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we were giving to the community, or the projections on 
the Weather Channel, but because I could hear the fear in 
our own meteorologists’ voices. Professionals who have 
lived through hundreds of storms were shaking.

As Katrina hit land, the wind sounded like the ocean 
was in pain, and angry. In awe, we stepped out into 
our courtyard. I watched as the rain that was falling in 
sideways circles, ripped the roof off of our newsroom. I 
ran back inside, only to see a hole above my desk and rain 
pouring onto my computer. In a frantic rush we grabbed 
equipment, mainly weather computers, and raced to the 
other, “safer,” side of the building. Pieces of insulation 
began falling, and metal shards flew past, it felt like a 
combat zone with enemy fire coming from all directions.

The lights in our studio began pulsating, threatening to become hundred pound 
projectiles. We rushed to the cinder block section of the building which had been 
dubbed “hurricane proof” and set up makeshift operations, only to hear a crash above 
us. A piece of concrete had slammed through the roof and into the second floor. Water 
began seeping in the front and back doors. Then one of the transmitting towers, 
weighing hundreds of pounds, collapsed. It looked like a twist tie that had been hastily 
discarded just inches from where we were huddled. If the storm had been any stronger, 
or lasted even an hour more, I don’t know that we would have made it.

As scary as it was at the station, that wasn’t the part that frightened me most. As we 
were rushing out of our crumbling newsroom the phones were still ringing, with frantic 
viewers on the other end of the line. The sound of the phone crying made my heart ache. 
I had talked to dozens of people who were stranded, trapped, and scared just minutes 
before. I still wonder what happened to the woman who called sobbing, climbing to 
her attic with her baby. There was a man stuck in his house, trying to punch his way to 
the roof. One of my coworkers called as she jumped out her bedroom window, and her 
house was sucked into the murky waters. I can only imagine the horror of seeing a 30 
foot wave coming towards you and making what might be your last phone call.
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I came home from Iraq in March 2004, yet I’m still fighting a war, a war here at home. 
It’s a war of shadows, one that no one seems to really understand. A war of anger and 
anxiety, fought in the recesses of my mind. Just like in the two wars I fought in Iraq and 
Afghanistan, I don’t know who the enemy is. There, insurgents take potshots at you, 
then go back into hiding. Combating post-traumatic stress disorder, PTSD, is the same. 
Some days I feel as if I have the enemy on the run; other days it has me pinned down.

Hurricane Katrina struck the Gulf Coast of the United States in 
2005, causing many hundreds of deaths and much devastation in 
the lives of thousands more. 
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