My 7 days in Hell with Angels

Report on 1ST New Orleans animal rescue trip

Sponsored by: Buddy Fund & Companion Animal Network

Date: Oct 1, 2005

I write this at the end of the first day, literally baking in my tent at midnight. I had intended to write each day’s experiences but that was impossible after the first night. A bed of rocks, lack of sleep, food, and the unbearable 100 degree heat and 100 degree humidity even at night saw to that. 
We left NYC at 9 PM Sept 11, 2005 with three cars and six people and a motor boat and arrived in the New Orleans region at 6 AM sharp on September 16, 2005, just in time for the morning update from the Humane Society of the United States. I had driven 20 continuous hours, napped for three hours, and then driven 15 more continuous hours, all with no air conditioning in 90 plus heat and humidity. Hurricane Katrina had brought over 500 animal professionals and caring people from all over the country together to a place which, for animals and their friends, is the closest the Earth has ever come to being the address of Hell. 

The state health official laid out the new Hazmat rules for those of us who had experience in animal control. We would be allowed to go into New Orleans to get pet animals roaming the streets and locked in houses but we had to sign wavers of liability. We were advised that the water was now so toxic that it had caused the death of two volunteers and two search and rescue dogs, worth $80,000. The water, we were told, cannot be allowed to come in contact with the skin as it enters through our pores. As of today, the twelfth day after the greatest natural disaster ever to hit the United States, only pre-credentialed individuals would be allowed into New Orleans past the national guard checkpoints. 

They collected the drivers licenses of those of us who, regardless of the possibility of serious injury, volunteered to go into New Orleans to pick up dogs and cats, the only remaining residents of this once touristic and historic mecca. They said the Mayor would issue credentials by 7 PM to us. 

The heat was at least 100 degrees. There were already at least 2000 dogs and 200 horses collected at the Lamar Dixon Expo Center, a 1000 acre sprawling facility in Gonzalez, LA, some 50 miles outside of New Orleans. Many dogs were dead or dying in their cages before enough volunteers from all around the country started to pour in. Today, Sept 16, 2005, the day I arrived with my group of five New Yorkers, was only the second day in which dogs were not dying in cages due to dehydration and other causes. The heat was so stifling that we had to carry water in one hand at all times and sip every minute or two until nightfall, when the sun did its dirty work on other regions of the country.

 I had trailered the boat in hopes of reaching dogs and cats stranded on roof tops, trees, and pieces of furniture floating in Hell’s waters. A group from Seattle, WA, Posada Safe Haven, which was already doing boat rescues, wanted my boat, but they were operating from the Louisiana Bayou, which was 1 ½ hours away. While I waited to hook up with them I began walking the dogs and cleaning their cages. It was miraculous to see thousands of normally rambunctious dogs, as if they had all suddenly turned into absolute angels, wagging their tails, with a desperate look in their eyes trying to communicate “I have to go to the bathroom, I need water, where is my family?, who are you?” Not having slept a wink and having driven 35 of the previous 38 hours, I was somehow able to overcome my own plight and instead answer the angels’ prayers. I walked and cleaned them for two hours, until the heat forced me to take a break. Fortunately I had brought a generator and an air conditioner and by placing my head in front of the air conditioner I was able to sleep for a half hour in my tent. 

The motor homes kept arriving, hundreds of them, and by nightfall the facility was closed to newly arriving volunteers. Finally, Posado’s people and I hooked up and I drove my boat into the Bayou. But I had to return at nightfall, and for anyone who has not ever been in the Louisiana Bayou, I can safely say that it is one of the darkest, dangerous places on Earth. Naturally I got lost on the return trip after dropping off my boat. After having heart attacks for an hour I finally found my way out of the Bayou. 

Tomorrow morning I am going to go into New Orleans and save the lives of angels. After all, it takes one to save one. In my 52 years on Earth, it had never dawned on my college educated mind that angels reside in Hell as well as Heaven.

I lasted one week in New Orleans, when most everyone else, including the five who I brought with me lasted 1-3 days. I now knew what it was like to go to war. I was more frightened than I had ever been in my life, but I was more proud of myself than at any time in my life. This was a life changing experience for almost everyone who was there during or right after the disaster. Although I am now at home and back to my usual comforts, I realize that I did not really leave New Orleans. I, like thousands of others who experienced this horror, am finding it impossible to leave. To the contrary, similar to how war veterans who enlist for a second and third tour of duty to go fight yet once again when they know they got away lucky, I am feeling compelled to return to another Hell on Earth to save more Angels.
Budget:

Supplies 

$500

Supplies donated 
$500

Gasoline & Tolls
$800

Food, Misc

$200

TOTAL 

$2000

BUDDY FUND 
$1000

C.A.N 


$1000

