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Each vendor functions as an in-
dependant contractor for Street 
Sense. That means he or she re-
invests in the organization with 
every purchase.  

Vendors purchase the paper for 
50 cents/issue, which will then 
be sold to you for a suggested  
donation of $2.

Street Sense publishes 
the newspaper.

Vendors buy the news-
paper for 50 cents each.

The remainder of your 
$2 donation directly 
supports the vendor.

25%

75% supports the vendors 
helping them overcome 
homelessness and poverty.

25% supports the production 
costs at Street Sense.

Street 
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1. Street Sense will be distributed for   
    a voluntary donation of $2.00, I 
    agree not to ask for more than two 
    dollars or solicit donations for 
    Street Sense by any other means.

2. I will only purchase the paper from 
    Street Sense staff and volunteers and 
    will not sell papers to other vendors.

3. I agree to treat all others, including 
    customers, staff, volunteers, and 
    other vendors, respectfully at all 
    times. I will refrain from threatening 
    others, pressuring customers into 
    making a donation, or in engaging in 
    behavior that condones racism, 
    sexism, classism, or other prejudices.

4. I agree not to distribute copies of 
    Street Sense on metro trains and 
    buses or on private property. 

5. I agree to abide by the Street Sense 
    vendor territorial policy at all times 
    and will resolve any related disputes I 

    have with other vendors in a 
    professional manner.

6. I understand that I am not an 
    employee of Street Sense, Inc. but an 
    independent contractor.

7. I agree to sell no additional goods or 
     products when distributing Street Sense.

8. I will not distribute Street Sense under 
    the influence of drugs or alcohol.

9. I understand that my badge and (if  
    applicable) vest are property of Street 
    Sense, Inc. and will not deface them. I 
     will present my badge when  purchasing 
    Street Sense. I will always  display my 
    badge when distributing  Street Sense.

10. I agree to support Street Sense’s 
     mission statement. In doing so I 
     will work to support the Street 
     Sense community and uphold its 
     values of honesty, respect, support, 
     and opportunity. 

OUR STORY

   Street Sense began in August 2003 after 

Laura Thompson Osuri and Ted Henson 

approached the National Coalition for 

the Homeless on separate occasions 

with the idea to start a street paper in 

Washington, D.C.

   Through the work of dedicated 

volunteers, Street Sense  published its 

first issue in November  2003.  In 2005, 

Street Sense  achieved 501 ( c ) 3 status 

as a nonprofit organization, formed a 

board of directors and hired a full-time 

executive director. 

   Today, Street Sense is published every 

two weeks through the efforts of four 

salaried employees, more than 100 

active vendors, and dozens of volunteers. 

Nearly 30,000 copies are in circulation 

each month.  
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By Street Sense Staff

An April 30 “Rally to Save Public Hous-
ing” had to be moved indoors due to in-
clement weather.  But the pouring rain did 
not dampen the passion of the speakers 
who urged the DC Council to fund repairs 
of vacant units, house homeless families 
and improve living conditions for public 
housing residents.

“Housing is a human right,” declared 
Reverend Graylan Hagler, a housing ad-
vocate and senior minister at the city’s 
Plymouth Congregational United Church of 
Christ, speaking to other advocates who 
gathered at the John A. Wilson Building 
for the rally.

He spoke as city officials converged for 
a hearing on the city’s housing authority 
budget for the coming fiscal year. The 
hearing highlighted ongoing pressures af-
fecting the operation of the DC Housing 
Authority, as well as the lives of public 
housing tenants and people waiting for af-
fordable units. 

The city’s proposed FY15 spending plan 
includes $145 million in local dollars for 
a range of affordable housing programs, 
an increase of 12 percent over the cur-
rent year’s approved budget according 
to an analysis by the DC Fiscal Policy In-
stitute. The budget  includes $4 million 
in new spending  expected to create 350 
affordable homes through the Local Rent 
Supplement Program and $4.7 million in 
new local funds to help end chronic home-
lessness among veterans through a per-
manent supportive housing program. The 
budget also dedicates $40 million in tax 
revenues to the city’s Housing Production 
Trust Fund. 

A total of nearly $43 million is ear-
marked for the  District of Columbia Hous-
ing Authority (DCHA)  Local Subsidy. DCHA 
is an independent public agency that owns 

and operates about 8,000 public housing 
units throughout the District.

The city subsidy for the coming year 
represents a $1 million net reduction 
when adjusted for inflation, according to 
the DC Fiscal Policy Institute analysis. At 
the same time,  DCHA , like housing agen-
cies across the country, is coping with re-
duced federal funding.

“We’re coming to some walls not with 
lenders but with the (U.S) Department of 
Housing and Urban Development,” said 
DCHA Executive Director Adrianne Todman.

In any given year, DCHA receives in fed-
eral funding only 83 to 86 percent of what 
is needed to maintain residential proper-
ties, DCHA officials said in a presentation 
at the hearing. 

Nationwide, they said  “public housing 
is home to 1.2 million households nation-
wide but has a total of $26 billion in de-
ferred maintenance.”

Deteriorating conditions are making life 
difficult for families, some tenants testi-
fied. Others spoke of the importance of 
maintaining and expanding public housing 
opportunities.   

Urban renewal and gentrification have 
sharply reduced the number of public 
housing units in recent years, advocates 
pointed out.  

The estimated wait for a one-bedroom 
apartment unit is 38 years, housing officials 
acknowledged in budget documents.  The 
budget hearing was chaired by City Coun-
cilwoman Muriel Bowser, who heads the 
council’s committee on economic develop-
ment and peppered Todman with questions 
about problems at the housing authority. 

“For a very long time we have not 
looked at public housing as an asset,” Tod-
man responded.

Volunteer Rhiannon Buehler and ven-
dor and reporter Reggie Black contrib-
uted to this report. 

Hearing Weighs Affordable Housing Needs 

Ivy City Preliminary Injunction Comes Under Fire in Status Hearing
By Eric Falquero, Art Director

As a DC Superior Court judge weighs a 
city-backed plan to open a charter bus 
depot in Ivy City, neighborhood advocates 
continue to rally against the project.

They fear the depot will bring more 
pollution - and respiratory problems - to 
their neighborhood. 

In December 2012, Superior Court 
Judge Judith Macaluso buoyed the ad-
vocates’ hopes by granting a preliminary 
injunction banning use of a then almost-
completed charter bus layover depot at 
the historic Alexander Crummel School. 

The injunction found that Union Sta-
tion Redevelopment Corporation (USRC) 
and DC Mayor Vincent Gray had failed to 
properly notify Ivy City’s Advisory Neigh-
borhood Commission (ANC) and to fill 
out an Environmental Impact Study Form 
(EISF) before developing the site.

The judge prohibited use of the lot 
until these issues were brought into 
compliance. USRC and Mayor Gray ap-

pealed the decision and have since 
taken steps they say will satisfy the in-
junction requirements. 

Yet residents, represented by attorney 
Johnny Barnes, insist the project should 
be submitted to a higher level of envi-
ronmental review. After an April 25 sta-
tus hearing, Barnes filed a supplemental 
memorandum reminding the court that 
the neighborhood, hemmed in by busy 
New York Avenue, as well as train yards, 
warehouses and city vehicle lots is “al-
ready surrounded by hundreds of diesel-
fueled school buses” and other traffic.  

“The U.S. Supreme Court has stopped 
a $100 million dam project to save fish 
and a $60 million dollar highway project 
to save spiders. This case is affecting the 
lives of low-income people,” Barnes noted 
at the hearing. “This isn’t about fish or 
spiders, it’s about Denise Johnson.”

Denise Johnson, a resident of Ivy City 
since February 2010, sat in the courtroom. 

