
he storm was only the beginning. What Hurricane Katrina wrought in August 2005 was 
visible within hours: roofs turned into teeth, ships lying in front yards, farm machinery 
rotting on the fields like fallen animals. What came afterward was more invisible and 
more enduring. The water receded; order did not return. Those who had owned little 

before now owned nothing—not even proof of it.

This series does not look at the catastrophe but at the time after it: the second, quiet flood of 
heat, dust, bureaucracy, and forgetting. It looks at those who had the least support and were 
overlooked the longest—at girls and young women from the lower strata of white working­class 
and farm­labor families who never owned land, only labor. Families torn apart; parents who died 
or vanished; children left to themselves; girls who slid into petty crime because getting by was 
the only language that still worked.

And it looks at the specific vulnerability of girls and young women: the earliest commodity that 
still found a market in a ruined economy. Prostitution as a form of survival, sex tourism by white 
men from the northern cities who arrived in air­conditioned rental cars to turn misery into an 
experience. This is not an erotic subject. It is a moral portrait in the old sense: a picture of 
conditions that accuses rather than invites.

The images this series seeks are poor in drama and rich in detail. Faded, stretched­out clothing 
passed down from older siblings and worn by younger ones. Unkempt hair, sweat stains, frayed 
hems, a tear at the side seam. Flip­flops, sandals, bare feet in the mud. Ruins that have become 
everyday life: collapsed barns, rotting trailers, rusty car wrecks used as seating, clotheslines 
strung between debris, a swing on an iron chain. Heat, humidity, insects, midday light that 
spares no one.

Amid all this: small rituals. Washing. Combing and braiding. Cooking. Sharing water. Laughing 
although there is no reason to. Praying. Salvaging photographs from the mud. A piece of music 
on a makeshift stage. These gestures are not consolation that the series distributes—they are 
proof that dignity cannot be washed away.

After the Beast is not a look at victims. It is a look at young women who have learned to live in a 
space no one intended for them—and who keep going within it, step by step, through brown 
water, their gaze toward the horizon.

______

To this introductory story belong the images of the entire series “After the Beast”, available in the 
web album at www.BioMechMaidens.com.

For inquiries or feedback, contact me at Horst.Waschinski@gmx.de.

You can also follow my work on Facebook: www.facebook.com/Horst.Waschinski.
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