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Street Sense aims to serve as a vehicle for elevating voices and public debate on
issues relating to poverty while also creating economic opportunities for people
who are experiencing homelessness in our community.
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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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Street Sense on metro trains and
buses or on private property.
5. I agree to abide by the Street Sense
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and will resolve any related disputes I

have with other vendors in a
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6. I understand that I am not an
employee of Street Sense, Inc. but an
independent contractor.
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Shelter System Bracing for More
Homeless Families
Family homelessness in the District is
expected to rise 16 percent this winter,
and advocates are already worried about
a shortage of beds in the family shelter
system.
A total of 840 families are anticipated
to need shelter during the coming cold
months, up from 723 last winter, according to an official Winter Plan, approved
Sept. 2 by the city’s Interagency Council
on Homelessness (ICH). The estimate is
based on recent trends including a 26
percent rise in families seeking assistance
at the city’s Virginia Williams Family Resource Center over the summer.
The city’s family emergency shelter at
DC General Hospital and in other smaller facilities currently include 409 rooms
for homeless families. However, many or
most of these rooms are already occupied and will remain so at the time of the
first freezing weather of the season, triggering the need to place the overflow of
needy families into motels, ICH planners
acknowledged. Though officially charged
with devising the annual Winter Plan, the
group lacks the budgetary authority to
add more rooms to the shelter system.
Efforts led by Mayor Vincent Gray to
move families out of the shelter system
and into homes in time for winter this
year achieved some success, with an average of 52 families exiting shelters each
month. Still, family homelessness prevention and rehousing efforts need to speed
up in order to free up shelter beds and
avoid a scenario similar to last winter’s
when the family shelter system was overwhelmed, advocates say.
“It is very likely we will be entering the
season with DC General full or close to
full,” said Scott McNeilly , a staff attor-

YES!

ney at the Washington Legal Clinic for the
Homeless, who serves as a representative
of the homeless community on ICH. “If
we don’t rise to the challenge there could
be catastrophic consequences.”
The Winter Plan also forecasts the need
to accommodate 1,579 single men and
479 single women in emergency shelters
around the city during the coming winter. Additional beds for unaccompanied
children, teens and young adults are
also included in the plan. District law
requires the city to protect the homeless during freezing weather. The official
hypothermia season extends from Nov 1
through March 31. Hypothermia alerts
are declared when the actual or forecast
temperature, including windchill is 32
degrees or below. When an alert is declared, shuttle buses and outreach teams
are deployed to help get homeless people
into shelters. Anyone seeing a homeless
person in need of help is encouraged to
call the shelter hotline at 1-800-535-7252
or the Mayor’s Call Center at 311.
-Mary Otto

District Report Examines
Disappearance of Homeless Girl
Actions by city agencies could not have
prevented the disappearance of 8-year-old
Relisha Rudd from the DC General shelter,
an official case review has concluded.
The review, released in a redacted form
on Sept. 2, finds DC agencies provided appropriate services to the girl and her family
in the weeks before she vanished. But it
also makes recommendations for improving communications between agencies that
help troubled families in the future.
The child, who is feared dead, has been
missing since March. She disappeared with
shelter janitor Khalil Tatum who was later
found dead of an apparent suicide. In the

days leading up to police involvement in
the case, school officials questioned the
child’s absence from classes but reported
that the absences had been excused by her
mother, who said Relisha was sick and in
the care of a “Dr. Tatum.” The case remains under police investigation.
The case review was
conducted by a team
led by Deputy Mayor for
Health and Human Services BB Otero and Deputy Mayor for Education
Abigail Smith. The team
included a number of
city officials as well as
an independent expert,
Judith Meltzer, who is
deputy director at the
Center for the Study of
Social Policy and court
appointed monitor for
the city’s Child and Family Services Agency. Team
members interviewed individuals involved in the
case and conducted an
extensive examination
of files before reaching
their conclusions.
“After six months, I
continue to be heartbroken over the fact that
Relisha Rudd remains
missing,” said DC Mayor Vincent Gray, after
reviewing the report.
“Although I understand
the desire to identify
some action the District
government could have
taken to prevent this apparent tragedy, I have
reviewed the Deputy
Mayors’ thorough report
and I accept its conclu-