Since moving to Ivy City, she said her mild 
asthma has been greatly exacerbated and 
she has developed sleep apnea - which she 
estimates wakes her up an average of 800 
times per night. She must wear an oxygen 
mask she was given three months after the 
move at all times, and must also wear a 
continuous positive airway pressure ma-
chine mask each night for the sleep apnea.  

“I don’t go outside much, it’s hard just 
to walk to the corner,” Johnson said.”You 
can tell how thick the air is after about 
half-a-block, that something is wrong.”

Some research has linked “coarse par-
ticulate matter” of the kind stirred up by 
traffic, such as asphalt granules and tire 
fragments, to sleep-disordered breathing.

The District of Columbia received an 
‘F’ grade for its fine particulate matter 
(PM2.5) pollution levels, which includes 
vehicle emissions, in the American Lung 
Association’s (ALA) 2013 “State of the Air” 
report. Janice Nolen, a policy expert for 

ALA, explained that the combination of 
fine, ultra-fine, and coarse particulate 
matter make near-roadway (within 300-
500 meters of a major road) air quality 
exceptionally dangerous. 

Like Ivy City, 45 percent of North Amer-
icans live in this zone.

USRC lawyers acknowledge that the en-
vironmental impact of the charter bus lot 
is unknown. 

“We hear Johnny Barnes, and he’s very 
elegant and passionate about this,” noted 
a USRC counsel before reiterating that 
there was no legal basis to keep the in-
junction in place now that the EISF has 
been filed. USRC points out that the lack of 
layover charter bus parking is denying the 
local economy valuable tourism revenue.

 Superior Court Judge Herbert B Dixon, 
Jr., who presided over the April 25 status 
hearing, ruled for its continuation to May 
16 to allow time for his staff to confer 
with Judge Macaluso’s staff.

Advocates in Full Voice at Hearing
By Reginald Black, Vendor

On the morning of  April 30, it seemed 
like every housing advocate in the city 
had the same thought in mind.

A city council hearing on the budget for 
the District of Columbia Housing Authority 
would be a great opportunity to engage 
the city government on the issues of pub-
lic housing.

First, members of the People for Fair-
ness Coalition staged a march to the John. 
A. Wilson Building. They moved through 
the busy streets of downtown yelling that 
they wanted affordable, public housing 
and that the need was urgent.

Then  Empower DC, a citywide, multi-
issue, membership-based community or-
ganizing project, staged a rally. 

Many of the protesters stayed for the 
hearing and also offered testimony before 
presiding councilmember and Democratic 
mayoral nominee Muriel Bowser.

They warned that some public hous-
ing communities are crumbling and more 
housing is needed. 

District resident Felicia Smith told that 
committee she was turned down for public 
housing in 2012 and she is homeless. 

“I work. It’s really hard to find housing,” 
she said. “It just needs to be better.”

Robert Lee, a former resident of the 

Highland Dwellings public housing com-
plex, told the committee that frequent 
moves can be particularly hard on the 
poor and asked the committee to “con-
sider the effect these changes have on 
the community.”

Claudette Bethea called for an imme-
diate stop to the demolition of public 
housing, and claimed that more Section 8 
vouchers are needed.

A  total of nearly $43 million in local 
funding is proposed for the local hous-
ing authority, which owns and operates 
roughly 8,000 units of public housing in 
the District.

Adrianne Todman, executive director 
of the housing authority, said she knows 
public housing is a resource but the city 
needs to find a balance. She confirmed 
72,000 people are on the housing author-
ity waiting list.

“We have not looked at our public hous-
ing asset as a value to our city,” she said, 
adding that DCHA will start cleansing its 
housing wait list in mid-May, and the list 
could be opened to new applicants by the 
end of October. 

“We’re trying to make this as efficient 
as possible,” she said. “I do expect that 
72,000 number to go down.”
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A Change
By Dannie Lee Baldwin, Jr.

Volunteer

As I look around me
a change that I see

in every living creature 
that has captured reality. 
A change in all the seasons

in all their purity
my favorite one is spring 
a change is what we need

from barren limbs 
to blooming stems

in all its beauty 
where the birds sing
the song of spring 

of a change 
that is to be.  

You Grab and I Grab
By Derian Hickman

Vendor

You grab and I grab
I’m not little anymore

I’m able to reach
I reach and ------------------- Desire, Desire

By Jackie Turner
Vendor

 

I am a deep emotion.
Everybody has me.
I inspire. I motivate.
I am the reason people go on living.
I flash through during the day.
I creep into your sleep at night.
The stuff that dreams are made of.
You feel so good when you fill me.
Sometimes you drift off into make-believe.
Who am I?
Desire.

 

An Ode to the Fruits of Life
By Robert Warren

Vendor

The juice that gives us life:
apples, oranges and pears; fruit trees

everywhere.  And all you grapes 
that grow on the vines,  just to 

be stepped on for man’s wines;  the
watermelon: I love you, too, and papaya:

your taste, the thing that you do. 
The kiwi sounds fine. The banana

is a friend of mine. Mango 
puts a tangle in one’s life. Cantaloupe 

that’s just right. The tangerine that makes 
kids sing. Raindrop that makes the seeds 

bloom. To the one who thought to give us
fruit as food: thank you Lord, for the

fruits of life and the fruits of labor
that take one to new heights. 

Beauty
By Jacqueline Turner
Vendor

Beauty is a state of mind. To a man, beauty might be a woman’s curves or the curl of her hair, or the smooth soft skin or the goodness within.
For a woman, beauty could be the strong look of muscles in a man’s arm, or the tightness of his buns, or even the size of his feet.
To a child, beauty can be found in the long hair of a doll, for a girl. For a boy, it might be the red hot truck he just got.
Beauty can be found in a kind of tree as the wind blows through it, or lavender flowers in a field.
A mother’s look upon her child.
A father’s hug of his only child.
An architect’s sketch of a new building.
A brand new car.
My point is, there is beauty all around us, we just have to open our eyes and take in the beauty of the world.

ILLUSTRATION COUTESY OF LILGOLDWMN/SXC

PHOTO COURTESY OF AGA-GRAFIK/SXC
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Mother’s Day
By Sybil Taylor, Vendor

A mother’s day of joy and happiness,
smiles along the way!
Mothers to daughters,
grandmothers to granddaughters,
cats to kittens,
dogs to puppies,
all mother pets to their babies.

A special day of love and kindness!
Mothers are gentle rose petals,
mothers are gentle violets,
mothers are gentle tulips,
a new horizon of glory, 
and a bloom of sunshine,
and a ray of beautiful rainbow,
and a beautiful glow of love.

Mother’s Day is shared by family and friends,
for mothers all over the world.
Mothers are presented with a dozen flowers, cards, dinner,
and a shower of love along the way!

We also give love to mothers that are deceased,
their legacy will last forever in our hearts.

So have a happy and wonderful Mother’s Day to all the mothers of the world!

Getting Back with my Daughter
By Moyo Onibuje, Vendor

My daughter’s name is Samota Blessing Onibuje. She is 4 years old. She was born 2 
months premature on April 23, 2010. My daughter was born in jail, in a West Virginia 
correctional institution. Her mother was told to call her “Blessing” by a corrections of-
ficer. Her mother is diabetic and suffered complications during her birth. 

Because I was so hooked on alcohol,  my role as a father was reduced to financial 
support only. Because of my problems with alcohol, her mother wouldn’t let me near 
my daughter. 

I let my daughter down chronically. I never took her to daycare or picked her up at 
the end of the day. I never took her out. I never bought her toys. This was when I found 
out about unconditional love. I noticed no matter how far down the ladder I fell, my 
daughter’s love for me never wavered. My state of mind and my daughter’s continued 
love for me, even though I was messing up.

My daughter inspired me to make some big changes in my life. I stopped drinking. And 
I am taking care of my daughter now.  She is currently  estranged from her mother, who 
I haven’t seen since she was three. Her mother is now 23. 

