Friday, September 23, 2005PRIVATE 

Finally, first leg done, I(m in Romulus still in disbelief that I fly tomorrow to SA and work with the evacuees. I(m very nervous, yet excited, wondering what this venture will hold for me?  Probably a good idea to go first time for only a week, wish, though it could be longer!  Miss my family already, they are supportive of my whims(more good news, got message from Barb Dorrington that her trip (sadly) and tragically for those there, has been cancelled, the camp in Convington has had to shut down and evacuate.  Lucky for SA and I, she rebooked for there, and I will call her after 9 tonight to arrange to pick her up (can(t believe my luck ( I did want to go alone, but in the end, I(m glad to have a friend join me, it(ll be good to process with someone who is living the same experience!  Feeling guilty about my excitement, proud, I know Michel will be happy that Barb is joining me!  I(m devouring CNN and other news for updates, could just cry for the devastation, CNN probably does more to traumatize and cultivate a culture of fear than the actual situation!! 

Saturday September 24, 2005

Up early, wondering where Rita hit, when I fell asleep she was headed more for south Texas and Louisiana again, can(t believe it! Sure enough, she missed Galveston and Houston head on, hit at smaller border cities, badly, oh no, I(m a hurricane junkie!!Got to airport, flight good, small 10 minute detour due to Rita(s winds, got car and drove to hotel(not so sure, hmmmm,  ripped furniture, dirty, but there is air, it(s over 100 degrees today!  Got my map out, headed over the BCFS operation centre, I have called twice to let them know I(m arriving, here I hand in my registration, no one seems to know what I should do, tell me to go back to hotel and the psychologist will call.  I gently remind them I have only a week, and am eager to help with whatever they have if the counseling can(t go forward till Monday.  He assures me I will get a call soon, so I return on the freeway back to the hotel, disappointed and anxious, around 6:30.  Pick up some groceries after driving miles around and around, the good thing is that I always know where I am, even if it(s not the right place!!  Decided to call the psychologist, Barb had given me his cell number, I left a message that I was here, apparently no one told him I was coming, so no plans were laid out.  Spent the evening killing 1( crickets flying around room with my sandals. (Barb was much kinder, she caught them in towels and blew them outside!)  In the morning I will gratefully spend donation money from Ashley Oaks donors, fill up a buggy with art supplies, and hope for a phone call.  Called home, all(s good.

