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'AMID THE WRECKACE

by Brenda Shoss, 11/15/05
“We have her,” rescuer Jane Garrison says.

Three simple words. But for a woman, 84, in a
Baton Rouge intensive care unit, they are reason to
live. Her cat is alive, seven weeks after the storm.

As Hurricane Katrina headlines vanish from daily
news, a little dog named Bubbles is found in a
bathtub too weak to lift her head. A skin-and-bones
Doberman mix is plucked from the trash. Some
burrow under homes or linger in familiar yards.
They are stealth shadows, glimpsed after dark.
Many companion animals still fend for themselves
in the aftermath of Hurricanes Katrina and Rita.

On October 1, 2005 the Humane Society of the U.S.
(HSUS) left the state-designated shelter in
Gonzales, LA. Garrison, a volunteer manager for
HSUS rescue operations, co-founded Animal
Rescue New Orleans (ARNO), one of few recovery
missions left in New Orleans.

“Many animals are people's companions who
escaped their homes when doors and windows
blew open. It would be unethical to let them die on
the streets,” says Garrison, who struggles to recruit
enough volunteers to dispense food/water at near-
ly 3,000 locations in and around New Orleans.

My own commitment to these animals began
shortly after Katrina hit. That’s when | found my 4-
year-old son, a Cartoon Network junkie, glued to
CNN Headline News. “Mommy, | want to see if
the people get out of their broken houses.”

| wept for people adrift on tree branches and float-
ing down streets. But in the same instant, | knew
who would be overlooked: Outgoing boys with flop-
py paws. A spoiled princess who slept on their
beds. A soft tabby who nestled in their laps.

In early September Kinship Circle, a nonprofit ani-
mal advocacy organization, formed an alliance with
Animal Rescue Foundation (ARF), a no-kill shelter
in Mobile, Alabama. Under the banner Grassroots

Effort for Animals of the Storm, ARF’s Julia
Fischer and | mobilized volunteers and supplies
to over 80 shelters and triage sites across
Louisiana, Mississippi, Alabama and Texas.

Truckloads of cages, live traps, hay and horse
feed left our storehouse in Mobile. By mid-
October, we’d distributed over 20,000 pounds of
animal food, 1,000 pounds of Kitty litter, 500
crates, $5,000 worth of vaccines, $10,000 in vet-
erinary supplies, 10 pallets of water, and more
than 5,000 bowls, leashes, collars, and toys.

About the time my son thought Mommy had
mutated with her computer and phone, evacuee
Brenda Johnson called. She begged me to find her
dog, a Yorkshire terrier, 11, trapped in an apart-
ment on Roger Drive in New Orleans East. “Can
you save our Spike? He’s big, probably 15 pounds.

We thought we’d be back in a couple of days...

As Brenda spoke | overhead children, an aunt, a
niece and a brother crowded into one hotel room.
| also heard the despair in her voice.

| filed reports and perused lost pet photos. | granted
rescuers permission to break into Brenda’s apart-
ment. But with each passing day | wondered, “Will
the heat, starvation, or water finally take him?”

Spike’s uncertain fate haunted me. His salvation,
along with tens of thousands of stranded companion
animals seemed contingent on little more than
chance. Eleven days post-Katrina, rescuer Paul Berry
of Best Friends in Kanab, Utah, wrote: “You hear fluff
pieces on TV about people reunited with their pets.
But [from the boats] you see this vast, endless waste-
land of toxic water... and animals clinging to life.”