So what are my duties as a father? To read to my daughter to help her maintain her 
reading curve. To nurture her. Support her. To be there for her each and every way. This 
of course also involves financial issues. Not having a job, my only income has been Street 
Sense. I have found out that the most expensive things are clothes, toys, trips and of 
course my time. My responsibilities overwhelm me at times, but I intend to stay strong. I 
understand that my little doll baby did not ask to be brought into this world, me and her 
mother made that conscious decision, so now she’s here and we are eternally grateful.

It has been seven months since I had a drink, yet I am still having  problems with self-
acceptance and self-esteem.

I love the kisses and hugs I get from my daughter. I like the “thank yous” she gives 
me when I do things for her. I like her smiles, I love her little rascally personality and 
character and the way she dances. My daughter is my life. She saved it. Thank you.  

Highschool is Just 
an Attitude!!!
By Vendor Melanie Scott’s stepdaughter

I’m an 11th grader and I have one year 
left in high school. I’m going to tell you 
about what happened to me today. Today 
in the hallway I was going to my next class 
and my friend said she would walk withme. 
Yes, I know, I don’t need any help walking 
to class -  but we walked together. She went to her chemistry class to drop off her papers 
so I stopped and waited. The teacher stopped and asked me where my pass was. I told 
her that I didn’t have one and that I was on my way to class. But the teacher kept ask-
ing me where my pass was. I walked off and I told her to leave me alone. Just then, my 
principal was coming down the steps and told me to go to her office. So I went up there. 
The vice principal told me she was going to send me home for being disrespectful. So 
basically I’m suspended. That’s how that works. What I could have done to make things 
better was to just talk to the teacher nicely and not give her too much mouth. All I had 
to do was just listen and agree with what she had to say and then go about my business.

If I had done that I wouldn’t be in trouble now. I hope to learn from this experience 
so this will not happen again. 

I love her little rascally 
personalityand character and the 
way she dances.My daughter is 
my life. She saved it. Thank you.  
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FAITH

A Letter from God
By Michael A. Bennett
Volunteer 

MY DEAR CHILD,

GOOD MORNING! THIS IS YOUR 

HEAVENLY FATHER. 

TODAY, AS WITH EVERYDAY, I 

WILL BE HANDLING ALL OF YOUR 

PROBLEMS. PLEASE REMEMBER 

THAT I DO NOT NEED YOUR 

HELP. IF THE DEVIL HAPPENS 

TO DELIVER A SITUATION THAT 

YOU CANNOT HANDLE, DO 

NOT ATTEMPT TO RESOLVE 

IT. KINDLY PUT IT ALL IN THE 

SFJTD BOX 

(SOMETHING FOR JESUS TO DO). 

 IT WILL BE ADDRESSED IN MY 

TIME… NOT YOURS. PLEASE BE 

PATIENT. ONCE THE MATTER 

IS PLACED IN THE BOX, DO 

NOT HOLD ONTO IT. DO NOT 

BECOME IMPATIENT AND TAKE 

IT BACK OUT TO SEE IF YOU 

CAN FIND A SOLUTION. 

WITH ALL MY LOVE,
                                                         —GOD      

I Survive
By Gerald Anderson
Vendor

High as the waters rise,
It brings tears to my eyes.
But only thing I had to remember
Was to survive
And help families stay alive.
 
If you read my story of how I survived,
You know I left New Orleans’ jive
And in DC I arrived,
Where selling Street Sense
Has given me drive.
For this, to my dear family of customers,
I give a high five!
 
But what really hurt most, so deep 
I could cry,
Is that I seen Miss Mary and her grandchil-
dren die.

We Forgot About God
By Maurice Davis
Volunteer

Verse 1

The God that giveth is the God
that taketh away.
That’s why lil’ Relisha Rudd was
taken away.
That’s why our young people are being
taken away.
That’s why in the hood - gun shots spray.

The God that giveth is the God that
taketh away.
That’s why as a people - we have lost
our way.
Cause we are God’s people but we
don’t pray,
or love God wholeheartedly
like Jesus used to say.

Chon Gotti - 4/22
Lester Benjamin - 5/03

Clifton Davis - 5/11
Conrad Cheek Jr. - 5/15
Ashley McMullen - 5/15
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What’s Your Excuse?
By James Daniel Johnson
Vendor

Jesus is indeed the son of God and He 
died on the cross for the sins of those 
who will believe in Him. Unfortunately, 
many people refuse to accept the truth 
for the following reasons;

#1 - Hypocrite Christians / Fake 
       Preachers
       Romans Chapter 2: Verses 21-24
       Titus Chapter 1: Verse 16
       Matthew Chapter 23: Verses 25-28
       Matthew Chapter 7: Verses 15-23
#2 - People are being deceived by the 
       devil
       1 John Chapter 4: Verses 1-3
       1 Timothy Chapter 4; Verse 1
       Revelation Chapter 20: Verses 
       10-15
#3 - Some people want religion that 
       caters to their personal opinions
       2 Peter Chapter 3: Verses 8-16
       1 Corinthians Chapter 1: Verses 
       18-31
        Revelation Chapter 22: Verses 
        18-20
        2 Timothy Chapter 4: Verses 1-4
#4 - The Bible is a mirror that many 
       people don’t want to look into
       Hebrews Chapter 4: Verses 12-13

In conclusion, I don’t claim to be a 
perfect Christian, but I’m growing in 
grace (2 Peter Chapter 3: Verse 18)

Now, a poem I wrote 14 years ago:

“A Dream I’ll Never Forget”

Last night I had a dream, God and I 
had a talk; He told me to get out of bed, 
we’re going for a walk.

I said God I’m tired, until morning can 
it wait; But He said I’m afraid not be-
cause tonight may decide your fate.

So reluctantly I agreed, then he took 
me by the hand; And without any further 
ado our journey began.

When we reached our destination I 
couldn’t believe my eyes; But my ears 
confirmed the scene when I heard the 
screams and cries.

There were men and women from 
every race, color, and creed. But this 
they all had in common, for mercy did 
they plead.

So I turned to look at God and there 
was sadness on His face; And it now 
became quite evident that hell was the 
name of this place.

He said I tried to warn them, but my 

word they wouldn’t obey; They chose 
the pleasures of sin, now this is the price 
they pay.

I said but God they’re begging for 
relief from this torment and abuse; 
However He simply replied I will hear no 
excuse.

Then He asked me if He’d made His 
point. I said yes God I understand; With-
out saying another word He let go of my 
hand.

Then suddenly I awoke, safe and 
sound in my bed; But I remembered all 
that I saw, and everything that was said.

So with you I share this dream, be-
cause it’s something I can’t conceal; The 
choice is yours to repent, but I warn you 
hell is real.

Hebrews Chapter 10 verses 26-31

what is truth in all that we seek?
is it found in the people we meet? 
is it found in nature 
all glorious and glam?
what is truth and what does it mean to your fellow man?
where does it live in our hearts or our world?
is truth something that we will never know?
or is it something we ought to know?
is it there for us to be free, what is truth?
the whole world is asking, what is the truth?
someone tells us plain, we can’t predict the future, 
we totally need some help, why do we call on no one,
what is truth? 
one is we are all children, another is that we have to 
answer to someone greater than us. 
his passion and decrees should never be taken light
his words and visions required extensive study, 
he is the the one who has the highest value
not our useless paper money, his reward all that is good shall receive 
i hope everyone will someday understand or grasp the love that comes 
from a higher hand so just be glad you have your next breath
 because life is a huge test,
 and we all want the answer to one question:
 what is truth?  