3

NEWS IN BRIEF

sions. Hindsight is always 20/20. However,
given the law’s extraordinary deference to
parents, I do not believe District agencies
could have done anything that would have
changed the sad outcome.”
-Mary Otto
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Street Sense seeks to oﬀer economic opportunities for people experiencing
homelessness and poverty in our community. Our vendors work hard as
self-employed contractors distributing the newspaper, with all proots
directly supporting their success.
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1317 G Street NW Washington, DC 20005
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Local Provider Expands in Effort to
Keep up with Wave of Border Children
By Joanna Schneider
Volunteer
Violence in Latin American countries,
particularly Guatemala, Honduras, and El
Salvador, has spurred a recent mass migration of children to the United States.
Since the start of 2014, over 37,000 of
these border children have entered this
country, and have been released to their
parents, guardians, or whomever is waiting
for them here. The impact of these new
undocumented immigrants is not confined
to border states such as Texas. The D.C.metropolitan area has absorbed approximately 3,000 border children, one of the
highest rates nationwide.
The children will eventually face immigration court judges who will determine
their immigration status. With violence,
rape, gang recruitment and kidnapping
plaguing their homelands, many of the children so far have said they believe they had
no choice but to flee. They say they fear
if they are deported back, they will face
danger and possible death.
“I had a future in my country until this
happened. I had to come here,” explained
one young immigrant, in an interview with
Street Sense. The youngster spoke at Mary’s
Center a local nonprofit that is leading the
charge to help undocumented children get
the services they need.
Mary’s Center, a Federally Qualified
Health Center, was founded in 1988 at
a time, similar to now, when the United
States was witnessing an influx of undocumented immigrants who needed health services. Many pregnant women had fled their
countries and needed prenatal care. Beginning with 10 providers in a small basement,
Mary’s Center provided
prenatal care to the immigrants. As the children were
born, services expanded to
include pediatric care and
early intervention support,
given that some of the
babies were born with developmental delays due to
insufficient prenatal care
before the mothers reached
Mary’s Center. Today, Mary’s
Center serves 40,000 people, has six locations in the
D.C.-metropolitan area,
and staffs 450 employees.
It offers 20 different programs that serve clients
from over 100 countries.
In recent days, Mary’s
Center has gone into high
gear to provide the servic-

es needed by the border children. In addition to health care, the young immigrants
need legal assistance so Mary’s Center is
seeking and partnering with immigration
lawyers who will offer pro bono services.
Many of the children also need mental
health services due to the fact they suffered from violence and sexual assault.
There is a “huge demand not only for
[Mary’s Center] but for the schools and the
families who live here,” according to one
Mary’s Center staffer. The organization has
sent mental health counselors into 11 local
schools to directly serve the children there
and support the teachers, principals, and
health providers in meeting the specific
needs of these children.
The work of Mary’s Center offsets the
cost of what federal programs would otherwise pay to take care of these border
children. Each child costs, on average,
$800 to care for, the bulk of this expense
being needed medical care. Mary’s Center,
through its Get Care 2 Give Care program,
allows patients to choose Mary’s Center as
their primary care provider.
These types of programs are how Mary’s
Center is making a difference in the DC
area. a representative from the organization explained. The organization’s goal is
to provide these immigrants with the resources they need to be self-sufficient and
engaged with the community.
“People think that unaccompanied minors are coming to get everything from
everyone here and taking our taxes, but
they all wanted to stay in their countries,”
the staffer added. Now that they are here,
they are grateful.
“The first thing these children say is,
how can I give back?”
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“From Prison to Stage”
Brings Inmates’ Work
to Kennedy Center
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By Eric Thompson-Bey, Vendor

Actor Raoul Anderson.

“From Prison to Stage” cast. Top row: Miriam Ferguson, Lauren Jackson and Briana Ortiz. Bottom row: Raoul Anderson,
Lorena Berger, LaTasha Do’zia-Earley and Ed Higgins.
PHOTOS COURTESY OF THE CAST.

