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www.navigatorcu.org

228-762-3542
1-800-344-3281   

We’re

Let our highly skilled and pro-
fessional staff show you the
Navigator difference.  Whether
you're applying for a loan or sav-
ing for your future, you'll receive
superior, personal service with a
warm, friendly smile.

Come on N to one of our con-
venient locations or call us to find
out if YOU can be in the N Crowd!

We work hard for
our members!

It For 
You!

It was an angel. A child’s angel. A child’s 
homemade angel. A gift perhaps. For a 
parent or a grandparent. And there it was, 

seemingly hiding itself in the craggy crevice of 
a mountainous pile of rank smelling debris. 
Its hand-painted face smeared with mud. Its 
Styrofoam body crushed. Its white satin robe 
stained a dingy brown. Its gold-glittered, cloth-
covered, wire wings crumpled and bent.

 Looking down at the battered angel, I could 
not help but think it was a true orphan of the 
storm. So, I picked it up, and then carefully 
climbed to the top of the debris pile, only to 
see my house – an island – jutting out from 
a vast silent sea of shattered houses, shattered 
lives, and shattered dreams. But I was luckier 
than most! I lived in an apartment on the 
second floor of that house, located on 2nd 
Street in Gulfport. I then gingerly ascended the 
now-rickety stairs to my apartment. Looking 
down from my balcony to the street below, 
and the total destruction that had engulfed it, 

it was hard for me 
to realize that only 
four days before – 
August 28, 2005 – 
over three-thousand 
people had walked 
down that once, 
loveliest of streets 
for the American 
Heart Walk. Now, 
it would be difficult 
for three-thousand 
ants, much less 
people, to plod 
their way through 
the battlefield of 
debris. But other 
battlefields lurked, 
just inside my front door. When the south roof 
of the house went, the rain marched in. The 
mold, black and crisp, scampered in behind it. 
There were no time to waste!

During the days 
that followed, in the 
blistering, hawkish heat, 
I packed-up my fading 
treasures, stuffing them 
into anything that was 
available – hat boxes, 
shoe boxes, and toy 
boxes; straw baskets, 
wire baskets, and plastic 
baskets; shipping crates, 

storage crates, and apple crates. I then jammed 
the worldly remnants of 53 years into my car, 
and a bumble-bee-yellow, Penske, U-haul 
truck. I then moved in with Mom. But again, 

I was luckier than most! I had “junk” to move, 
and somewhere to move it. The vast majority of 
my friends and acquaintances did not!

After 2nd Street was cleared of its debris, I 
rode down it once more, as I had done so often 
in times past. To me, Gulfport’s 2nd Street was 
like something out of a dreamy, Southern 
novel, complete with moss-draped oaks, 
sweet- smelling magnolias, and colorful 
residents – lively, and full of stories and 
secrets. A picture postcard is the cliche that 
comes to mind. The street was four miles of 
architectural history, some of that architecture 
over a hundred years old. The street’s cornucopia 
of styles easily sashayed from 1950’s Modern 
and frilly Victorian, to 1990’s chic; from cozy 
bungalows and red-brick cottages , to stuccoed 
houses reminiscent of Hollywood in the 1930’s. 
Ah! 2nd Street, my street of dreams.

But dreams and streets are fragile things. And 
so are people, and the towns in which they live. 
Because in the twinkling of an eye, the loom 
that weaves the very textured fabric of their 
lives can be inundated. And during an endless 
afternoon of horrific rain, wind, and water, that 
fabric can be irrevocably torn. Gashed. Ripped. 
And the tattered pieces of cloth seemingly 
scattered in a myriad of directions. Scattered 
forever. Never whole again.

Looking at my tattered, orphaned angel, I 
could not help but wonder if it would ever be 
whole again. I also wondered who had made 
it? What child had carefully cut the shape of its 
face from a piece of thick posterboard, glued it 
to its Styrofoam body, and attached its glittered 
wings? Had the homemade angel brought joy 
to its intended recipient? Had it brought joy 
to its maker?

At Mom’s house, I carefully cleaned my 
angel, scratching dried mud from its face, 
hand-washing its soiled satin robe, and gently 
bending its wire wings into shape. Come 

Christmas, I’ll display my tattered angle and 
say, “ I found it in the debris, cleaned it up, 
and look at it now!”

Come the Holidays, shouldn’t we 
be saying that about this, our home 
– the Mississippi Gulf Coast? That, as 

its citizens, we re-discovered ourselves 
in the debris that had once been our 
lives? That we crawled out from under 
that debris, cleaned ourselves up, and 

sewed the torn fabric of our lives back 
together? We can do that! We should do 

that! We will do that! And when we do, we can 
say with pride, that, by God’s good grace, we 
survived the greatest natural disaster in U.S. 
history, but “Baby! Look at us now!” Here’s 
to the New Year! And the bright promise of a 
bright future!

Please remember to pray for our troops.

May God bless, and keep a song in your heart.

Anthony Wayne Kalberg
iougarbo@cableone.net
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