My personal narriative.
     Before the hurricane I was just living my normal day to day life with school and never enough time to study. I had just arrived back from my vacation in Sweden visiting my parents. I had just started school that week before the hurricane, so I had bought a ton of expensive school books. Me and my husband  was living in the middle of the French quarter on saint Peter street in a really great apartment with a cute courtyard. We really enjoyed our time living there. We were starting to plan our move to Sweden in January 2006 since I was going to graduate in December ( I still hope that I can graduate this December) and move back to Sweden to go to graduate school.  My husband was getting a job at my fathers company . My husband  had just gotten out of the Coast Guard of seven years and was having a hard time adjusting to life outside of the Coast Guard. 

     My husband and I evacuated from New Orleans the Saturday before Katrina. That Saturday I was having my morning coffee and reading the news paper and trying to recover from my jet lag. My husband was helping his best friend move into a new house in the garden district. Around lunchtime after watching the news I called my husband and we decided that we had to evacuate this time because this was the big hurricane. I started to pack some of our things that were very sentimental and important to us. I only packed some clothes and some snacks for the road.

When my husband  came home that afternoon he had brought a  gay from the Iberville projects that had helped him move that afternoon. The gay that my husband brought home, his name is Lorenzo and he was only 18 years old and had no home, no money and he did not have much contact with his family. The only family that he had was his girlfriend that was pregnant with their first child. Lorenzos girlfriend was leaving with her family to Houston and they had no room for Lorenzo so we decided that we would help Lorenzo out and take him to Houston.  I felt so sorry about all the other people in New Orleans that we could not help and bring with us but at least we could help one person from harm. So, we drove all Saturday to Houston  and arrived very late at the hotel. We got Lorenzo a room at the Hilton for five nights and we gave him some money and food. My husband and I stayed in Houston for three nights and then we drove to Dallas to stay with some friends up there. It was about this time that we understood that we were not going to be able to go back to New Orleans for a long time so my husband called to the Swedish embassy in New York to start his visa application. The people at the Swedish embassy felt so sorry for us that they only wanted my husband to send up a passport picture and the application form with the application fee. A few days later they called my husband and wanted a telephone interview and after that he was approved for his permanent visa in Sweden. It was only during this time in Dallas that I had the time to think about how upset I was about having to leave New Orleans possibly for good this way, I was upset about loosing our things and just the whole thing made me upset. After a few days in Dallas we drove up to Montgomery Alabama to stay with Joshs father for a week. During our stay in Montgomery  my husband got a job for Lorenzo with one of his college friends and we also got a small apartment for Lorenzo and his girlfriend. Lorenzo came up to Montgomery on the bus the night before my husband and I left Montgomery. My husband and I had to drive up to Atlanta to go to DFDS in order to fill out the paper work for shipping our car over to Sweden. We stayed in Atlanta for two days and we meet with some of our friends from New Orleans that were now staying in Atlanta  and I had to go shopping for some new winter and fall clothes since it is very cold in Sweden in the winter and fall. We drove to Charleston and we stayed there for two days. In Charleston we shipped our car to Sweden and we tried to relax a little bit by going for some walks looking at the beautiful buildings. We then flew from Charleston to Copenhagen and then we went to Sweden to my parents house. We had to live in my parents house for almost a month. It was a bit hard for me to move back to mom and dad, it is one thing to go back home for a vacation but to actually move home with your husband when you are an adult is hard. We like doing things our way and parents a different way. It all worked out but we had our arguments. My husband and I finally found a great apartment in Stockholm to rent. The couple that owns this apartment are doctors and are working in Australia for 8 months so we are now renting it for 8 months and that should be enough time to find an apartment that we can buy. This apartment is in the absolute center of Stockholm so it is really close to everything and we are very happy about this. My husband is now learning Swedish, working and learning how to play the Trumpet. I am taking seven online classes with UNO and I am hoping that I will graduate this December. After I graduate I am going to take some time off college before I go to graduate school so I will go to Africa to volunteer with helping little kids learn English.

     My husband did go back to New Orleans two weeks ago and he was able to get all our books and clothes, so we are very happy about that. We feel very lucky. Lorenzo is still living in Montgomery and working and I quess his girlfriend has moved up there.