By Sarika Reddy
Editorial Intern

song as he reflected on his experiences
of being imprisoned and later acquitted.
Other segments were written by curMothers beg their feuding sons to stop
rently incarcerated prisoners and perfighting.
formed by local actors Raoul Anderson,
Inmates dance with abandon.
Lorena Berger, La Tasha Do’zia-Earley, MirKing Crack rules like a white haired paiam Ferguson, Ed Higgins, Lauren Jackson,
triarch.
Jesse Milliner, Briana Ortiz, and John RalAnd throughout it all there’s an omiey. Throughout the poetry, monologues,
nous refrain:
and short scenes, the ensemble cast con“You will eventually get killed.”
nected with the audience by using the enFor an eighth year, From Prison to the
tire auditorium, breaking the fourth wall
Stage, brought the drama of life behind
to demonstrate that prison life is more
bars to the Kennedy Center.
than just a performance; it is a reality.
Veteran director Betty May adapted
The Aug. 30 performances were showand compiled the literary works of priscased as part of the Kennedy Center’s 13th
oners Don W. Johnson, Jevon Jackson,
annual Page-to-Stage Festival, an event
Clarence Mcwhich includes
Cants, Stephen
readings, proKnight, AD Mcductions and
Coy, Robert Miworks-in-progchael Reagan,
ress by dozJohn Raley, Paens of DC-area
tricia Prewitt,
—’From Prison to Stage’ performance. theater groups,
Harlan Richfree to the
ards, Antonio
public.
Hart, David Perryman, Marc Estes, Robert
“I scream because you actually have
Beau Meadows III, and Robert Graham, Jr
to ask me why I scream,” declared one
to create the show.
performer, as part of a commentary on
The show was presented by Safe Streets
the atrocities of prison life. The audience
Arts Foundation, a nonprofit organization
responded with a resounding, soulful
dedicated to offering rehabilitation to
“mmm.” The house seemed to empathize
prison inmates through art and fostering
with the performers throughout the show.
communication between incarcerated perIn one striking play, Going Home by former
sons and the public.
inmate Marc Estes -- author of Four Pieces
One of the featured pieces,“War on
For Power, a family coped with the return
Us,” was written and performed by former
of an uncle incarcerated for 50 years, his
inmate Perry Redd. It included a reeling
feigned delusions, his genuine honesty and
hip-hop film and Redd, playing himself,
eventually, his death.
professed the reality of a “new slavery
“You’ve given me my life back,” the
through incarceration” in monologue and
uncle told his relations. They, in turn,

“I scream because you actually
have to ask me why I scream.
”

realized, he had given them back theirs
as well.
The program featured the blues guitar
stylings of From Prison to Stage producer
Dennis Sobin, a former city sex entrepreneur and mayoral candidate who, since his
release more than a decade ago on a child
pornography conviction, has dedicated
himself to providing wider audiences for
prisoners’ art.
Though many of the pieces explored
the pain and despair of prison life, excerpts from former inmate Roach Brown’s
piece “Laughing and Learning” struck a
lighter note.
Brown said that for him, Christmas always marked the time of most change -good and bad so he is going forward with
his life celebrating every day. “Every day
is Christmas,” Brown told the audience.
May, the show’s director, called out in
the audience for a real world inmate, Walter Lomax, who served 39 years in prison
before being exonerated. Unable to make
the performance, he did not answer her
call. However, her gesture was intended
to draw attention to how “rather than
curling up in bitterness,” Lomax “dedicated himself to helping the people he left
behind.” In the pursuit of justice in the
face of incarceration, Lomax founded and
continues to direct the Mandala Enterprise
Corporation and The Maryland Restorative
Justice Initiative (MRJI).
Although many of the sketches explored
the oppression and pain experienced by
inmates, From Prison to Stage concluded
with a sliver of optimism.
“The future is in our hands.”