Sunday September 25, 2005

Barb called around 9 this morning, got her flight number and time, I(ll pick her up, if Richard (psych at BCFS) calls, I(ll let him know those plans, and he can schedule us in shelters for afternoon and evening.  Went out to Target to get supplies, got photocopies of Mandalas and lots of paper.  Getting used to the freeways, I think, genial really, but I(m still overshooting. Returned to hotel, no message, watching local news, think I might head down to the city shelter at Kelly, I(m going crazy doing nothing.  At the point I(m ready to leave, around noon, Richard calls, yes, finally! He is very friendly, like we(ve known each other for years, some of the slow talking Texas culture is evident here, and very nice, I(ll practice not being so hurried, he tells me I can go this aft to a shelter, one of the small church shelters, but to check in again at the operations centre and get a badge. He informs me that 25,000 more evacuees have landed, most are still very much in (survivor( mode.  I head out there, they put me in the data base, give me a badge, then decide to send me to Levi Strauss factory, large special needs shelter, along with newly arrived Rita evacuees, this is where the woman says they need more help. I(m happy to be going anywhere, now though, feeling a bit anxious about what it will be like, in a good way.  A place so large I(ve rarely seen, larger than a Costco building, proudly flash my badge to the security guard in the parking lot, proud to finally do something.  Many people, so many people, I arrive, check in, am asked right away to man the front desk, as someone needs to leave unexpectedly, am asked to try and get all the volunteers that are already in the shelter to actually sign up, and to get them badged.  I(m already saying (y(all(!  Seems unorganized in an organized kind of way, everyone there for the same purpose, lots of hand sanitizer, but no real check and balance for who comes in or who goes out.  We can tell evacuees by the wrist bracelets, clear for psychiatric patients, coloured for evacuees, and purple for the (wanderers(, can(t let them go to far out the door. Many evacuees out in the 104 degrees smoking, many in wheel chairs, some missing limbs (not from the hurricane), others clearly downtrodden, many mentally handicapped patients, rocking, crying, waiting and waiting for a bus to come to move them to a pre-destined place, I(m in awe, drinking in the sights and sounds. Volunteers abound, lots of different coloured t-shirts and pants marking them out, Oregon, Oklahoma, SA, police, firefighters, military, nurses, doctors, Red Cross, rescue, buses moving in and out, cots, distraught people! After about an hour, I(m replaced at my front post, I haul in my art supplies and look for a place to install myself. Doesn(t appear to be a lot of kids here, I move into what was set up as a (family room(, large large room with some tv(s and lots of tables. Kids do come out from the woodwork when they see the art supplies, I(m a bit bombarded, hard to direct the flow, so go with it, and simply encourage free choice drawings, or drawings they would like to tell stories about. It(s so hard to talk to any one of them alone, all of the kids are needing attention and someone to listen.  Two sibs from one family tell me that they are from Baytown, that their biggest worry is their dad(s grave ( he died three months ago on Father(s Day, hit by an 18-wheeler, they(re afraid the water will wash up his grave, breaks my heart.  Most drawings are scary themes, Halloween but in the scary sense, lots of blood, chaotic lines,  I lay out the mandalas that I brought, immediate attraction to these, especially the outline of a castle, even an adult, a quiet man seemingly in early 40(s asked to draw.  I started hanging the pictures on a bulletin board, and gave out large envelopes for the kids to decorate, in which they could keep their work(they were more anxious to hang it, however.  What an experience, kids pretty much backed away from any reference to the hurricane, some experienced no water, but lots of wind, others got out before anything hit at all, experienced an evacuation, for my family who lost their dad, and their fears lie in a grave.  After about 3 hours, kids tired out, adults looking at me suspiciously, I finish hanging pictures and call it a day, back to the hotel around 8 pm.  Tomorrow, I pick up Barb at the airport; am eager to work with someone, the need is there.  We(ll check in with Richard at his office then go from there.  I(m thinking it(s a good idea to implicate more adults if we can, they have a story to tell, and ultimately they have to take care of the kids!  It(s hard to know just how much (intervention( to get into ( I did get pictures of the art, the kids were happy to draw, the mandalas were soothing, glad I brought them.  I(m excited for tomorrow and the week to come, so much learning to do, I was sort of scared going in, my first experience with this sort of intervention on such a grand scale, but found comfort and confidence in the art and the kids.  Many of the evacuees I spoke with today seem to like it here, the medical needs are well taken care of and certainly all of their physical needs seem to be met, lots of healthy snack and food, water and juice, plenty of cots well spaced out in family groupings, clean crisp linens, lots of activity.  This first day of drawing, the kids chose safety, as would be expected, see what tomorrow brings.

