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Sunday

Hello Cincinnati!

We all arrived safely in New Orleans by 7pm on Saturday evening. The drive was uneventful, but it seems we brought the cold with us.  It was snowing in Alabama and Mississippi!  And on Sunday morning the temperature was right around freezing.

The His Hands 2 Go volunteer housing is, well, sufficient.  We all share a room full of bunk beds.  Men’s' and Women’s' dorms are divided by curtains.  There are only two bathrooms/showers.  But even though its' crowded, we are getting along fine.  We've affectionately named our new home "The Bed and Breakfast."

Sunday morning we braced ourselves for the cold and set out to mass at St. Maria Goretti, which is less than a mile away from our Bed and Breakfast.

Oops, gotta go, supper's ready!  Mmm, Jambalaya!

I'll write more later.  I'd also like to post some photos, but I'm having some technical difficulties.

Monday

Sunday we went to mass at St Maria Goretti, where we met many parishioners and listened to their tales about the hurricane and rebuilding. We met Fr. Rob who stayed in the church during the storm. We also saw the Monsignor, who, although he has lost his hair, is feeling well after completing his chemotherapy treatments. Finally, we met Sr. Lou, who - much to our delight - has offered to take us to some Mardi Gras parades on Friday!

After mass, we went to St. Luke Assembly of God Church and enjoyed lunch with our hosts from His Hands 2 Go.  Next, our group split up. Some went to tour the 9th Ward, some went to repair a roof, some went to watch the football games, and some went to the French Quarter.

For anyone who is worried about safety in New Orleans, I have a story you won't believe. My mom, Pat Frey, MaryAnn Wurtzler, and I went to Pat O'brien's, the bar famous for mixing hurricanes.  After a round of drinks and listening to some great piano players, we went to another restaurant for dinner. When the waiter brought our bill I pulled out my purse to pay and my wallet was gone!  I didn't know if I had been pick-pocketed or if I had foolishly left it somewhere.  My mind began reeling, thinking about lost cash, lost credit cards, lost drivers license.  We looked all around the table, on the floor, and in the restroom. No wallet. Prayers were said to St. Anthony, St. Jude, and St. Herminageld (ask Pat about that one).  With sunken spirits, we went back to Pat O'brien's on the very slim slim chance that we'd find it there. I checked at the table we had sat at, but no wallet. Then I asked at the bar. Believe it or not, they had it! 
Someone had found it and turned it in! Nothing was missing! I am so grateful to the kind stranger who turned it in and the honest employees who held it for me!

-Jeanne Schaefer

“The roof repair crew left the building at 8 AM on Sunday - a mixture of Minnesota, Texas, Pennsylvania and Cincinnati volunteers. They worked all day and on the way back to the B&B we saw some floats returning from a parade.”
-Lee Stultz

“The other people staying here have been very helpful and seem very spiritual.”
-Dianne Schaefer

Tuesday

“His spirit is here, moving, inspiring each of us. The work is physically hard, but very rewarding. We've met many other volunteers here-from Michigan, Indiana, and Pennsylvania. And we've met some of the residents. Each volunteer and resident has a story to tell. We're happy to be here to help.”
-Pat Frey

“Today was our second full day of work. So far, we've worked on repairing roofs, mudding drywall, interior painting, and replacing a sub-floor.  Joe and Joey Meyer have been invaluable, because they really know what they are doing and can teach the rest of us. On the other hand, Joe snores the loudest of anyone, so we're thinking about voting him off the island. Tomorrow Pat Frey flies back to Cincinnati. She will be missed-especially because she’s the best at teasing Joe.”
-Jeanne Schaefer

“What a clean up crew. Joe Meyer can swing that mop! The Maag girls cleaned the kitchen and the dishes. -- And the splinter came out!”
-Anita Bidleman

Note: Sharon Montgomery got a giant splinter on Monday while sanding a hardwood floor. After surgery with needles and tweezers, a laying on of hands, and hours of soaking, she got the splinter out on Tuesday. The splinter was so big it still had a sixteen-penny nail inside!

Wednesday

“Today, Fran, Anita, Rosemary, MaryAnn, Barbara (Larry & Evelyn's daughter), Dianne (my mom), and I gutted a bedroom in George and Betty Etien's house. George and Betty are parishioners at St Maria Goretti. They have a two-story house and the first floor flooded after the hurricane, so they moved all their stuff upstairs. But then, the roof started leaking so all the stuff they saved from the first floor got ruined on the second floor. Joe Meyer was able to fix the roof Monday. So today we emptied everything out of the room and gutted the drywall, insulation, and carpet. There had been stacks of magazines under the leakiest part of the roof. My Lord, you have not smelled terrible until you've smelled a stack of magazines that have been soaking in water for two and a half years. Whoa Nellie!”
-Jeanne Schaefer

“Jeannie is FIERCE with a crowbar.”
-Dianne Schaefer
Friday

Today was our last day of work in New Orleans. We are exhausted! But this has been a fantastic trip and we have met wonderful people. It will be hard to leave. On the bright side, it'll be great to have our own private restrooms again. There have been lots of comments that we can't wait to get back home and get back to work so we can get some rest.

This evening Sr. Lou took some of us to a Mardi Gras parade. It was cold and raining but fun and unforgettable. We caught lots of beads that we can regift and toss out to all who attend our St Vivian Mardi Gras party on February 2 (in Ursuline Hall following the 4:30 mass - all are invited to celebrate New Orleans and view pictures from our

trip.)
Sunday

After an amazing trip, we are all safely home.  Thank you so much for all your prayers.  And thank you especially to the Quicklets staff for forwarding the New Orleans Updates to all of you.  It was inspiring to know that, although we were far away, we were still united with our family, neighbors, and fellow parishioners via Quicklets.

Final thoughts: While we were working in New Orleans, I heard people in our group say again and again, "I knew Katrina was bad, but I had no idea of the vastness of the devastation."  That vastness is overwhelming.  It makes us realize that the five days of work we contributed is really just a drop in the bucket to the decades of work that it will take to rebuild New Orleans and much of the Gulf Coast.  In light of that overwhelming feeling, the following reflection was shared on Friday morning, when we gathered for prayer for the last time:

It helps now and then to step back and take a long view. The Kingdom is not only beyond our efforts, it is beyond our vision. We accomplish in our lifetime only a fraction of the magnificent enterprise that is God's work. Nothing we do is complete, which is another way of saying that the kingdom always lies beyond us. No statement says all that could be said. No prayer fully expresses our faith. No confession brings perfection. No pastoral visit brings wholeness. No program accomplishes the Church's mission. No set of goals and objectives includes everything. This is what we are about: 

We plant the seeds that one day will grow. We water the seeds already planted knowing that they hold future promise. We lay foundations that will need further development. We provide yeast that produces effects far beyond our capabilities. We cannot do everything, and there is a sense of liberation in realizing this.
This enables us to do something, and to do it very well. It may be incomplete, but it is a beginning, a step along the way, an opportunity for the Lord's grace to enter and do the rest.

We may never see the end results, but that is the difference between the master builder and the worker. We are workers, not master builders; ministers, not messiahs. We are prophets of a future not our own.
- Archbishop Oscar Romero (martyred on March 24th 1980)

With peace and gratitude,

Jeanne Schaefer