Where were
you on 9-11? I
can remember
being locked
in a jail cell
at the Central
Treatment Facility. After watching those planes
crash into the World Trade Center,
we were immediately locked down.
While being locked in my cell listening to my walkman another plane
crashed into the Pentagon and then
another in Shanksville, Pennsylvania.
The first thing that I thought about
was my two relatives who worked
at the Pentagon. I felt helpless, because there was nothing that I could
do. We stayed locked down for most
of the day. All I kept hearing over the
radio was that America was under attack. One of my worst fears came
into play, dying in prison. Imagine
being locked in a jail cell and your
country is being attacked.
Later that day around dinner time
we were let off of lock down. All the
inmates including myself rushed to
the telephones. I wanted to call my
family to make sure everyone was
fine. To our surprise the phones were
not working. On top of the phones
not working, our dinner was late. As
time went on I could feel the tension
in the cellblock. As I sat in the t.v.
room and watched as those planes
crashed into the (W.T.C.) over and
over again, I thought about all the
victims and their families. I have
so much respect and honor for the
first responders who were killed and
risked their lives.
Dinner finally came about two hours
late. The jail was on semi-lock down
and we were confined to our cellblock
for the rest of the day. 9-11 a day and
time that I will never forget.
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Homeless speak out through “Code Orange”
By Hannah Roop
Editorial Intern
Naila Goodwin is not part of an organization with an annual march; she doesn’t
have bumper stickers with slogans on her
car. She doesn’t have a Facebook page (at
least not yet), and she’s still working on
getting her website set up. But without a
doubt, Goodwin is an advocate. Her aim
is to make things better for Washington
DC’s homeless families, including her own.
She is new at this, but her efforts are
already attracting attention.
Here’s one example. At a recent city
council hearing, witnesses testifying about
their experiences at the DC General family shelter were dressed in bright orange
t-shirts bearing the slogan “Affordable
Housing Now”. The t-shirts were Goodwin’s idea. When asked by a Street Sense
reporter how she’d chosen the color, she
said this: “Orange stands out. When people are marching, orange will be seen.”
With nearly 12,000 homeless people in
the greater Washington area and 7,748
homeless people in the District, Goodwin
says she believes that homelessness in DC
is a “code orange” crisis, borrowing the
color code for “high risk” that was used in
the days after the September 11 attacks.
As to the bold slogan on the shirts, Goodwin said she sees the city’s shortage of
affordable housing as lying at the root of
the homelessness
problem.
She predicts that
the lack of
affordable
housing in
DC is going to have “a long-term effect.”
A report by the Metropolitan Washington Council of Governments (MWCOG)
lends credence to her concerns. The study
notes that there has been a 50 percent increase in the number of homeless people
in living families in the District since 2010,
in spite of efforts to address the problem.
“Increases...in the region’s alreadyhigh rents make it very difficult for extremely low income households to find
or maintain housing that they can afford, limiting the possibility of achieving
greater reductions in the homeless population,” the report concludes.
Goodwin, the mother of three children, (two daughters, aged 17 and 11,
and a 14-year-old son) said she has big
dreams for drawing attention to residents in need of housing. “I originally
wanted to do a civil rights march,” she
said. “Marching to the Capitol is the best
thing. Because then the Senate gonna see
us out there like, ‘What are you doing?
What are you talking about?’ You’ve got
this thing going on in your neighborhood,
that all of us are homeless.”
Washington Interfaith Network (WIN)
works closely with Goodwin and other
residents of DC General to support their

efforts and push for the DC government to
meet their demands. Pastor Michael Wilker of the Lutheran Church of the Reformation, one of four WIN congregations that
work with DC General, said he strongly
believes that activism within the homeless
community is essential for change to happen. The pastor compares the grassroots
efforts of homeless organizers to “liberation [movements] throughout history,”
asserting that “it’s the people in the situation themselves who lead the movement.”
For this reason, Wilker highlights the work
of homeless activists like Goodwin. “Naila
is working to end homelessness every single day, and almost every single moment
she’s awake,” said Wilker.
Goodwin knows her task is not easy.
She says it is especially hard to recruit
advocates from the homeless community
because people are ashamed and afraid.
“They don’t want to be on TV,” because
“they don’t want people to know their situation.” Some homeless families are dealing with domestic violence, some don’t
want their families to know their situation, and, tellingly, many don’t want to
risk losing their current housing by speaking up. Goodwin and others have testified
to being warned by case managers because of having spoken up in the media.
WIN has
asked the
Community Partnership for
t h e Pr e -Nailla Goodwin
vention of
Homelessness, the
organization contracted to run DC General
Shelter, to issue a statement reminding
residents of their First Amendment right
to speak and assuring them that they will
not face consequences if they do. According to WIN, Community Partnership
refused to issue the statement.
A reporter calling the Community Partnership for comment was told the organization has no media spokesperson and was
referred to the DC Department of Human
Services. The Department of Human Services provided no response by presstime.
Wilker added that transience in the
homeless community also contributes
to the difficulty of organizing. “A lot of
people who organize for justice organize
with people who they’re in close proximity with over a long period of time,” said
Wilker. However, he added, “in general,
homeless families don’t have longevity
with their neighbors.”
He uses Goodwin as an example. She
lived in DC General and attempted to
organize there, but she was moved to a
hotel on New York Avenue, then to a hotel on Georgia Avenue. She hopes to soon
move to an apartment through a housing
voucher. To keep up whatever momentum
she had at DC General, Goodwin has to

“ When people are marching, orange
will be seen.”