Monday, September 26, 2005

SA is HOT, crickets in my room are bugging me, they tell me there is a wave of crickets due to the hurricanes, a problem in all of San Antonio, not just my cheap hotel, I(m suspicious and kindly ask for a room change, which they in kind facilitate, but it won(t be ready till after 3.  I pack my bags, leave them in the lobby and leave for airport, still driving once around where I need to go before I get there, hmm, check the gas tank!  We checked Barb into the hotel, and drove directly to BCFS to meet Richard and get direction.  Very welcoming and helpful, really gave us carte blanche to go where needed, he(ll get us a cell phone for communication, and informed us he has boxes of (Brave Bart( books sent by Bill Steele from the Trauma & Loss Centre, we(ll get them tomorrow.  We go back to Levi, I had promised the kids and this is important, then will go to Lackland church after, see Katrina people who have been there for 4 weeks now.  Walking into Levi like it(s home already, much more comfortable today, the kids and even some of the parents come up right away, eager to draw, to talk.  So many volunteers doing great work, so few counselors and people to listen, it(s clear these people need to talk, to have a (witness( as they say, to affirm and reinforce their survival.  Many of the psych patient/evacuees seem agitated, they want to leave, have limited understanding, but there are many resigned folk as well, people settling in best they can, calling it home.  Kids again drawn to the mandalas and the castles, today I left out only pencils, pencil crayons and fine tipped markers, left the big markers in bag, kids appeared to work better with the safe medium, not really a surprise.  I spoke today with Carina, Alexis and Chris whose major trauma was their dad(s death three months ago, being here is a distraction from their sadness and grief, going home would bring them sad memories.  They did not experience weather, but the long trip, in a caravan with their mom, an aunt and her family, an uncle and his family.  Very tight, loving family group. They stayed at the city shelter, Kelly Air Force Base, and had horrible experience, they(re happy here.  Met Jamie and his wife, with new baby, Jamie sat and drew free-hand from a colouring book, a puppy, quietly signed it, and left, not wanting at all to talk.  Met Lydia, her daughter Barbi, and Barbi(s sons Jesse and Jacob, Barbie talked and talked about the winds like wild animals, the house shaking, her and her mom and the boys all in one bedroom, they didn(t want to go upstairs, they(d seen on TV a roof blown off a house in Louisiana during the Katrina, Barbi did not want to risk that, she smelled the salt from the gulf and heard non-stopping noise, so much more she said that I no longer wish to remember, or can(t, except her strong belief that is was the Lord Jesus that saved them, and nothing she had done in particular, except maybe believe.  Lydia asked to take a few mandalas, I gave her a pack of coloured pencils.  This is sometimes overwhelming, in waves, it(s good to take a walk now and then and clear the head of one sad, frightening story in order to hear the next, and give undivided attention.  We had lots of kids today, all wanting an ear, both Barb and I deciding later that tomorrow we would try to work more 1-1 (same goal every day, some obstacles, not enough counselors)  I met Marie, the widowed mother of Carina, Chris, Aaron and Alexis.  Marie had used some of the markers we left and started decorating their white pillow cases, the kids did too, they were all so proud of these and happily let me take pictures.  In their own loss, they took in, on their own, another stranded evacuee, Chris (too), who had been visiting a friend and ended up being evacuated, he know no one anywhere, well they wrapped their family around him and were so generous and loving.  It turns out the he was the first person I gave art too, when I first arrived and was at the front entrance table monitoring volunteers, he sat by me, quietly, told me his name, said he was bored.  I asked a few questions, he was very hesitant to talk, I offered him markers and paper, which he gladly took, and left.  I hadn(t seen him since, I(m glad to know he found friends.  Also met David, Stephanie and their child, about 2 years old, David talked and talked, no weather, no water, the evacuation was very hard, 5 days on a bus with a pregnant wife, he lost it, he said, cause she wasn(t allowed to go to the bathroom.  Barb spoke with Stephanie (wife), I listened to David, a Desert Storm vet, previously married with two kids, held his child on his lap for five days on a bus, with scarce food and water, he has no plan, needs FEMA, cried quietly while he spoke, he said that he knows trauma, and that was the war, where he felt like (every day was Monday(, a grueling week ahead and no resources. A boy named Daniel spent about 2 hours meticulously colouring a beautiful mandala, not talking, not wanting to, absorbed in his art.  Overwhelming.

Moved on to Lackland church, very small shelter in church gym, many cots, few people. It was suppertime, no kids apparent, then we met Simeon, an 8 year, talking like a 2 year old, he drew, and said things for shock value, angry defiant behaviour, we hung in, two on one, and watched this guy move from 2 year old state to 8 years old, when I asked him to draw something good and fun, what he might look forward to, he chose a very scary thing, being killed by a monster, I think, anyway, that one picture, with questions like (I can(t see your face, can you draw it?( ( he drew himself under a table, with a smile (unconvincing smile), and said the person the monster killed was a fake  Simeon, when asked if anyone else was there, he drew in a friend, who would help him kill the monste(we watched as his drawing went from victim to survivor, and as he reclaimed himself, an 8 year old, vocabulary and behaviour changing before our eyes. An amazing 1 ( hours!  Exhausted, time for bed, called Michel, love my boys(
Tuesday, September 27

