
  

                                                                                                                                                                

 

 

Header: Through the Door 

 

From the yard, Teresa Ross’ house in New Orleans East looks like any other sturdy, two-story family 

home. A tall metal fence encircles a wide yard surrounding a white house that could be in the middle of 

just about any neighborhood in America. 

 

Most of the wood is new. There are windows and doors, plywood and siding. But, inside, a patchwork of 

rotting insulation sticks out between the framing. The empty spaces that will someday be bedrooms, 

bathrooms, a kitchen, a living room, are filled with lumber, cabinets, and pieces. 

 

Teresa did most of the repairs herself or with the help of friends, but lost half of her Road Home and 

insurance money to a forced mortgage payoff and another $16,000 to contractor fraud. She spent two 

years unemployed to care for her son. Now, six years after Katrina, she works as a school bus driver but 

does not earn enough to finish the repairs. 

 

Two years before the storm, Teresa moved to New Orleans East so that she could have more space for 

her two children, Judiah and Judina. “When you have kids, every decision you make is about them,” 

Teresa explains. 

 

Her children are the reason why she has been living in her gutted house for thirteen months, doing what 

repairs she can and guarding the house against thieves who previously stole construction materials. 

 

If you stand on the second story balcony you can see the whole neighborhood, a vista refurbished homes 

interrupted by empty lots. Teresa has lived in this neighborhood since 2003. Her description of the 

geography consists of two categories: the places that are still there and those that aren’t. 

 

“Immaculate Heart is right down the street. That’s where my kids used to go to school, but it’s not there 

anymore,” she says, pointing. 

 

Most importantly, her daughter Judina lives just down the street. Her son, Judiah, lives in Kenner with 

Teresa’s mother. She gets to see them often, but often is not enough. 

 

Standing in any part of the second floor, Teresa can see the shape of every room and what it will be 

through the bare ribcage of the framing. That’s going to be Judiah’s room, and that will be Judina’s 

room, and that will be my room… and this will be the room I will go to, to be by myself and look out at 

the neighborhood through the balcony door. 

 

From the outside, Teresa’s house looks like it was finished years ago. Only when you go through the 

door do you see the enormity of what must happen before the house will be a home. It’s not impossible, 

though. Teresa sees it and so does every family who came back after the storm. There’s a home here. All 

that is required is to look past six years of recovery and realize the unfinished work. 

 
 