Naila Goodwin wearing the Code Orange t-shirt.
PHOTO BY HANNAH ROOP

return there regularly - something, Wilker
adds, most people wouldn’t want to do.
Homeless families also face a large
amount of stress each day, and organizing,
especially when it is accompanied by fear,
is an additional weight that many families cannot take on. “Some [homeless]
families have the energy to work for the
common good,” said Wilker, but “some
families end homelessness by focusing on
their own families.”
Goodwin, too, has a family and concerns with her health, housing, education
and job situation.After being a patient
care technician for most of her working life, she is looking to finish her nursing degree. She became homeless after
a divorce and ended up sleeping in her
car last summer. When winter came, she
found another place to stay, but eventually turned to the city’s Virginia-Williams

Family Resource Center for help. Her family was placed in a hotel, then moved to
DC General. Now she is in a hotel again.
She’s been working to find more permanent housing ever since. She hopes that
she and her children will soon find a safe
and stable home.
In the middle of all of the challenges,
Goodwin said that she feels pressure to
“keep my mind right and my composure,
because I’ve been in the media speaking up for everybody.” Though there are
many obstacles, Goodwin stays optimistic.
“If there’s just going to be four or five
people, then we might be the four or five
people who are powerful enough to bring
change. That’s why I call it the power of
one voice.”
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Tent City Raises Questions
About Homelessness In
First Nations Communities

The “tent city” in Oppenheimer Park, Vancouver. PHOTO BY TOM ABRAHAMSSON
MEGAPHONE - CANADA
www.street-papers.org
While this summer's tent city in Vancouver’s Oppenheimer Park has been part
of public discussion since mid-July, the
Downtown Eastside park has been a rare
haven for the city's homeless and vulnerably housed for much longer.
"There's been one young man who has
been living in the park for over eight
months while he's waiting to find suitable
housing," Audrey Siegl (her Musqueam
name is sχɬemtəna:t) told me last week.
Siegl, a former resident of Strathcona
whose family has lived in and around
the Downtown Eastside for three generations, stood in solidarity with the homeless campers in the tent city because she
knows what it is to struggle for something
as basic as a secure roof over one's head.
For 20 years, Siegl was on a waiting
list for affordable rental housing on the
Musqueam reserve near the University of
British Columbia. "I only moved a year and
a half ago," she says. "My mother was on
the waiting list for four decades to come
home… a lot of people want to be homed
here on the Musqueam reserve, but there's
no room because this postage-sized piece
of land that we were corralled onto cannot accommodate our growing numbers."
Facing a legacy of colonial violence,
the First Nations community is egregiously
over-represented in Vancouver's homeless
population. About 30 percent of the city's
homeless self-identify as Aboriginal, but
Aboriginal citizens comprise only two per
cent of Vancouver's total population.
"This is what has prompted me to use

my voice [in the tent city protests]," Siegl
says. "The people who are living in the
park, not only are they human beings, but
they deserve to be treated with dignity and
respect. They deserve to be considered."
These are ongoing struggles, Siegl says,
that she has faced her whole life. "I've
never felt worthy. I've always questioned
whether I even deserve to exist," she says.
"And why is that every person that I've
talked to, every First Nations person that
I speak to when this topic comes up and
when I share my personal feelings and experiences, they feel the exact same way.
How is that possible?"
The housing future for the approximately 30 homeless campers in this
summer's Oppenheimer tent city was unknown by press time. But in the wake of
other tent city action at the same park
in 2008, BC Housing re-located 35 campers from an Oppenheimer Park tent city
to single-room occupancy hotel accommodations. The move followed weeks of
widely publicized protests against police
ticketing people sleeping in the park.
Critics, at the time, said such ticketing
unfairly punished people who were already out of other options.
The 2008 tent city residents moved to
rooms in the Marble Arch, Arco, and Gastown hotels. Today, it's common knowledge
that many of the Downtown Eastside's single-room occupancy hotels rent at rates
out of reach for people receiving income
assistance or disability benefits.
In a municipal election year where May-

