“Without Anything“
 

 Children screaming.
No food, no water. No home.
Women trying to stop their children from screaming.
No help, no love, no home.
A city, flashing and glamerous,
That was New Orleans.
Now there are no people, no lights,
no cars, just chaos.
Water. Heat. Screams.
Desperate people searching for something they can hold on to.
Because everything they had is gone.
You see the emptiness in their eyes.
You see the pleading looks on TV.
You see the president shaking hands with victims.
He thinks a handshake gives them back what they have lost.
But they can´t hold on to the handshake
Of an -oh so busy- president.
They need food.
They need water.
They need money.
But most of all, they need a home.
Their own home that they can fill with love.
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 Why?                                                        Kathi Pirker

Why, why me?

Why am I sitting here in the cold night, and not you? 

I’m not angry, I’m just scared, really scared!

You knew what was going to come,

Why didn’t you do anything, why don’t you care??

Why don’t you use your power to help us?

We need help

More than anybody else

There is no future,

Just the past

And the present

 Why are you apologizing for your mistakes

Although your excuses don’t change anything?

I don’t know why.

I don’t understand why.

But just help me!

Please just help me!
Why?                                                        Kathi Pirker

Why, why me?
Why is it me?
Why am I sitting here, and not you?

You, the big boss, our president.

Why am I unable to think about anything positive?

Why am I not angry?

I’m just scared, really scared,

And I’ve never been that sad in my life-

I’m sitting here in the cold night,

And I want to ask you hundreds of questions.

Why didn’t you do something?

Why don’t you use your power to help us?

We need help

More than anybody else.

There is no future,

Just the past

And the present.

Why are you sitting in your house,

Your safe house,

And why don’t I have such a safe house?

Why are you apologizing for your mistakes

Although your excuses don’t change anything?

Tell me why!

You knew what was going to come,

But why does it seem you didn’t and you don’t care?

I don’t know why.

I don’t understand why.

But just help me!

Please just help me!
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Thinking

Thinking of yesterday:


Listening to the baseball game on the radio
Calling my neighbors to see if they would like to get together later in the evening

Cleaning the house with my wife’s help

Assuring my kids that they will have a wonderful weekend
Thinking of today:


Listening to hurricane reports on the radio
Calling my wife to tell her to get out of this city before we run out of time

Preparing to leave the house with my wife’s help

Assuring my kids that there’s nothing to worry about
Thinking of tomorrow:


Listening to the gunshots, cries, screams

Calling anybody, hoping that help will arrive before it’s too late

Searching for the house with my wife’s help

Assuring my kids that they will live to see tomorrow
Despair

Gone

House, home, pet

Gone

Friends, fun, neighbourhood

Gone

Possessions, hope, happiness

Gone

See me tomorrow, I’ll be 

Gone, too

Images in Mind

I can see

Hunger and fear

I can see

Broken houses and cars

I can see 

Water and mud

But I can’t see

You 
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The look in Mr. Jones’ eyes couldn’t have been more despairing when Kiran looked at him. 

Kiran was sitting on a car in the water that was not yet washed away by the flood, next to his family. Mr. Jones had grabbed the spoiler of the car. He was too weak to pull himself up all alone.

Kiran was an intelligent, young Afro American with an undescribably good skill to tell stories. He could have become a rich man, if he ever had the chance to sell his stories to a publishing company. But destiny decided  another way of life for him. A hard way, a poor way. Even though he was an extraordinarily polite and humorous man, people didn’t like him. White people didn’t like him. 

Mr. Jones was white. He was already retired and had a big, black dog which he named “Anti”, and when he didn’t go for a walk with his dog, he read the newspapers. He had read about the  hurricane 2 weeks ago, and as soon as he heard about it, he told everybody. Everybody who was white.

Kiran worked as a paperboy, and arrived at the house of Mr. Jones every morning 6 am. But he knew that it was better to leave as soon as the newspapers landed on the steps of Mr. Jones’ house. He remembered the story of his first encounter with Jones every time he rode past his house. 

It had been a sunny afternoon in May one year ago, when Kiran had banged on the door of Mr. Jones to give him the newspapers and to say “Good Morning”, but as soon as the door had opened, Kiran froze. Jones stared on Kiran’s eyes for about a minute, neither he nor Kiran said anything. It seemed that they knew exactly what the opponent was thinking. “Leave” was the only thing Jones said. “Leave or I’ll shoot you!”. Kiran shook his head. “I just wanted to be friendly”. But Jones didn’t care and spit him into his face. Kiran wanted to punch him, but he stopped before his fist had reached Jones’ face. He couldn’t dare to do that. To get fired and to lose his job. He had to feed his family, so he turned and walked away.

The look in Mr. Jones’ eyes couldn’t have been more despairing, when Kiran was looking now at him. 

Kiran was sitting on a car in the water that was not yet washed away by the flood, next to his family. Mr. Jones had grabbed the spoiler of the car. He was too weak to pull himself up all alone.

The flood was rising. Kiran never had experienced anything worse than this catastrophe. He was afraid and all tensed up. Mr. Jones still looked into Kiran’s eyes. Kiran was full of anger, he stared at Mr. Jones with widened eyes. Then he turned his face away.

“I see…so this is the hour of vengeance”, Mr. Jones said. “ I bet you’ll spit into my face now, am I right?” Kiran didn’t answer. He looked once again into Jones’ eyes and then he stretched out his hand.
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