
Dear friends and family, 
 
My trip to New Orleans has come and gone and what an experience it was!  God provided above 
and beyond financially and more than took care of us while we were there.  Nobody was hurt, 
praise God, and we were able to shed the light of Jesus during a trying period in people’s lives. 
 
New Orleans was flooded during Hurricane Katrina, when the levees holding back Lake 
Pontchartrain burst.  Being under sea level, the city was quickly flooded up to twenty feet of 
water!  Because of this, many homes have mold growing in them and people are not allowed to 
live in them.  It is heart-breaking to see block after block after block of empty homes; entire 
neighborhoods turned into ghost towns.  Our job was to work in these homes and perform one of 
three tasks: a mud-out, a gut-out or mold remediation.  The entire team, forty five people made 
up of four different churches, worked mainly on the first two tasks. 
 

A mud-out consists of taking everything that is inside a home 
and piling it outside the home.  Usually three piles are formed: 
one for chemicals, a second for appliances and a third for 
everything else.  These piles are made on the street and the 
City removes them.  It is an awful feeling to throw away 
people’s pictures, toys and personal items.  One such item was 
a torn and tattered American flag.  I could not bear to throw it 
away, so I planted it atop one of the piles. 
 

 
The next phase is the gut-out phase where you would 
tear down the drywall, pull down the ceilings, remove 
insulate and all nails, so that the only thing remaining 
in the house, essentially, is the framework.  This is 
where the cockroaches usually scare the heck out of 
you. Actually, they run rampant in all phases. 

 
We focused on these two main tasks on three houses.  The first house is the one in the pictures 
above, a plantation style house about twenty miles outside of New Orleans.  This three-story 
house was donated by the owner to a church and will be converted into a spiritual retreat center.  
What a blessing to be a part of this! 
 

The other homes that we worked on happened to be in the 9th Ward, 
which was the heaviest hit section of New Orleans.  Driving through 
this area was a heart-breaking experience that I can’t begin to explain.  
The van was completely silent as we drove through and took in the 
scene before us.  My eyes welled with tears and I couldn’t bear the 
thought of taking any pictures.  My heart will forever be attached to 
New Orleans because of this moment.  We performed mud-outs at two 

locations in the 9th Ward and had a chance to meet one of the nearby residents.  His name is 
Ralph and he is an alligator hunter by trade.  Ralph was very nice and even brought us some 
alligator meat to eat! 



During my weeklong stay in New Orleans, I had a chance to meet 
other people in the community.  Since we didn’t get to work directly 
with the families of the homes we worked in, I took the opportunity 
to talk to random people that I met in the city.  One of these people 
is Claude Eugene Williams.  During a visit to the French Quarter my 
team and I were eating at the famous Café Du Monde, and I felt God 
pulling on my heart to speak with him.  Claude lost everything after 

Hurricane Katrina and it was sad to hear his story.  Once again, like everybody else that I met, he 
was truly grateful for the volunteers in the city.  The strength of the people in New Orleans is 
unbelievable.  As heartbreaking as it is to see the damage done to their city, it is that amazing to 
witness their resolve. 
 
For church service on Thursday night, the entire team traveled to St. Luke’s Church in the 9th 
Ward.  After worship, Pastor Joel asked us to participate in an activity: see who could hold their 
breath the longest.  I was determined to win, but about 10-20 seconds in, he asked everybody to 
stop.  He said that if we could have held our breath for nineteen more days, we wouldn’t have 
drowned in this building during Hurricane Katrina.  For nineteen days, St. Luke’s Church was 
under 11 feet of water after the levees broke.  Sitting in my seat and looking up at the 11 foot 
water mark was a truly powerful moment. 
 
Our daily schedule called for chapel every morning at 7:30am (I would wake up at 4am Pacific 
time!) and every evening at 7pm.  Looking back on the trip, it was such a joy to be a part of a 
church service every single day!  I felt so fulfilled during this trip because I was truly meeting my 
purpose: I was serving God every day, I was worshipping God every day and I was 
fellowshipping every day!  What a blessing!  Can you imagine being in church every day instead 
of once a week?  How different would your life be?  I truly had a small glimpse of what life in 
heaven will be like. 
 
This is a snapshot of what my week in New Orleans looked like.  Despite all the work that the 
team did, there is still a lot of work to be done in the city; most people guess it will be another 
ten years before it is back to where it once was.  I highly encourage you to take a week out of 
your life and volunteer in New Orleans.  It’s what we’re called to do as Christians and your duty 
as an American. 
 
Thank you for your support.  If you have any questions, please feel free to contact me. 
 
 
 
Bob Basi 