or Gregor Robertson,
a mayor who won the
2008 Vancouver election on a campaign to
end homelessness by
2015, we can expect
to see more questions raised by housing advocates about
how the mayor will
achieve his goal when
close to 2,000 Vancouverites are sleeping on the streets,
according to the
2014 homeless count,
widely understood to
be an undercount.
"In the year of
truth and reconciliation, this is how the
weakest of the weak,
the most still effected by 500 years of
history, most recently
in residential schools,
this is how they are
treated?" Siegl asks.
"There's a complete
incongruency be tween the words that
are put out there and
the actions that are
being taken."
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Once Upon a Crime
By Corey Edwards, Volunteer

There was a place called Wall Street once upon a crime,
Where men counted billions like the poor count dimes,
Ostentatious wealth was the order of the day,
And the men there bulldozed the regulations in their way,
The problem started when the planes took down the towers,
But even before then things were starting to go sour,
A steep decline was precipitated and this spelled trouble,
And they were already reeling from the dot com bubble,
Which like all the rest in the end only burst,
But those in power didn’t feel like they were cursed,
Interest rates were cut to the lowest they had been in years,
The principal reason was to alleviate financial fears,
The rates remained low and many decided to go in debt,
And the speculators decided to harvest all they could get,
Some lucid minds saw the danger but they were only mocked,
The train was on it’s course cause the brakes had been unlocked
Now with the country under attack or at least so it seemed,
Many decided to invest in the American dream,
The government threw promises like dog owners throw bones,
If you could sign the dotted line then you could get a loan,
Many got a mortgage forgetting about leasing,
And the prices of houses were steadily increasing,
Home equity loans were signed to those wilfully blind
To the fact that situation would turn out far from fine,
They had no money to spend but that didn’t stop ‘em
They had NINA loans: no income, no assets, no problem,
But the problem didn’t end there as the President made a pact,
That ensured homes courtesy of Fannie Mae and Freddie Mac,
The big banks weren’t worried they could lay back and chill,
‘Cause if things went bad the government would foot the bill,
Big banks packaged these loans and sold them as securities,
And these were bought like drugs devoid of impurities,
These were sold across the world from Norway to C0hina,
Did their triple A rating play a role? I would say kinda,
It seemed like a sure bet that housing prices would rise,
And that these products would sell like burgers and fries,
But when the interest rates rose and housing prices dropped,
This perpetual free-wheeling inevitably stopped,
Then the banks decided to up and call the cops,
And people were put on the pavement wearing their flip flops,
And when the crisis hit her, Wall street got the jitters,
And companies like Lehman Brothers got fried like fritters,
It seemed everywhere you looked the Great Depression loomed,
And the experts told us that we were all quite doomed,
The government then decided to bailout the banks,
With monumental amounts of cash but did they even say thanks?
Then the automotive sector’s had problems that grew,
And what does the President do? He gives them cash too,
Just so you don’t think that I’m talking about pennies in wells,
I’m talking more dollars than humans have brain cells,
Now it’s a worldwide crisis, not just for the Yankee,
But it’s a positive outlook drawn up by Ben Bernanke,
Then there was a new President elected to clean up this mess,
And he decides to not give bankers too much stress,
Though his rhetoric is that there will be no more fat cats,
The people get screwed, he just supplies the jimmy hats,
But in the end what can he do besides listen to people,
Who got rich on that street indulging in greed and evil,
In the end the traders rule, the President is just a puppy,
And the government is inches from bankruptcy,
So in conclusion I think we live lavish on borrowed time,
And this is due in part to Wall Street once upon a crime.
Edwards was homelessness in Montreal for a year
and lives with shizoaffective disorder to this
day. He has acquired subsidized housing in Trois
Rivières, Quebec and is pursuing his first book.
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A Letter of sincere
Love to My beloved
Planet Earth and
Universe
Dear Beloved Earth:
How I’ve loved you over my entire lifetime and for eternity, you
have melted into my soul and spirit and I have done the same thing
into yours. With deep tears I hold
back the pain I and all of humanity have caused you whether consciously or unconsciously. Please
forgive me for my ignorance and
lack of maturity. Your beauty is
simply sublime and no one can be
compared to you. I am lost without words every time I look at
the star, the moon, the sky, the
oceans, the trees, and your beauty
goes beyond these mere words I
express to you today and forever.
No one on this entire planet will
ever take your place and my love
for you will live on for eternity. I
express these mere words of gratitude to you forever. Even though
I feel there not equally enough
for all in which you have given
me through this lifetime but it is
equally Important that I let you
know in my heart today and for
eternity is where your captivating beauty shall dwell, overflowing with deep springs of gratitude,
joy, awe, and sincere eternal love
for you.
Your tireless efforts of resilience and rejuvenation inspire me
in knowing that this wonderful
thing call love is as endless as you
my dear beloved planet to whom l
love with sincere love always!
By Cynthia Mewborn
Vendor, C=mb2