What is Truth?
By Reginald Black,
Vendor, Da’ Street Reportin’ Artist

Winding Road
By Reginald Black
Vendor, “Da’ Street Reportin’ Artist”

where it leads i do not know 
where the path takes me i must follow
i belong to him and him alone
the one who has loved us 
from the beginning of time
his wonders are discovered in his time
whatever he asks i will do
just to prove to everyone the truth
i know that the purpose 
and mission is just
it the the same challenge 
given to all of us
how to perceive is in our mind’s eye
how much longer to 
we have to deal with strife 
i guess the price of our society 
will be grand
for all evil has been forever given 
into his hand
you can’t fathom or understand 
what he calls upright or not
that is for him to decide who will he call
those he anoints will never fall 
even in sorrow and darkness he is there
always watching giving 
the tools to prepare
the battle belongs to him 
and we are all his troops 
the mandate and rule is to love
but down this winding road 
how far does love go
along the winding road 
is it noticed at all?
the winding road is it too difficult a path? 
these are questions we must ask...
where do we go along wild journeys 
it’s down a winding road that we never 
know which way it is turning
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CHILDREN’S ART:  SRRING IS IN THE AIR

2,453 schoolage children experienced homelessness last year in D.C., about 1 
and 20 children, or more than 1 child per classroom. The Homeless Children’s 
Playtime Project visits 7 different transitional housing and emergency shelter 
programs to provide weekly activities, healthy snacks, and opportunities to play 
and learn to as many children as possible. 

Courtesy of the Homeless Children’s Playtime Project

Skyward
By James Davis
Vendor

I look up
I see fluffy, billowing clouds
their hues glowing amber rain
this is my sunshine, His eminent domain
I look down
I see worn and tattered shoes
with no laces
telling a story of city streets walked
rain puddles reflecting sad and
lonely faces
I look up and I see
tall skyscrapers, CEOs in Brooks Brothers suits
a lofty dream for those below
as they trudge along in blue collar
jobs in the fresh fallen snow
as I look down
sadly I see a man
sleeping on the sidewalk
his face
twisted in misery
so I whisper a silent prayer
and hope He hears me
once again, I look up and I see
God’s face smiling down on me
and I shall look down no more.

Yes, She Is
By James Davis
Vendor 

Sitting at the bus stop she’s like all the other
 girls in her third grade class
Jenny has braces and a new dress with laces
she’s a happy child who one day will wear
that bright smile
but right now all she sees
 are other excited kids to go home
to smells from the kitchen and familiar places
maybe a great big dog to lick their rooms
play on their computers or a box that booms
her daydream is broken by the sound of the bus
the children are anxious to go home
she wonders what’s all this fuss
she then realizes her shelter is nothing but bliss
because Jenny’s homeless - oh yes, she is.

*These poems and more are available in ‘Street Verses,’ a col-
lection of poetry from Street Sense 2003-6. The book is avail-
able online through Amazon.com and BarnesAndNobles.com
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Who wants to scream “Fire” in a sold-out theater?
That’s crazy, when the main attraction
Provideth such great
Satisfaction?
This rail bird of thirty plus
Years’ duration,
As a huge fan of Kentucky
Derbies; and similar arms  of
The Triple Crown-
Surely that rendereth not
A racing clown!
Foolish enough was I  to not “Mine,”
but “Summer” the 2009 “Bird!”
Fifty-to-one was not my word!
At the Belmont, a “wise head”
Urged me to shun Sarava!
I won’t make that mistake

This year! No fears
have I that Tapiture will leap
Thru the Aperture; and
Wicked Strong I just knew would be there
Before Long. Rosie rides “The Vicar,”
Won’t the girl jock ride quicker?
My personal choice was
Cali Chrome, on my Dad’s birthday
(And Father knew the horses-
Somewhat, of course!!)
At that date, this mount was worth
One Hundred-and-eight (Smackers,
that is); Today, he’s Nine/to/Five!
No jive, Am I alone, to speculate how great
His payoff might be, 
In Platinum--more
than Chrome, in “Bones?”

Why Call a False Alarm?
Musings on the 2014 Kentucky Derby

The soaring NBA team scores with a 
pre-game open house

By Chris Shaw
“The Cowboy Poet”
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OFF TO SEE THE 
WIZARDS

Bradley Beal welcomes his fans to the Verizon Center.
PHOTO BY LEVESTER GREEN JR.

Point guard Andre 
Mi l ler  takes  the 
court and the big 
screen at the Veri-
zon Center.
PHOTO BY LEVESTER GREEN JR.

G-Wiz has some fun with fans.
PHOTO BY LEVESTER GREEN JR.
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COMICS & GAMES

KLEVER’ScomicsBy Chino Dean
Vendor

Arctic 
    Break
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Progression from Aggression
By Levester Joe Green II
Vendor

My resilience. My brilliance. It’s thrilling them. I dare say maybe it’s 
healing them because I’m feeling them.

Like I’m filling them, and they feed back. So I won’t lack. 
Just climb the ladder off our stacks, on our forefathers’ backs. They 

didn’t break, but taught us all how to act.
Welcome to the future. We knew you’d be back, like you’ve been 

around the world, or at least the track.

  Union Station
    By Yu, Vendor

Irritating all over. So much so that everything went wrong all at once. Time cannot be 
the only way for a man to move.

Make a reason for all of the decisions. Now you see it, then you don’t. I missed the 
bus and it’s something that I’ll never, ever do again.

Still, it is really hard to understand.

By Chris Shaw, “Cowboy Poet” Episode 11

 THOUGH WE WALK THROUGH THE VALLEY... 
The huge illuminated Cinderella heel 

was blinking a few bulbs shy of a full deck 
above the chipped entrance to the Silver 
Slipper Club at New York and Thirteenth. 
Congressman Slye and his latest Ecuador-
ian flame stumbled out the archway to-
wards a waiting cab, nearly bowling  over 
Elaine the exotic dancer. 

“Well, I never,” she snarled, and then 
disappeared. 

Elaine wasn’t feeling her best, having 
accepted a  grilled cheese back at the 
Astoria from Ferret. That little sneak 
had brought the sandwich up from Cho-
lo’s shop, but who knows where it really 
came from.

Slye burped, then gasped as Sena-
tor Hastings Marsh and Wanda the pin-
wheel-eyed reporter emerged from that 
same taxi.

“Why howdy, Congressman. Fancy 
meetin’ YOU down here--” 

Then Marsh and the news girl  dashed 
into the Slipper, showing no sign of recip-
rocal embarrassment. Backstage, Sopha, 
the Indo-Chinese “snake wriggler,” pulled 
Elaine aside.

“You don’t look so hot, honey,” she 
murmured, as the band struck up a per-
functory chorus of “Night Train.”

“Yeah, doll,” sighed Elaine, “but the 
show must go on.” 

Elaine adjusted the polystyrene rosette 
at the center of her  bustier, patted her  
nylon beauty mark, and took to the foot-
candles with a wan smile. She shook her 
booty along with the phalanx of four oth-
er chorines. The red-faced men (Senator 
Marsh among them) laughed and clapped 
intermittently.

Outside, in the side alley entry, Jed 
Harris, sporting a fresh Curad on his right 

eyebrow, where his head had impacted the 
dashboard of that dirty Lincoln in Mount 
Vernon Square, glanced about and pressed 
a wrinkled bill into the palm of Shorty the 
bouncer. “Marsh in dere,” he grunted.

Shorty nodded gruffly and pushed Harris 
into the bowels of the Slipper. 

Meanwhile, Skipper Marsh was coasting 
in the general direction of Pinball Row, 
between the Rocket Room and Town The-
ater. Billy laid back in the shotgun seat, 
feeling mellow as could be, under the cir-
cumstance of being hooked up with this 
bodacious, unknown lady of distinctly 
major league origins--or so it seemed to 
him. “Where to, sire,” she inquired with 
a hearty chuckle.

“I bet you think I’m on the make, don’t 
you Lady,” said Billy.

“Call me Skipper,” she retorted. 
“Where d’you need to go, Mr. Luck.”

“Know the Silver Slipper Club?” was the 
reply.

