Earl’s Pearls

The Flood

“Where were vou,” so goes the old courtroom
“on the night of May 8, 199577 1 wish |
could forget. because T was in my house, watch-
ing the water rise.

When we bought our home in the New
Orleans suburb of River Ridge nearly 14 years
ago. we were told that the land was hwl and that
the lot had never flooded. With a smug sense of
had been filled in
higher than the adjoining lots. No way was my
house going to get flooded. The required flood
insurance was an expenditure | felt to be as nees-
sarv as blizzard insurance.

| have been humbled.

cliché.
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[ wasn't 100 concerned as the torrents of rain
pourcd without respite, illuminated by almost
constant flashes of lightning. I was only mildly
concerned as | warched the gutters - which ] had
cleancd out the day before - overflow as the rain
fell faster than the gurters could remove it. And 1
was onlv moderately concerned when | saw
garbage cans and other fowsam drifting roward
the drainage canal at the end of my street.

Whart really got me worried, however. was
saw a Great Wooden Boat drift into the
vacant Jot across the street. From it an old man
a white beard reached
our and plucked from the trees and the water two

when |
in a long robe and with
2

possum% WO racoons, two garter snakes, two
squirrels and stowed them along with |
other animals inside the ominous \essd.

The boart drifted off and 1 ran back into the

house and began  carry valuable items upsairs.

By midnight, the water covered the first step of

the stairs and was rising, and the rain kept com-
ing down.
would get if it kept up for the biblical 40 days
and 40 nights, the rain slacked off. In a firdle
over four hours, 18 inches of water fell from
above, and a lot of it was in our house, our
The water crested at just over

While T wondered just how high it

garage. our cars.
the second step.

Davbreak allowed a view from an upstairs win-
dow of what it must have looked like in the
It ws time to
survev the devastation, and | found that my wife’s
car had saved my canoe from drifting away.
Canoeing is one of my favorite recreations, but |
hope that [ will never again be able to canoe my
neighborhood.

olden davs when the levees broke.

But lest we become discouraged and disgrun-
tled in ratking about the flood, we should consid-
er the strange and wonderful phenomena that it
causes.

To begin with. frogs entertained my wife in our
living room. As the waters receded from my
garage. a good-sized garter snake char hadn't
made it onto The Old Guy's boar challenged my
presence. There were tales of nutrias and alliga-
tors under cars and in carposts. People told hor-

hairs of

ror tales {(none confirmed) of cotton-mouth moc-

casins invading homes. But the nastiest aspect of

the flood - and perhaps to be described in psv-
chologists’ trade journals as Post Flood Stress
Disorder - is that most American of activities, the
thing that no one wants but no one wants to lose:
The Lawsuit.

In my neighborhood, the flood broughe forth
frustrations and emotions that manitested them-
selves in another Great American Pastime, one
often linked with The Lawsuit: The Conspiracy,

Not a mere continuation of the Who-Killed-

JFK or U.N.-And-Black-Helicopters plots. this is

the They-Didn't-Turn-On-The-Pumps comspira-
cv and its subsidiary, The-Dam-In-The-Canal.

The fact that nature in all her disrespect chose
to dump 18 inches of warer in less than five
hours on a drainage svstem designed to handle
less than a third of thar is beside the point.
“They” (Ah, the great indefinite. conspiratorial
“they™) didn't turn the pumps on in time.
“They” didnt care whether we went under. To
add to the evil, the construction in the main
drainage canal, planned to improve flow. creared
a “dam” which kept the water from escaping.

Lawsuits began even before the plaintitfs shoes
had dried.
dering if Mother Natuic and The Old Guy in
The Big Boar are named as defendants.

| haven't scen the suits, bur I'm won-

As long as we're suing, why doesnt somebody
file and after-the-flood suit on behalf of the alli-
gators, some of whom were merely establishing a
claim to their ancestral territory? The fine old
legal doctrines of "adverse possession” and “ripari-
an rights” immediately come to mind. The tor-
mer can be translated as “T've had It longer than
vall.” and the lacter as "L live in the water so [ get
to use the shore.”

Sign up now garors. bven reptiles have rights. A

— Earl Higgins

hat will by yours? You joined the
Sierra Club because vou are con-

cerned about the well-being of the Larch.

Continue vour involvement by remember-

AN

ing the Sierra Club in vour will.
For more information and confi-
dential assistance, contact John
Calaway, Sierra Club
Planned Giving Program,
730 Polk St., San Francisco,
CA 94109 (41)\ 923-5538
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hances are vou're already interested in the
That's why vou're reading this

outdoors.
publication. As a Sicrra Club member, vou'll
share that love of unspoiled wilderness and
adventure with over 500.000 members who.,
fike vou. care about the wild places on carth.
As a Sierra Club member, vou will have the
satisfaction of knowing that vou are part ofa

vital and growing effore o presenve

our nat-
ural heritage.

--- Join the Sierra Club Today! ---

1 Yes. I want to join' Fwanr wo help safe-

My

guard our precious natural heritage.
check 1s enclosed.

New Member Name
Address
City

State 7ip

MEMBERSHIP CATEGORIES

] Individual Joint
REGULAR BESS 158
SUPPORTING 550 I IR
CONTRIBUTING J S1on A 5108
1Y 570 _ sto00
SENTOR J 515 823
STUDENT a1 803
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Sierra Club

PO, Box 33968
Boulder, CO
S0322-2968
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