A Blade of Grass
By Robert Warren, Vendor

For blade of grass coming from the Earth
For the cow what is it worth
Oh, just to be part of the chain
But how would it work without any rain
Wet grass is the best of foods
Say can you tell by the goats wiggling of his tail
For the birds love of the grass seeds
And how would it be if you were an oak tree
Tall and strong
With no grass to catch your leaves
As they fall
Sounds right to me
No shoes on my feet
As the grass touches my toes
For no one knows
Just how old that blade of grass could be
Living under the old oak tree
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BACK TO NATURE

This Place

By Roberta Bear, Vendor
I came to this place feeling alone and sad. I felt I was a bad
person and I did not want anyone to know how I felt. But with
surprise, when people greeted me it was with understanding and
openness and not judgment. With each passing day, I have found
strength and hope and joy. That you have helped me let go, face
my fears, fears that have closed me off from the world around me,
I just want to say this is a gift from my higher power and I want
to say thank you.

Reign-Bow

By Sasha Williams, Vendor
Red
Blood & Pain
Orange
Bold & Strange
Yellow
Bright & Sane
Green
Brains & Gain
Blue
Bang & Refrain
Purple
Burst & Remain

All illustrators featured
here attend Street Sense’s
Illustrator’s Workshop.
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By Chino Dean, Vendor
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OPINION

Street Sense

By Barron Hall, Vendor
In the name of God, gracious and merciful, I feel
so thankful to be a part of
an organization that gives
me the chance to express
the truth as I know it and
live it as a black Native American. I might
be poor but through the grace of God, I’m
free. I am a black Native American, not
African American.

People all over the world are at war
because of poverty. The problems that we
are facing are mostly because of leadership. We have people that are in charge
who don’t fear God. They don’t put God in
charge. Or First. God’s word say’s beware
of evil principalities in high places. There
is enough food and space for everybody
and everything on earth.
May God have mercy on us all.

The Apocaplyptic Vision of a Jihadist
By Jeffery Mcneil, Vendor

I’m not a warmonger, however I’m
no peacenik or dove. When you see the
events that are going on in the Middle
East, with the indiscriminate killing of
Christians, it makes you question the concept of internationalism, multiculturalism
and political correctness.
Multiculturalism, the belief that all cultures can coexist, was perceived to be the
answer to social conflicts around the globe.
As we see what’s going on in the Ukraine,
along with the rise of far-right extremists
such as Geert Wilders in Holland and Marine Le Pen in France as well as the sectarian conflicts in the Middle East and Africa
it’s obvious people don’t want to coexist
with each other. What they want is their
own tribes,cultures and identities.
The reason why religions such as
Christianity and Islam are different than
ideologies such as liberalism and humanitarianism is that religion makes distinctions between good and evil while the
egalitarian ideologies are utopian in their
belief that evil can coexist with good.
Still, distinctions must be made between those who are wicked and those
who are barbaric. Bullies are not barbarians, they’re basically cowards that
repress weaker people until they rise up
and fight back.
I consider Vladimir Putin a bully. Bullies
run roughshod over people who are unwilling to confront them. Although Putin
acts irrationally and aggressively, there is
a method to his madness. Like a master
chess player, he attacks when he sees
weakness and he sees President Obama
as weak. With people such as Putin it’s
foolhardy to negotiate or persuade: he
sees reason as a sign of weakness . Bullies
such as Putin understand one language; a
busted lip or a black eye.
Putin has been playing President Obama
and NATO for what they are; chumps! He
is exposing them as an elitist group of internationalists that have zero influence
in stopping or protecting the world from
dictators and tyrants. Although Putin is
terrible he can be manhandled by being
unpredictable, reckless and willing to
drop the bomb if need be. Tyrants didn’t
mess with President Ronald Reagan be-

