley, a senior 
Criminal Justice major. "It's like 
a war-torn country. If I was in 
the military I'd probably compare 
it to war. I don't know what war 
looks like, but that's what it 
would look like to me. It's a 
pretty haunting experience." 

"You can never get ready for 
the extent of the damage and 
destruction you witness," 
Brunner said. "I started to re
move debris from a house which 
was really a family's life gather
ings from 30 years - and 
putting it out on the curb like it 
was garbage. That's when it hit 
home for me." 

"The worst thing was 

' 

the look on a 70-year-old 
woman's face as you threw away 
a photo album," Nowaczyk said. 
I know they're just possessions, 
but they're memories. The idea 
of home was just washed away. 
That's what we had to come to 
grips with." 

"Everything you 
brought out to people had a 
story," said Neeley. "This was 
their entire life." Neeley is a pho
tographer and she found a box in 
an elderly woman's closet. "It 
fell apart as I took it out, and I 
found her daughter's baby book. 
It was still fully intact, you could 
read the writing," Neeley said. 
She also found the woman's an
niversary book in the closet. 
Neeley was able to tell the 
woman which photographs were 
salvageable, how to restore them 
and who she could take them to. 
"She was so happy to know that," 
Neeley said. 

"Walking into a black 
mud that was polluted with oil 
and smelled," Brunner said, re
calling difficult moments he went 
through on the trip. "Removing 
a refrigerator that hadn't been 
touched in four months. The 
smell was horrendous. Recogniz
ing what individuals lost. .. 
That's a thought that stays with 
me." 

Nowaczyk found the 
silence to be frightening. "New 
Orleans is a major city, and to not 
even hear a bird or anything in 
the day is terrifying." 

He went on describing 
the city: "Neighborhoods that 
were completely flattened. A row 
of houses in disarray and then 
nothing. The biggest surprise to 
me is that there were some parts 
where we worked where there 
were 300 people unaccounted for. 

Five months later and there were 
parts of New Orleans that hadn't 
been touched by human hands. 
That just kind of scared me. You 
don't think that can happen in a 
country like this." 

Nowaczyk saw a sign 
which had the words "Goodbye 
N'wlen's we'll miss you" spray 
painted on it. "They love their 
home, they love New Orleans. 
They just don't feel safe there," 
Nowaczyk said. 

"They definitely want 
New Orleans rebuilt. The people 
I talked with have the resolve to 
rebuild their communities," said 
Brunner. "They have the biggest 
fear that the levy system will be 
repaired improperly. They want 

to come back, but they want the 
levies fixed." 

"It's not about the 
physical rebuilding," Neeley 
said. "It's about the culture that's 
in that area. New Orleans itself 
is a culture." 

"I think the biggest surprise I 
had, and something I cherish, is 
the commitment to the mission 
that we all had," said Brunner. 
"You have to realize we had over 
120 people. Not one of them ever 
refused or stood back. The com
mitment to the mission they had 
was just amazing." 

Nowaczyk said that the 
greatest moment for him was, 
"probably when the day was done 
and we were leaving the job site. 
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The pure, honest gratitude - the 
thank you's. They were im
pressed we went down there and 
the fact that we did anything was 
amazing when we felt we hadn't 
done 
enough." 

"I would hope that 
people will not just hope this goes 
away and never have to hear 
about it again," said Brunner. 
"It's too big, it's too important," 

"This is something that we 
can't forget," said Nowaczyk. 
"It's still as important as it was 
on the first day. We can't brush 
it off and move on with our lives. 
If it affects one American, it af
fects all Americans. 

A rooftop at ground level. Only one of many scenes of destruction typical of Katrina's wrath. 

The costume of the day--only one 
of the unnatural aspects of the 
project. 



"The guys" as mentioned in the thank-you letter below, one such heartfelt note reflecting the gr;:t!~!!:t~~ (}f the many people helped in the college 
Katrina project. 


