


revenue is down dramatically while expenses
are not. Left out of the letter was any
mention of the record profits reported by
Entergy’s parent company in 2005.

In October 2006 the city announced
that it received money to replace the many
street signs blown down in the storm. In
the meantime, inventive residents have put
up their own street signs, although many
corners remain unidentified. In Orleans
Parish alone 6,000 stop signs must be
replaced. In the interim, citizens have made
homemade stop signs and propped them up
by the side of the road. A number of traffic
lights still must be repaired, even in the
inhabited sections of town.

The clumps of population make the
traffic patterns more complicated, with
rush hour starting earlier and lasting longer.
With limited working traffic signals and
fewer police to enforce traffic laws, it is
more problematic to drive. Before Katrina
I always got the “good driver discount” on
my car insurance. But now, within a five
month period, I've been in three accidents
in three different cars. | was rear-ended in
my VW New Beetle. My rental car was
hit by a garbage truck while I sat in traffic.
Then my new Toyota Prius was sideswiped
by a car forced out of its lane.

To picture what it’s like living here
now, think about an infrastructure that’s
completely broken and how that would
impact your daily life. For example, after
my first accident | was on a waiting list for
a month before a collision center could take
my car because there are fewer businesses
open and fewer workers. Geico predicted
that it should take 10 days to repair my
car. Right now 10 days equals something
entirely different in New Orleans. After
seven weeks of post-Katrina reasons why
my Beetle was not ready, | put my name
on a waiting list to buy a new car.

Why, you may ask, couldn't | take
public transportation? Well, only 17
percent of the buses operate now, with
fewer buses running limited routes. The
express bus that used to run from my
neighborhood isn't running now. At least
I don't think it is. | couldn't reach the
Regional Transit Authority on the phone
to get their routes, and it hasn't had its
Web site up since the storm.

The Bright Side
When someone asks if things are better, | have
to stop and think. Yes, of course things are
better. Thousands of abandoned cars have
been towed away. Mountains of debris have
been removed, and all of the moldy refriger-
ators left curbside have been picked up.

A few months ago if you drove in the
lower ninth ward you saw buildings flattened

like pancakes and houses sitting in the
middle of the streets where the water had
pushed them off their foundations. Now
there are blocks and blocks of emptiness
where what was left of the houses has been
removed. In parts of town farther from the
levee breaks, the houses didnt move. The
water just sat inside them for weeks.

If you drive through neighborhoods
like New Orleans East, Gentilly, Lakeview,
and Broadmoor, you'll still find miles of
devastated homes, although there are
pockets of rebuilding going on. Some
people have gotten their insurance money
and started work. Many others are still on
waiting lists to have work begun on their
houses. Much of the work has been done
by volunteers. My mother’s home was
gutted this January by college students
from New York on semester break. But
everything has been such a slow process.
Some people did not return after the
hurricane, and some people who initially
came back have decided that it’s too hard
to live here and have left.

I live in Algiers, an area that didn't
flood and so had significantly less damage
than much of the city. My roof lost a lot
of shingles and had to be replaced, but
I had no water damage. | was lucky.

On my block alone the three houses
closest to me all had trees fall through their
roofs, bringing water in from that direction.
Two of the houses have been fixed and the
third is being repaired now. There are still
four houses on my block with Federal
Emergency Management Agency (FEMA)
trailers and three more damaged houses
whose owners did not return. Their houses
sit there and continue to deteriorate.

Katrina Brain

Across the metropolitan area people suffer
from the symptoms of post-traumatic stress
syndrome—*“Katrina brain,” it's commonly
called. There’s some comfort in knowing
that everyone you know has some or all of
the symptoms.

One symptom of Katrina brain is the
inability to concentrate, the tendency to
make stupid mistakes. For example, this past
August | found that the water faucet in my
backyard was running. | hadn’t worked in
the yard for weeks because of the heat,
and | realized that the water must have been
running since a repairman had used the
hose in July. I hadn't noticed the swamp
developing in my yard, and | didn't receive
a water bill that would have alerted me.

At that time, the water meter wasn't being

read every month because the Sewerage and
Water Board didn't have enough staff. | told
the repairman that | would deduct the extra
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cost of the water from his bill and mail him
the difference. It was October before | finally
got a water bill and was able to do so.

Stupid mistakes abound. Remember my
rear-ended VW? It took the collision center
three months to fix the body damage. At the
end of September, | learned that the body
work was finished but the car wouldn't start.
The collision center finally called the only
VW dealer left in the metropolitan area.
The dealer said that it would be a month
before they could even look at the car
because of their backlog of work and
shortage of staff. So | asked around and
found a mechanic who fixes foreign cars and
had the car towed there. He found that the
car had numerous electrical shorts, caused
when the body shop man welded parts
together without disconnecting the
computers. Katrina brain. As | write this in
January, my VW has been in the shop for
six months, and | have consulted one of
the clinic attorneys about what to do next.

Normalcy Lost

The biggest change for me has been the loss
of the familiar. Not only in the way things
look and the way things work, but I mostly
feel the loss with the people. Family, friends,
and co-workers are gone, scattered around
the country. It all happened so fast. On
Friday afternoon we left work and said, “See
you next week.” When it became apparent
on Saturday that the hurricane was now a
category five aimed right at New Orleans, we

shut down the library and put up a sign that
wed be closed until the following Wednesday.
We didn't reopen for three months.

Some people came back; some you never
saw again. Familiar faces are gone. Some
people you knew their names, some you just
saw every day and took for granted that
you'd see again. The woman you waved good
morning to as you both walked your dogs,
the fruit and vegetable men who sold out of
their trucks on the street corners, the people
you saw at the gym each day, the cashier at
the university cafeteria who always greeted
people with, “Hi baby, how you doing
today?” What happened to all those people?

Ordinarily change comes slowly to New
Orleans. It’s an old city with a long history.
Many houses and neighborhoods are listed
on the National Registry of Historic Places.
People work to preserve the past. Now the
city struggles to save what it can from the
past while rebuilding where it must to
survive. | believe that New Orleans will
come back and that it can become a great
city again. But | know that it will take a long
time and it will be different from the city
I knew, and that’s a hard reality to accept.

Resilience and Laughter

The people here are very resilient. They've
kept their sense of humor, too. For example,
there aren’t enough city workers to fix
potholes, so in one mostly-deserted
neighborhood someone decorated the huge

pothole on the corner with pink flamingos
and greenery and labeled it a “Bird Refuge
and Wetlands Reclamation Project.”

At Mardi Gras people dressed as blue
roofs, moldy refrigerators, and broken
levees. When the Broadmoor neighborhood
had a fair for returning residents, a brave
FEMA worker agreed to sit on a platform
for charity and let residents throw balls to
dunk him in the water. Thank goodness
people are still able to laugh.

The city is struggling but eager for
company. More than 700 restaurants have
now reopened and need the business. The
locals are doing their part but we can only
eat so much. Please come to visit.

You'll have a good time, and you'll do your
part to bring back a great city. While you're
here, be sure to eat at the local restaurants and
shop at the local stores. As my daughter-in-law
says, “Support the home team.”

Spend time in the French Quarter, then
head uptown if you can. Shop the antique
stores on Magazine Street, buy jewelry from
Mignon Faget, books from Maple Street
Book Shop, and candy from the Blue Frog.
Stop for coffee at PJ's or CC’s. Have fun
and help the local economy.

Please come to New Orleans and help
support the home team.

Elizabeth L. Moore (emoore@loyno.edu)
is deputy law library director at Loyola
University College of Law Library in New
Orleans.
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