Skipper pulled the Electra steering 
sharply to the right, and they turned the 
corner of Thirteenth with a sharp squeal, 
and came to a halt beneath the marquee 
of the Silver Slipper. Billy just wanted to 
forget about the sleazy move his risky ac-
quaintance Dio had tried to lay on him. 
His true love Elaine awaited him inside. 
“Should I come in, Billy, or what---?”

Billy rubbed his chin, then locked looks. 
“No, but you can check back at the Asto-
ria Rooms, if you like. I work downstairs, 
at Eve Books. He touched her face lightly, 
then moved back into the shadows. Skip-
per smiled ironically. A veritable Garden 
of Eden. She knew the joint. She had had 
similar experiences back home in Mem-
phis, back in ‘Sixty-Nine! 

(to be continued)

  Marriage of Minds

    By Chon Gotti
    Vendor 

 

The sky was clear and bright with beautiful sunshine. The midday was full of intense 
activity, worries and anxieties. The battle was fierce and the warrior could find no other 
way than to fight. He felt an astounding experience in his mental institution. He felt the 
marriage of minds, which removed all of his worries, anxieties and griefs. Fighting well 
and finishing the day, he felt contented and happy.
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Birdbath
By Gerald Anderson
Vendor
 
For years, I be in the state pen,
To be exact . . . more than ten.
They reversed my sentence and then
They let me out.
We had this big, big white guy in the pen.
He say, “I could never get thin.”
He eat little bitty grits and drink coffee every day.
“Damn you look good,” his mama say.
“What burnt that weight away?”
They made us walk six hours,
You be so tired, you too weak to go shower.
So you shower at the commode in your cell, you see?
(after you clean it with cleanser)
That’s how tired you be.
That’s a birdbath, but you be clean.
Not clean as you want, but y’know,
That’s how it is
When life’s a bit mean.

Escape or Cherish
By Larry Garner
Vendor

Are we all trying to escape?
Where are we running to?
Rushing to get home
Rushing to get some sleep,
Rushing to get to work only to rush to get home again.

What are we running from?
Maybe we are all running toward something we can’t see.
They call this the rat race of life.
But do we really want to race through life?
It’s always something to do,
Some place to go and someone to see.
We are forced to pencil in a time and read a book or stroll 
through the park.
The crime, the debt,
The crying baby on the bus, 
Looks like we are all trying to escape this life.
Life is precious and a gift to be cherished.

Moments to breathe in and make you new again.
The miracle of rain and the joy of snow.
Kids laughing and crying can both be blessings.
Let’s slow down and all appreciate the show.

To Cry
By Robert Warren
Vendor

To be nine and hear your father cry, to see the 
sadness in his eyes.
But when he would go, he would always let me know 
“Big boys don’t cry”.
His love for Mama brought tears to his eyes.
I sometimes wonder why Mama’s love brought tears 
to his eyes.
So I said then and now that I would never let a wom
an make me cry.
That love inside I would hide with.
I don’t care if she goes, for my father’s eyes told me 
love can be insane.
My mother, the woman, was to blame, why I will 
never let a woman make me cry.
Oh, I would do just about anything she said not to 
see the day.
The Lord counts all her tears, that’s what I fear,
Men do make women cry.

  My Katrina, Part 10  
    By Gerald Anderson, Vendor

Previously: Our friend KK come back 
crying after going out to check on his 
grandma Miss Mary and his cousins. He 
tell us they all shot up and stabbed up, 
bloody and dead and that Miss Mary’s safe 
was now empty. Missy Mary like a grand-
ma to all of us. We feel that pain, and 
we had to go see what was going on. My 
homeboys put all kind of tools in the boat 
in case the killers still be there. Inside 
her little house you think she just laying 
on the couch watching her daily stories, 
like “The Young and the Restless,” the 
way she always do. Except now you see 
blood all down the front of her grandma 
dress. Next I had the hardest thing: to 
follow KK upstairs and see them kids all 
bloodied up...

 I worried the murderers might still be 
in the house. So five of us stayed close 
together and tipped upstairs, holding each 
other by shirts, quiet as we could. I was 
scared and stayed right in the middle of 
the line.

After we went step-by-step, KK led 
us to the room where the four kids was, 

three boys and one girl, ages 9, 11, 13, 
and 14.

It was a horrible sight, them children 
stabbed up like that. Why you gonna kill 
these kids? Whoever did it knew the kids, 
because they must be afraid the kids know 
their faces. That’s how it registered to 
me. The kids didn’t do you nothing; the 
lady didn’t do you nothin’

We could see the stab hole in the clothes 
and blood splattered everywhere. It had to 
be more than one person who entered the 
house and did that terrible thing.

Two kids on the bed, one layin’ on 
the floor by the closet, one by the tv, 
spread out like . . . y’know. There was 
no mercy. All I could do is bend my head 
and say Lord.

Now we gotta stay more focused.
After leaving poor Miss Mary and her 

grandkids all bloody in that sweet house I 
used to go to, now like a haunted house, 
we paddled toward a poor downtown 
neighborhood.

Nearly every house had signs saying 
things like, “Help! Need food!” We were 

about to stop and pass out meals the he-
licopters had dropped when we saw a 
family in an old wooden shack with wind 
screens hanging out and broken windows 
and the stairs completely washed away. 
They had no way to get out.

I said, “Stop the boat.” We paddled up 
to where the steps had been and I stood— 
balancing in the boat—and knocked on 
the door. They open the door but they 
was really scared at first. They asked who 
we was.

And I’m like, “We ain’t troops or noth-
ing. We just helpin’ out.” 

The lady like, “Oh ya’ll out there just 
helpin’ people?”

The kids in the house, they so happy 
to see someone come. They too was like, 
“Who is y’all?”

One kid say, “You see all that water 
comin’ in there? Can you help us get 
outta here?

I’m like, “We can help you get outta 
here but we gotta bring you to the Su-
perdome.”

He say, “Anywhere but bein’ inside 
here, because we don’t look like we gon-
na make it.” He around eleven years old, 
but he talk grown, like grown talk.

After we done takin’ the people to the 
Superdome, we pass a National Guard 
truck with K-9 dogs and officers wearing 
orange vests on them.

They ask, “Where y’all goin’? What y’all 
doin’?”

I say, “We just helping families as 
much as we could. We ain’t doin no 
crime, Sir. We ain’t tryin’ to do no vio-
lence or nothing. We helpin’ escort fami-
lies to the Superdome.

They say, “Y’all see any other families 
around here?” I tell them they got people 
all in the projects and in they regular 
houses here too.”

One guard ask me, “You ever been in 
the military?”

I say, “No, but I been a junior lifeguard 
comin’ up, y’know?”

He say, “Well this water gonna be get-
tin’ more higher till y’all under the wa-
ter. If ya need anything there’s just look 
for those the orange vests. You got a lot 
of robberin’ goin on and people getting 
robbed up on the Interstate by gunpoint.”

And then he say, “Ya sure y’ain’t got no 
weapons, no guns or nothin’?”

“Well,” I say, “I be honest with you. We 
ain’t got no guns, but we got screwdriv-
ers and hammers, because we just left a 
house with Miss Mary, a fine lady that like 
a grandma to us, and she be shot dead in 
her house.”

He say, “Can y’all show where that 
house at? That’s the kind of thing we look-
ing for.”

I say yessir and he say, “We gonna fol-
low behind y’all.” They follow us in their 
motorboat.

We get to the house and they say, 
“Y’all know anyone ya think mighta did 
this here?” 

I say, “No sir. Honestly? If we’d a seen 
faces, y’all ain’t got a chance to bring 
them to jail ‘cause my homeboys woulda 
finished them off right here.”

After he say we can leave, we go back 
to the projects. Upstairs a grandma 
come running to tell us her little grand-
son gone missing.