I(m writing this on Wednesday, so much to remember, so much to forget! We started the day needing to get photocopies of mandalas, they are going fast, also, need to meet Richard at his downtown office and pick up Brave Bart books and cell phone.  I need fabric markers for Marie(s pillow cases, that need to be (keepable( and (washable(, so much love and survival in there!  We decided to eat a good breakfast, left at 9, found our way (twice around) to the office, stopped in to get some printing. Barb informed them this was for the kids of the hurricanes; the manager offered a discount, very nice of him. We agreed to come back in an hour and pick up the copies as we had our meeting, and left him to his work. At the office, Richard gave us the books, a cell phone, and a tour of the facility. Much beautiful art work, by Shawn Bridges, great paintings, he offered to introduce us as she was a friend, this would be a thrill!  Off we go to Levi, this appears to be the best place, Richard informed us that most people at Lackland were now getting FEMA money, and each person got 2 weeks hotel paid, they were almost all out, maybe only 30 people sleeping there, but all eating there.  After our meeting, we go back and collect our photocopies, the manager very proudly tells us the price has changed, he has decided to this all at no cost, we were very touched, actually brought a tear to my eye, the amount was not huge, but the generosity was, and it was clear that he felt very very good about donating his service.  Very impressed! (Speedy Print) Back at Levi, I sought out Marie, told her how brave she was, she told me the story of her husband(s death, leaving Sat night with friends, driving home alone, being hit, going to hospital, tears, her son Aaron by her side listening, adding here and there.  She said they were very glad to be at Levi, the kids were playing, running, drawing, forgetting their sadness.  She was aware of their fears of their dad(s grave, she truly is a good person and a good mother, a strong survivor.  Larry, another adult seemingly alone, has got many people to sign his pillow, I give him fabric markers as well, he is happy.  Work with Nasha, who is extremely jealous of any other kids near me, when Barb takes a picture of me and Marian, well, Nasha is angry, we offer a picture with her and I, she refuses, but begins to draw a picture frame on her page, and she and I in that picture.  She is mean with the other child, I suggest she sit with us all, and we all get along, she writes (I hate you( on a paper, gives it to me, I tell her I still like her, she writes something like (I hate you( on another and gives it to the girl, then she writes (Kiss my butt(, not sure if it(s intended for I or Marian??  Her mom comes to get her, I say I(ll see her tomorrow.  We check in with Barbi, Lydia and boys, they for sure are not going back to Port Arthur.  Richard calls us, asks us to do a debriefing for one of his staff group of three, that will be fascinating, gives us background of they being burned out, angry at suspending normal programming, on call 24/7, wondering why they were told to do this,  we agree to Thursday morning for this.  Also asks us to check in with one of the evacuees, turns out she was taken to the hospital, totally broke down, won(t be back here.  Went to Lackland, not much action, couldn(t find Simeon, Barb went into bathroom, stumbled upon Terry, a young woman, putting cream on a stomach rash, baseball cap, no hair.  She motions for me to join her, we are both very tired, takes four ears to hear one story, brave Terry stayed with her grandparents, who refused to leave, 90 and 87 yrs old, they watched the water rise and rise, she was angry, on furniture on second floor and water stops rising barely before drowning them, and her worries of who she would save with only one life jacket and two non-swimmers.  She is in the middle of chemo, and awaiting a truck she(ll buy next week, her grandparents are in a hotel with fema money, she will have her turn tomorrow night.  She is calm, has all necessary papers in a file folder, unbelievable! 

Have a late supper, great Mexican, home by 10:30, sacked!

Wednesday, September 28

Barb and I meet at the pool around 9 a.m. (first time!!) to organize our debriefing for tomorrow, we know tonight we will be too unfocused and too tired.  We work for about an hour, with a cool swim in between, and then head off around 10:00.  My observations: People really do seem grateful, bus shuttle goes shopping every hour from shelter, free phones local and long distance in phone room, pole today are at the doors with metal detectors, checking all incoming and outgoing people, hair cuts on the floor, volunteers come in and do this, people wait their turn.  More from Beaumont area, devastated, describe sounds like wild animals, 10 jets taking off at once, fear of water, so many people here cannot swim!  Many could not leave when evacuated, no car, no gas, no money, nowhere to go, buses took those people out after the storm due to lack of power, chemical plants and no water, will be here probably 3 or 4 weeks at least. I saw CNN reporting on animals taken to Jackson prisons, prisoners taking care of animals, isn(t it all about competency, these people were so proud, the animals in such good care(many religious people, we hear (for the grace of God(, much humility, modesty, much power over to the Lord, most of these people in shelters are already marginalized, disenfranchised, very little anger on the surface, all in survivor mode, one day at a time, not time to fall apart, many old people, many evacuees now starting to volunteer and help out in the shelter, this is a good thing for them to feel some control over their lives.  I(m deciding it(s good to know my limits, to debrief with Barb, to eat and drink lots of water, we both need order and control, some sort of coping strategy, find humour!  The shelter coordinator, Claire, asked that we train people to be (listeners(, volunteers from the church, who will come Sat and Sun for this training, to work next week, exciting venture, I will be leaving Sat morning, but Barb will be good at it, we decide to work on a protocol together, tomorrow morning.  There(s a difference in the shelter today, more evacuees are being asked to contribute, to play football with kids, to take an active part in their life here, this is a good thing, helping people regain some control and not remain victims.  Spoke to Richard again about the debriefing, clarified that he wants an operation debriefing; Barb is patient with my lack of memory, supportive of my bad driving! I sit down with a circle of kids, and Barbi, and read Brave Bart, the kids follow in their new books, this really did more for Barbi than for the kids, or at least as much, as she nodded her head with every single thing Bart experienced, we give them all copies to keep. Barb debriefs a Red Cross worker, who is eager to talk, has been on the job over a month, we decide to take a break Friday night, maybe go see the River Walk that everyone talks about, Richard tells us his brother plays jazz there Fri night, he(ll give him a call, such a good man.  

