
Habitat for Humanity - Trip to D’Iberville, Ms. 
 
First work day. 
 
Roger’s  blog- 
 
It is amazing to me that after a little over two years since Hurricane Katrina devastated 
this area, there are still people living in trailers. The situation has worsened down here 
from a financial perspective for the smaller percentage still living in FEMA trailers. 
Those who still have not been able to rebuild, yet are still paying on their mortgage, 
now must remove the slabs remaining on their lots. An additional expense for the 
largely retired, elderly population that lives in the area. For those families affected, the 
family violence and divorce rate has increased. As an irony, we are staying in a 
Presbyterian affiliated camp. They believe in pre-planned lives and speak, at our 
devotionals, about how God had planned from before our birth that we would be serving 
here, now. The corollary is that all of this means God planned for all of those being 
displaced, and tortured by this devastating natural event.  I do not subscribe to this, but 
am enjoying meeting all of our fellow workers and John and Lilly Ann the people’s 
home where we finished repairing an outside wall. That reinforces my belief that we are 
the conduit for God’s loving and healing spirit. By the way, John is a retired welder and 
Lilly has heart problems. Both were very grateful to have their home much closer to 
finished. John will be doing the final work on his own home. On a humorous note, Liz 
was our cutter and sawed using a saw that broadcast sawdust everywhere. She was 
covered, and even after multiple hair washing still has sawdust in her hair. George 
managed to saw the saw’s electrical cord in half – which is how Liz inherited sawing 
duties. And Link, unsupervised, squirted caulk all over his face AND in George’s 
toolbox. Yes, we are the Keystone Carpenters. But, they told us at our briefing we didn’t 
need to be prefect so we weren’t!   
 
George and Link send thanks for all of the prayers and financial support for this trip 
from the Emmanuel community. In case you haven’t heard, Men’s Breakfast sponsored 
a US Navy Seabee to come down here and help us. We’re proud you did that. 
 
Liz now: Well, it sure was a busy day. Holly and I are experts at measuring and cutting. 
The guys do the nailing and caulking. At the end of the day we went over and helped 
another team finish up moving a few windows in a house. The all need to be raised so 
we’ll try to finish the rest of them tomorrow.  Oh, Rog didn’t tell you that our team 
leader, George, was complaining that the rest of us take too many pounds on one nail so 
he showed us how to smash our thumbs but we just couldn’t seem to do that the way he 
did. Tonight there was a Tent City Olympics and one of the contests was pounding in 
nails. The people had to pound 3 large nails into a 2x4. Well, one contestant was a 
Marine. He took exactly THREE pounds for all three nails. That’s right, one pound per 
nail! He won. One shot, one kill. Another note, yesterday in the Atlanta airport we had a 



great rendezvous. Rog, Link, Mike and I flew in about 11:30am. An hour later Link 
went to Holly’s gate to get her; she flew in from Denver. Then, Mike went to get his son 
Mark who flew in from New York City. We all tied up a table in a restaurant for a 
couple hours as we ate in shifts. Eventually, we filtered out to our respective flights to 
Gulfport where we met up again for a ride here to D’Iberville.  
 
Mike wants everyone to know that his team (that includes his son and Joanne Elrod) 
spent the day taping and mudding 14ft tall walls in a garage. Up on scaffolding all day. 
Seems the garage is at ground level and the house had to be raised per new codes in the 
flood plan. Otherwise, they can’t rebuild in that area. Joanne is really happy being a 
gofer down at ground level. Everyone here finds his or her place quickly. And 
gofers/holders/errand runners are golden! Holly now knows how to use power tools 
she’s never looked at before. 
 
Tonight we are sitting here telling stories while George does his nightly Sudoku puzzle. 
Some habits die hard. There’s a nice breeze blowing and other people are playing 
games. Tomorrow, Holly, Link, Rog and I are going out to dinner with Brenda and Bob 
Montgomery. They were our hosts in Ocean Springs on our first mission trip. It will be 
good to talk to them and here how things really are and what progress has been made. 
Then, on Thurs., our whole Va Beach group is going out together for dinner. Some 
place they tell us everybody goes to. Looking forward to it. 
 
That’s it for tonight. We are pooped. Didn’t get much sleep the night before our flight. 
Plus, we just had to make a late night trip to Wal-Mart last night for all those things we 
didn’t bring. We wouldn’t be supporting the economy if we didn’t go there. We have 
noticed that there are still stores that haven’t reopened. That’s sad. 
 
 
 
Days Two and Three 
 
Roger’s input 
 
The work has been moderately difficult yet enjoyable. We finished installing windows, 
cut away rotted exterior boards, ran electrical wires, removed an old door and window, 
covered their openings, framed out and installed new window openings, then started 
preparations for putting the siding on the outside of the home. That was our work.  My 
reflection for today is upon how we are in the process of resurrecting – breathing new 
life – into a small 50-year-old home. A ship fitter and general laborer and his loving 
wife originally owned it. They raised eight children in this 1200 square foot, three-
bedroom one bathroom home. The children have all grown up and moved on with their 
lives. The mother and finally the father died. The home was the flooded with eight to 
eleven feet of water during Hurricane Katrina, and, as a consequence had to be gutted. 



In a sense the home died. In the grand scheme of things this small home is 
inconsequential and could easily have fallen victim to the bulldozer. Lynda Thrash, one 
of the owner’s daughters, really did not want to see the family home be sold, or get 
razed. To her this home was important, so she pressed to have it refurbished even 
though she could not afford it. Then our small crew of eight, all volunteers, felt the Holy 
Spirit move us, so we traveled to the home, and steadily have rebuilt it. It is costing her 
little, and we are reaping blessing upon blessing. Lynda brought her daughter, son-in-
law and infant grand daughter to admire our handy work. That was a very moving time.  
 
AND then, as if we are a beacon of hope (word gets around the area where work like 
this happens) others showed up to see what we were doing including the young couple 
three trailers down from where we are working. They are having a hard time making 
ends meet. The woman was willing to do general clean up to earn a few dollars. We had 
no work, but Holly and Linc (they were the only ones with cash at the time) gave her a 
few dollars. Supposedly they will be back tomorrow to give us a hand. That may or may 
not happen, but for me the giving was enough. Some may think we have naively fallen 
victim to con-artists. I pray a good seed has been planted.  
 
Georgie and Mikie say Hi. 
 
Liz is tutoring math to a young sailor who is here helping us. He has a calculus exam 
when he returns and needed a little help with the class. She will send some tomorrow. 
 
Here are two pictures of our motley crew.  
 

 



 