 (to be continued) 
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The Mysterious Masonic Ring
Chapter 9: On the Square

episode 2

pg 1

PREVIOUSLY: Kittie explained their Brit-
ish acquaintance’s interest in Dickerson as 
having to do with his unique ring, thought 
to be the key to the Templar Treasure, one 
of mankind’s most coveted treasures.  At 
last Dickerson began to believe Kittie and 
cursed Frank nervously about drawing at-
tention to the ring… 

“May I see both of your identifications 
please?” the Park Policeman requested, a 
bit of an edge still in his voice.

“Of course, officer.”  I answered, in the 
whitest voice I could muster.

While Kittie and I fished out our IDs, The 
officers asked, “Do either of you have any 
outstanding wants or warrants out on you?”

“No officer.” Kittie responded.
“Not to my knowledge.”  I said.  
“Not to your knowledge?” he repeated 

back incredulously. “What is that sup-
posed to mean, not to your knowledge? 
You either have one or you don’t.”

“Well, officer,” I began, “seeing as you 
were called here on a marijuana com-
plaint, and there is obviously no pot being 
smoked anywhere around here, who know 
what you’re gonna find when you call my 
ID in.  Now, I mean no disrespect here, sir, 
but this whole encounter doesn’t make a 
whole lot of sense to me, so bear with me 
if I seem a little agitated and I quantify 
my answers like that. I just don’t know 

what’s going on here.”
The officer just rolled his eyes and 

sighed, “Just give me the IDs, and we’ll see 
where this goes Mr. . . . Dickerson is it?”

“Yes, sir.” I responded.  
The officer took our IDs and stepped off 

to the side to call them in.
The whole situation was sending warn-

ing signals to my brain. I’m surprised the 
officer and Kittie weren’t seeing red flags 
in my eyes.  First of all, there was the 
fact that there was no reason, whatso-
ever, that the Park Police should have 
gotten any complaint about us smoking 
pot.  Next, there was only one officer in 
the squad car sent out to investigate the 
complaint. I’ve never, after a decade of 
homelessness and more harassing run-ins 
with the Park Police, ever seen a Park 
Police cruiser with only one officer in it. 
Finally, it was strange that once the lone 
officer arrived on the scene—especially af-
ter finding more than one suspect involved 
in what was being complained about—did 
not immediately call for back-up. In the 
past, I had complained vocally about why 
it takes as many as ten officers to check a 
pair of IDs.  Either I found one Park Officer 
who had some kind of courage, or there 
was something fishy going on here.  

A poke in my ribs broke my reverie, 
“This is weird Bill,” Kittie all but whispered 
to me, “Park usually doesn’t act like this.”

“I picked up on that too, babe.” I re-
sponded in the lovest talking voice I could 
muster, “Ok, chill, he’s coming back.”

The officer walked back to us, and hand-
ed us our respective IDs. “Well, Mr. Dick-
erson, your record is so squeaky-clean; our 
record-keepers were hard-pressed to find 
any evidence of your existence except for 
a couple of traffic tickets.” 

“As for you miss,” he continued, “your 
rap sheet is so long that someone joked 
about going to the Government Printing 
Office to pick up a bound copy of it.”

I choked back a chuckle at that remark, 
and asked, “So where do we go from here 
officer?”

“Well, I see no evidence of marijua-

na here,” he responded, “but strangely 
enough, in light of the lady’s shall we say 
‘copious’, record, I’ve been ordered to is-
sue you a written warning.”

He handed me an envelope instead 
of the expected ticket.  As he pulled his 
hand away, I noticed the glint of a gold 
ring on his right ring finger, and a flash 
of the now familiar compass and square. 
He nodded slightly as he saw the look of 
recognition in my eye, and made his way 
back to his squad car. 

“On the square, indeed.” I mumbled to 
myself as he drove off.

(To be continued)

The Memories of Meanness: 
A Story With a Play Inside
By Debbie Brantley
Vendor

The White

There was a square white building with a black stripe in akin to a spirit like a sting. It 
hit my face. I blinked, winced and toned with tomato, a girl.  I knew. I blankensapped 
suddenly with honest bare white pressure to throw a stone from my mouth at it.  It 
swallowed the stone.  It said, “Gee Thanks” ( “for the muscle.”) 

The black flint stone man cried terrifically, “My building. I am mighty through the 
rinse flood of red watery blood exuding callously downward and through a vein toward 
a tourniquet.

 “Get out my way,” a boy exclaimed. He is a dirty mess and a high king by standards. A 
homeless professor with holdings everywhere by gradation of height and width. He gets 
into buildings by being mean. One hundred too and I exclaim, “out” and people run as 
if by pressure like being attacked by rough flies. (Just flies was attack & speak by sister 
pearl, my sister LRB.)

ILLUSTRATION BY ELISHA SPELLER
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Annapolis Film Festival With Lupita’s Godly Chips and Skin Color
By Henrieese Roberts
Vendor

Coming to town to 
attend the opening 
ceremony for the Na-
tional Cherry Blossom 
Festival landed me at 
Amtrak for the night. 
A man asked me to 
watch his bags for 
a while as I sat at a 
corner diner for the 

night, sorting through photography papers 
to study.

He returned shortly, begin to talk about 
himself rapidly, hoping I would like him. 
He was from Washington, DC, he said. He 
told me of being dark-skinned, while 

growing up going to a different school 
from the light-skinned black kids here in 

the District. Yes, here in DC naming the 
schools is important. He told me stories 
of himself and how he was short-changed 
in life starting with the military and on 
through many jobs. Many, if not most, 
of these acts of being short-changed 
stemmed from his dark skin. 

When I got back to Annapolis I volun-
teered at the Annapolis Film Festival.  It 
was hard work, but was fun viewing “Run-
ning from Crazy” with Mariel Hemingway. 
What really hit me hard--with all power-
-was a film clip presented on screen in a 
workshop presented to us by a group com-
posed of Malcolm X’s daughter, Richard 

Pryor’s daughter, a relative of Alex Hal-
ey and the daughter of the Preston actor 
man who died in the movie “The Spook 

Who Sat by the Door”. “The Spook Who 
Sat by the Door” was there at the festival, 
and I did see it.

The workshop was about African Ameri-
can storytelling. Film clips ran across the 
screen. The two most impressive ones 
were a poem by Smokey Robinson of pos-
sibly seven minutes duration titled “Black 
and Proud”. It was real poetry orated like 

Yeah! Yeah! Smokey said this? 
The other film clip from Lupita’s 

Nyong’o chat at the Essence 7th annual 
luncheon event blew my mind. Nyong’o 
was the Academy Award nominee who was 
given the Best Breakthrough Performance 
Award by Essence Magazine for her role in 
“12 Years a Slave.”  

Nyong’o tells of her daily prayer for 

fair skin from God, offering him bargain-
ing chips for the coloration change. She 
believes God is a miracle maker and ex-
pects to see fairer skin in the mirror the 
next morning!

 Nyong’os’ Godly chips really hit me 
hard. So did the story I heard in the train 
station, that young man’s struggles with 
employment that he convincingly attrib-
uted to his dark skin. I never heard a story 
that amounted to a five to six hour reflec-
tion on the impact of skin color. More of 
Lupita’s Godly Miracle Fairer Skin Chips. I 
really had to stop and think.