As we leave, we meet a family, mom, dad, grandma in wheel chair and I think 6 kids hid in a closet in their home, the place they felt was safest.  They were from Orange, and arrived here just today, having left their destroyed house behind.  Mom said she had a journal, and invited us later to read this, they were going into the dining area to eat, we would find them tomorrow, she was eager to share. I also spoke with a young mother, as I wandered the shelter among the cots, who had three young children, she was desperately trying to keep them from running, I showed her the family room, told her the kids could run and play there.  She had just arrived and was in obvious shock, her eyes looked like they must have when she was whatever she saw happen, that deer in the headlights.  She was very quiet, and she did talk somewhat, for the life of me I can(t remember her story, I guess it was one too many for this old brain. I hope to check in with her tomorrow.  I stopped by the cot of a lonely older man, said hello, he clearly wanted no discussion, evident with his brief answer to where are you from, and no eye contact.  I asked if he needed anything, said no.  Saw another lonely person, with sunglasses, blind, with a woman.  I spoke to the woman, who also appeared to need quiet, as I left asking again if they needed anything, she asked me to fix the cane of the blind man, which had no rubber stopper on the end.  I gladly took this and taped it up best I could, at least there was some worn rubber on the tip, he was happy when I returned it to him.  Sometimes those are the best things to do at the time, they too had just arrived, and were a bit shell shocked.  Only two days left, we both organize and order our things at the hotel, no crickets in my new room, but I make sure my things are put away, then laugh at myself.  I find comfort in the fact that Barb is prone to the same way, funny thing- one thing for sure, human kindness is alive and well, at least here.

Thursday, September 29

Two days left, I(m tired, but excited about new ventures, the debriefing in a revitalized area of downtown, very Hispanic, we get there early, walk to a dollar store to get pens, which we constantly leave behind everywhere, buy two doo rags?? For Jean Luc my break-dancer and walk the streets admiring the hand painted murals, beautiful architecture and the peace and quiet of it all.  The debriefing goes well, spend time with the supervisor, Chris, then with three employees, learn so much!  Chris will put our pictures to a slide show and music, report back to her, then call Richard.  Just before the debriefing, we get a call that our evacuees are being yes, evacuated, we might call this Hurricane FEMA, we want to go and say our goodbye, but have our debriefing to do.  This is a fascinating process, where we ask predetermined questions in a very structured setting, to get the staff(s reactions to the evacuees and their own client group, to get their personal reactions, and to comment on their thoughts of their agency, and what they need. The Baptist church here runs many community programs, when they decided to respond to the hurricane crisis, they mandated all of their staff to shut down current programming for two weeks and they were all assigned shelter/disaster-relief work.  This amazes me, as not everyone is interested, able, capable of doing this kind of work, particularly in the special needs area.  Our group of three worked in an after school program trying to reach hard to reach kids and keep them off the streets, this was their definition of special needs.  Big surprise to walk into a shelter and see all of these very needy, handicapped physically and emotionally people, angry, dirty and smelly from days in water and buses. This staff was young, a pregnant woman, a theatre arts grad with 7 months experience and another young man.  They truly felt betrayed by their agency, were fearful of losing their jobs, felt a total loss of control of their lives.  They were all to varying extents traumatized by their experiences, seeing a psychotic break, a near rape, tired of long hours, but none so much as their supervisor (who we do not officially debrief operationally); she had spent the first few days with the evacuees, then went to Bilox in a medvac, she is a strong person feeling weak and guilty, wants to know if this is normal.  She is very angry at her agency for this decision, and is still having recurrent nightmares of what she saw.  She is told her reactions are normal for some who experience this, she really does need to see someone seriously before she completely cracks.  She is so dedicated to her team and program.  This too, is a tough job to do objectively, reporting facts and observations to the patron, who asks for this in order to know how to intervene and take care.   We race back to the shelter by about 2:00, most people are gone, and we realize their pets have been kept in a separate room that we knew nothing about. I give my left over Bart books to a lady and she agrees to pass them around at the Vet hospital in Waco, they are all going.  Sad and shocked, we vacillate about taking or leaving our Survivor Wall pictures, we talk to other volunteers, some who wanted a particular drawing, and happily give them, taking the rest.  I think many of the workers are as distraught, probably more distraught than the evacuees, they are not used to this shuffle, and they did such good work here.  I did get Marie(s address, luckily, and will send her the photos we took of their family, once they get back.  These pictures seemed very important to everyone, they exist, next time I would bring a Polaroid!  We leave, decide to have lunch, it(s 4:00, and Richard calls back, we give him a verbal report on the phone of the debriefing, he is not happy, although this is what he expected as he had informed us of what he anticipated they would say.  He really knew, know it(s confirmed.  What is hard I think is that he too is feeling some of the same things, no one expected it to last this long, Rita was an unwelcome prolonging of the pain; he invites us to the office tomorrow morning for a formal reporting, and then invites us to lunch to say thanks, how nice, we(ll get lunch before 4 tomorrow!!  We eat our late lunch today, and decide not to go back to Lackland tonight, we will do River Walk tonight, meet Richard tomorrow, have to also take my car back and Barb will get a car, lots of administrivia stuff, check flights etc. In my room, I go over my debriefing notes and work on the report we deliver tomorrow.  Barb does the same.  My journal notes are shorter and shorter, the stories are bigger and bigger, we debrief a lot, compare notes, interesting how every time anyone draws something (serious(, they automatically take a pencil instead of the pretty colours, that structure is so important.  I meet Barb in her room, we collectively do our final report, then drive downtown and experience the beautiful River Walk, such a contrast to our day life, cafes along the river with cobblestone walks, some shops, good music, leave there after eating, around 9:30 and get scammed by a (tourist guide( who shows us back to the parking lot.  She really was very good, thought she could get a legitimate business going there!

Friday, September 30

We have a quick breakfast, Barb has been woken up two mornings in a row by the clock radio next door going off full blast and 5 a.m., I know this because her next door was my old cricket room, and my last morning there, it did the same to me, can(t shut it off, can(t turn it down, gotta unplug it.  I think the maid may have been upset that I complained the day before (crickets), hmmm, hotel is not very gracious with Barb, tell her the room had been rented and they can(t help what that person might have done.  Suspicious.  I am really tired, don(t think my ears can hear another story, sad that Levi is done, know there are few people at Lackland,  and feel that going to another shelter I don(t know for my last day will mostly be a day of saying hello and goodbye in one visit.  We meet Richard, discuss our observations at the debriefing, he apologizes for his reactions yesterday over the phone, he too is tired. He is also aware that his staff is a young staff, and is able to see that their perspective is their reality.  I think he too would just like it over with, and, as much as he is working 24/7, it is not front line shelter work, seeing, smelling and hearing the hundreds of people and their stories.  We meet some other staff at the centre, and away we go to lunch, the best Mexican ever, very generous.  Interesting discussions, possibilities about visiting Sri Lanka where this organization helped set up foster families, would have to be summer, of course, I(ve had a generous time off with pay already at work.  On the way back to the office, Barb sights a horrid car accident, a motorcycle flipping over an out of control car, bumping of each side of the highway like a bumper car, the motorcycle guy gets up and runs to the other side, I have no view, but see only the dust(.

We will keep in touch, left with some Katrina t-shirts.  We change cars, I realize they have charged too much, too tired to deal, leave it alone.  Barb takes me back to the hotel, so glad I am not driving!! She has energy, returns to Lackland for a visit, she has two more days left after today.  We do a quick jaunt to a shopping area where I can pick up a few thank-you gifts, eat a slice of pizza, crash around 10:30.  Flight and Robert Q (half price for volunteer work) were well. Great to be home, culture shock!!

Final Note:  This journal is based on a true story, some of the names and dates may be mixed up, relying on a bad memory and poor note keeping, if a discrepancy arises, trust Barb Dorrington(s notes, she was meticulous, had a computer, and was a more faithful journalist. I can(t thank her enough for sharing this with me, for teaching me, and for being patient with me (Barb, I really need to eat something soon(.() It(s been an enriching experience I(ll never forget, the best PD ever!  People say that volunteering is a selfless act, after this experience, I disagree, it is really a selfish act, the good feelings of making a small difference for just one person make it worth while, we should all try it in our own way!