A Voice Against 
Oppression in Africa
By Ashley McMullen,Vendor

There  are  many 
advocates  who focus 
on the mistreatment 
of lesbian, gay, bi-
sexual and transgen-
der (LGBT) people in 
the U.S., but never 
give it any thought to 
how the LGBT people 
are being mistreated 
in other countries. In 

a number of African countries, including 
Nigeria and Uganda, homophobia is on 
the rise. New anti-gay laws have been 
passed. Donations from evangelical or-
ganizations across the world are helping 
to make the problem worse. The result is 
that LGBT people living in these countries 
are afraid to come out, worrying they will 
be punished. While doing research on this 
issue I read stories of this happening. A 
woman named Gloria and a man named 
Peter came out to their families but were 
arrested, attacked, expelled from school 
and fired from their jobs because of their 
sexual preference.  In 2012,  the Center 
for Constitutional Rights filed a federal 
lawsuit on behalf of the nonprofit group 
Sexual Minorities Uganda asserting that 
the activities of U.S.-based  anti-gay ex-
tremist Scott Lively who is president of 
Abiding Truth Ministries, amount to perse-
cution of LGBT people in Uganda.

In some countries in Africa,  homosexu-
als have been sentenced to prison and 
have been put to death by stoning. In 
other cases, LGBT people are being beat-
en, raped or killed and the government 
refuses to do anything about it.

It is time for Americans to stand up for 
LGBT rights not only here in the U.S. but 
in Africa too.

Discrimination Still Very Much Exists

By Veda Simpson, Vendor

What  ha s  hap -
pened to the National 
Basketball Associa-
tion (NBA) family is 
sad and disturbing. 
Discrimination still 
goes on. The Los An-
geles Clippers’ owner 
Donald Sterling let 
the world know how 
he really felt about 

black people. Sterling was caught on tape 
venting his true feelings about the very 
same people who have made him a bil-
lionaire: blacks! His “acquaintance”--most 
likely his mistress--posed for pictures with 
basketball icon Magic Johnson. After those 
and other pictures of her with blacks went 
viral, Sterling told her she could do what-
ever she wants in private, including having 
sex with blacks, but warned her not to 
post photos of them on the Internet or 
bring them to Clippers games.

As both a team owner and a real es-
tate tycoon, Sterling had confronted many 
prior discrimination complaints. In No-
vember 2009 he agreed to pay more than  
$2.7 million to settle allegations that he 
refused to rent to hispanics and blacks, 
though he did not admit to any wrongdo-
ing. He had been quoted as making com-
ments about black people smelling bad. 
Hall of Famer and former Clippers general 
manager Elgin Baylor accused Sterling in 
an unsuccessful employment discrimina-
tion lawsuit of running a Southern “plan-
tation-style” organization.

In the wake of the scandal, even Presi-
dent Obama weighed in.

“When ignorant folks want to advertise 
their ignorance, you don’t really have to 
do anything...you just let them talk.”

As the storm over Sterling’s behaviour 
grew, the Clippers showed their disap-
proval and their solidarity by taking off 
their jerseys during their warmups and 
then wearing jerseys without the team’s 
logo before a recent playoff game against 
the Golden State Warriors. The Miami 
Heat did likewise before its recent play-
off game against the Charlotte Bobcats. 
Other teams’ players showed their sup-
port for the Clippers’ players by wearing 
black socks. 

I personally found it disturbing that un-
til very recently, Sterling was scheduled to 
receive his second lifetime achievement 
award from the Los Angeles chapter of the 
NAACP.

It was a good thing that the  NBA com-
missioner decided to impose a lifetime 
ban and a hefty fine on Sterling. It was 
also a relief to see the NAACP chapter de-
cide not to bestow that award.   

Like James Brown said…
SAY IT LOUD!
I’M BLACK 
AND I’M PROUD!

Sticks and Stones?

By Jacquelyn Turner, Vendor

There is nothing 
more powerful than 
words

Speech, what you 
say out your mouth, 
can kill.

It can conquer.
It can hurt.
It can uplift.
 A child molested 

and living in fear
Can think if she say the words, some-

one will die.
This man molested Maya Angelou.
She didn’t talk for two years.
She was afraid if she told someone,
Something bad would happen.
 One morning my husband got up and 

say ...
“You are no earthly good.”
And I cried all day.
Words can hurt.
 If I’m angry
And casually I say,
“I’m gonna kill that girl!”
Of course I don’t mean it.

But what if some-
one overhears?

And they are not 
in tune with reality.

And they act on 
it.

That’s how words 
can kill.
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Academy of Hope: 269-6623 
601 Edgewood St, NE  
aohdc.org

 

Bread for the City: 
265-2400 (NW)  | 561-8587 (SE)
1525 7th St, NW | 1640 Good Hope Rd, SE  
breadforthecity.org

 

Calvary Women’s Services: 678-2341
1217 Good Hope Road, SE  
calvaryservices.org

Catholic Charities: 772-4300 
catholiccharitiesdc.org/gethelp

 

Charlie’s Place: 232-3066 
1830 Connecticut Ave, NW 
charliesplacedc.org

 

Christ House: 328-1100 
1717 Columbia Rd, NW  
christhouse.org

 

Church of the Pilgrims: 387-6612
2201 P St, NW  
churchofthepilgrims.org/outreach 
food (1 - 1:30 on Sundays only)

Community Council for the Homeless 
at Friendship Place: 364-1419
4713 Wisconsin Ave, NW  
cchfp.org

 

Community Family Life Services:  
347-0511
305 E St, NW  
cflsdc.org

 

Community of Hope: 232-7356 
communityofhopedc.org 

Covenant House Washington:  
610-9600 
2001 Mississippi Avenue, SE 
covenanthousedc.org

 

D.C. Coalition for the Homeless:  
347-8870 
1234 Massachusetts Ave, NW 
dccfh.org

 

Father McKenna Center: 842-1112 
19 Eye St, NW  
fathermckennacenter.org 

Food and Friends: 269-2277 
219 Riggs Rd, NE  
foodandfriends.org
(home delivery for those suffering from 
HIV, cancer, etc)

Foundry Methodist Church: 332-4010 
1500 16th St, NW 
foundryumc.org/ministry-opportunities 
ID (FRIDAY 9-12 ONLY)

Georgetown Ministry Center:  
338-8301 
1041 Wisconsin Ave, NW  
georgetownministrycenter.org

 

Gospel Rescue Ministries: 842-1731 
810 5th St, NW 
grm.org

Jobs Have Priority: 544-9128 
425 Snd St, NW 
jobshavepriority.org

 

John Young Center: 639-8569 
119 D Street, NW 

  
Martha’s Table: 328-6608 
2114 14th St, NW  
marthastable.org 

Miriam’s Kitchen: 452-8926 
2401 Virginia Ave, NW  
miriamskitchen.org

 

My Sister’s Place: 
529-5991 (24-hour hotline)
mysistersplacedc.org

 

N Street Village: 939-2060  
1333 N Street, NW 
nstreetvillage.org 

New York Ave Shelter: 832-2359
1355-57 New York Ave, NE 

  

Open Door Shelter: 639-8093 
425 2nd St, NW 
newhopeministriesdc.org/id3.html 

Rachel’s Women’s Center:  
682-1005 
1222 11th St, NW  
rachaels.org

 

Samaritan Inns: 667-8831 
2523 14th St, NW  
samaritaninns.org

 

Samaritan Ministries: 
1516 Hamilton Street NW | 722-2280
1345 U Street SE | 889-7702
samaritanministry.org

Sasha Bruce Youthwork: 675-9340
741 8th St, SE  
sashabruce.org

So Others Might Eat (SOME)  
797-8806 
71 O St, NW  
some.org

 

St. Luke’s Mission Center: 333-4949
3655 Calvert St. NW
stlukesmissioncenter.org

Thrive DC: 737-9311
1525 Newton St, NW  
thrivedc.org

 

Unity Health Care: 745-4300 
3020 14th St, NW  
unityhealthcare.org

The Welcome Table: 347-2635 
1317 G St, NW  
epiphanydc.org/thewelcometable

 

Whitman-Walker Health
1701 14th St, NW | 745-7000
2301 MLK Jr. Ave, SE | 797-3567
whitman-walker.org
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Service Spotlight:  My Experience Living at New York Ave. Shelter

COMMUNITY SERVICES
By Leonard C. Hyater Jr.
Vendor

Living at the shelter at 1355 
New York Ave. NE  was an expe-
rience I will never forget. I’m 
saying this because to have a 
bed, you have to be there be-
fore 7 p.m. on a first come, first 
served basis. However, some of 
what goes on there could be a 
health hazard, like letting peo-
ple  in who don’t want to bathe 
and have bedbugs and lice. They 
just let anybody in. I recognize 

those people have rights, too. But what about those 
who come to the shelter who keep their body clean? 
Something should be done about it.

The New York Avenue shelter would be a better 

place to live if they keep out the undesirables who 
don’t want to bathe. That may sound like discrimi-
nation, but what about the other residents’ rights? 
Don’t they have a say in what type of shelter it should 
be?  Some things that could be done include keeping 
the bathroom clean at all times, cleaning the beds 
and screening the staff.

I think an organization should inspect this shelter 
just to see what it’s like. Now, not all shelters  are 
bad. But many things need to be done about the New 
York Avenue shelter. 

 SHELTER HOTLINE: 
1–800–535–7252

Housing/Shelter

Showers

Legal Assistance

Transportation

Clothing

Employment Assistance

Medical/Healthcare

Food

Education

Outreach

Laundry

DEPARTMENT OF MENTAL HEALTH ACCESS HOTLINE 
1-888-7WE HELP (1-888-793-4357)

Name

Address

Phone

Vendor Name

Vendor Badge #

I want half of my purchase to 
benefit a vendor directly

1 Year: $40

3 Years: $120
2 Years: $80

Subscribe to Street Sense
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Elizabeth Bryant —
M y  n a m e 

i s  E l izabeth. 
I  h a d  b e e n 
down so long 
I didn’t even 
think I  could 
g e t  u p .  B u t 
God changed 
sp i te  o f  my-
self. I used to 
do everything 
for everybody 

so they would like me or hang with me. 
Even if I didn’t like them. But I hated me 
more, and now I’m doing things to feel 
better about myself. I don’t know how 
long it’s going to last, I got my hair and 
nails done, exercised, and I go to school 
Monday through Wednesday. I’m learning 
to work on my computer skills. I went up 
to 1,200 from 200 words per hour. I don’t 
think it’s easy being happy with yourself. 
But love yourself first, otherwise you can’t 
love anybody else.

Scott Lovell — 
It was really a 
great experience 
sel l ing Street 
Sense through 
the rough winter 
we had this year.

The custom-
e r s  w e r e  r e -
ally amazed at 
the fact I was 

out there at Faragut North Metro ev-
ery weekday even in the snow, rain and 
freezing cold.

I really enjoyed being out 
there for them to get their 
copies of  Street Sense. 
Some time they would 
bring hot chocolate or 
coffee of tea to keep me 
warm. One guy would 
bring me hand warmers.

I had one customer named 
Jack who came by everyday at 
lunch time to give me high fives. 
One lady asked me how could I be smil-

ing as cold as it was. God protected me 
out there. But it was something I thought 
needed to be done to spread Street Sense 
to the people. I am here to make sure 
that it is available to my customers.

Street Sense has taught me that you 
have to meet customers’ demands.

On the weekend, I would make sure 
that people on 13th Street and U Street 
got their copies. One customer took a pic-
ture to show people they  should support 
Street Sense vendors for their hard work.

Now that spring is hear, I am won-
dering how great I will be at this 

in the heat. I am a winter 
baby and don’t do that good 
in the summer months.

I am very grateful to 
my customers because 
they believe in me and 

are there for me. So I must 
be there for them.
Nobody needs a reason to 

help somebody. Come by to say 
”hello!” to me.

Roberta Bear —

My name is Roberta “Bobbi” Bear. I am 
56 years old and from Chicago, Illinois. I 
moved to DC in 1984. I love Chinese food 
and action movies.

I have been a vendor for Street Sense 
for two years. I’m proud of my work and 
it brings me joy.

But it hasn’t always been a source of 
joy. When I first started selling papers 
near the Van Ness Metro stop, I was very 
sensitive and had my feelings hurt a lot. 
It was hard for me to talk to strangers and 
it made me sad when they ignored me.

I hated it when people put their hands 
out to block my face. It made me cry. I 
would still wish them a nice day, though.

Now it’s not as hard. I’ve gotten to 
know the area and have even started 
to develop some regular clientele. If I 
work long enough, I can make up to $30 
per day. All the while I’ve been going 
through domestic violence, but I’ve still 
been coming a long way with my mental 
health issues.

Shoeshine Memories

My Street Sense Experience:

Kannon Brown, Vendor 
  
I was nine years old the first time I 

worked with my father. He had his own 
shoeshine and shoe repair business in 
the food court at 1850 K St. NW. I used 
to work beside him every summer when 
I was growing up. It was a special time, 
just me and my dad. 

I learned a lot from my dad. I learned 
a lot of my business techniques from 
him, and I how to pull my own self up 
by my bootstraps. 

My father taught me that if you mix 
business with pleasure, you’ll lose 
a lot of customers. He said, “Don’t 
share your personal stories with them. 
If they want to talk then you listen, 
but you don’t have to share your own 
personal business.” 

When I got older, I heard so many 
stories about men and women cheating 
that I can hardly remember a one. Some 
women said they wanted to be with me 

instead of their husbands. I told them I 
don’t mix business with pleasure. 

One man, a member of Congress, had 
two houses. His wife lived in one and his 
secret girlfriend lived in the other. 

It was like working in a barber shop. 
Customers feel open to you. They figure 
a shoeshine man has been through a lot, 
just like a barbershop man; they feel that 
you can help them with their problems. 

Once people had money, they seemed 
to have additional problems in their lives. 
They would talk about money problems. 
They would tell about their teenage kids 
getting into trouble. I knew about that 
because growing up, I had to take care of 
my three brothers and two sisters. They 
are like my kids. 

Like my father, my mother played a 
big role in my life. I love her so much. 
She taught me how to respect a woman. 
She beat it into me! We always had food 
to eat, three meals a day. When we got 
older, Mom went to work as a secretary, 

which is what she does now. 
I’ve been working for about thirty years 

now, doing shoeshine and shoe repair for 
Congressmen and others. I know a lot of 
the Congressmen and I know the judges in 
Federal Court and Superior Court. 

I remember when some of the judges 
were lawyers fresh out of law school 
(some were paralegals first). That’s how 
long I’ve been doing it. They seem a lot 
busier now. They still talk to me, though, 
when they see me. 

LL Cool J’s brother was a customer. He’s 
a record producer. I met Marion Barry. He 
was very nice, down to earth. I bought 
him a Pepsi once, because he wanted one, 
even though he has diabetes and isn’t sup-
posed to have sugar. 

I used to shine shoes in the Sheraton-
Carlton Hotel on 16th Street, near the 
White House. 

President Reagan’s driver or Mr. Louis B. 
Sims, of the Secret Service, would bring me 
around a hundred pairs at a time. And then 

Secret Service would bring their shoes 
too. They had to look formal. 

Over the years, I got to do some ex-
travagant things with my customers. 
They would invite me to go to cabarets. 
One customer’s neighbor had a yacht at 
the marina in Southwest and they took 
me out for a ride. They had everything: 
lobster, steak, mashed potatoes, fried 
chicken, candied yams. 

Now I’m selling Street Sense. It’s 
good; you’ve got to apply yourself. If 
you know customer service then you 
know how to sell Street Sense. 

I have a soft approach. When you sell 
the paper, if a customer asks how much 
it cost, I say two dollars. And then I talk 
about the paper a little bit. 

Although once I was homeless, I got 
my own place when I was 21 years old, 
because I had saved the money I earned. 

Right now I’m enjoying selling Street 
Sense, and I’m looking for a new shoe-
shine job in an office building.
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