cause they thought he was crazy enough
to drop a nuclear bomb on them.
The reason why it appears tyrants are
running wild is because they see Obama as
soft and reluctant to pull the trigger and
unleash the greatest military in the world.
While I believe Putin can be handled
with a pimp slap, Abu Bakr al-Baghdadi
the leader of (ISIS) Islamic State of Iraq
and Syria, and his group of thugs, need
to be targeted for extinction. They are
the greatest threat to world stability
since Hitler.
Make no mistake President Obama
has more than his legacy on the line. He
only has two options; bomb them while
they’re a loose group of jihadists or deal
with them when they have controlled the
Middle East and infected the region with
their brand of jihadi justice.
Their vision is apocalyptic; they want to
annihilate all things Western and a return
to a civilization where the Caliph reigns
supreme. What these jihadists want is not
coexistence, a homeland or Islamic state.
They have declared war on not only the
Great Infidels of the west but also have
rejected all things western.
Jihadists believe civilization is in decline because of Western influence. They
believe they are fulfilling a prophecy
when they execute Christians and behead
American journalists. They believe they
are righting the wrongs of history. they
believe to regain their glory , Muslims
need to return to prophet Muhammad’s
original vision of a unified political community centered around the ethnic Arabs
who originally founded it. That is known
as the Caliphate.
To fulfill this this apocalyptic viewpoint of Islam, they believe all Muslims
should join together either by conversion or force. They believe Sharia law
needs to be followed in its entirety and
all non believers as well as dissenters
should be exterminated.
This conversation is unpleasant and
calls for military action will offend people. However, Americans needs to get
out of their trance and wake up! Sides
have to be chosen, like it or not they have
declared war on us.

Citizens Denied
By George Brown, Vendor

Is this a nation’s new slavery? That the
poor, homeless, and hungry have to go
through so much in order to get respect?
Are we not deeply rooted in this society
also? Why must we be treated like outcasts
in one of the richest societies in the world?
We are American people who have the right
to be heard as well as the next American.
So why are the poor and homeless being
treated in such a manner? Are we homeless people not free citizens? I have very
few privileges at some places. When we
walk into stores, parks, churches, libraries and government buildings, the people
that have oversight for these places often
don’t have the skills or the tolerance toward homeless people and the situation
we are in.
This discussion is to let some other people know something about the treatment
toward the homeless as well as the poor
in this city of DC, one of the richest in the
nation. Some of the institutions here in the
city seem to have an all-out attack on the
poor and homeless. The way they are being
pushed, it’s like open field day.

So why are we being treated like this?
Some of the people in these positions have
no compassion for homeless because they
think we are all sick on drugs or alcohol.
But we are not. You see we don’t have the
representation and that’s always a problem
for the homeless, the poor and the hungry.
So when we come in certain establishments
we are greeted as trouble.
We, as homeless human beings, have
enough pressure; we are not trying to make
it worse by asking for help. We are getting
the worst from the people who are supposed to uphold and represent these establishments. We don’t have anyplace to
go so guess what, we are still with you. No
matter what you take out on us because
we are struggling, we will not give up. Just
trying to talk to us, and in a manner of
respect so we can listen. Everybody makes
mistakes. Please don’t target us.
We are homeless. Not hopeless. There
is no need to cry wolf, when there are no
wolves around. Don’t look down on your
own; one day you just might need that
hand you turned away from.

It’s Our Body; Why Should Anyone Care?
By Ashley McKinley, Vendor

Why are politicians
so worried about what
a woman does with her
body? A judge in the state
of Louisiana recently wanted to close all five abortion clinics. Doctors will have to perform
their abortions at local hospitals instead
of regular clinics. We, as women, should

have the opportunity to choose where we
want to obtain these procedures. Why are
all these politicians trying to strip us of
all our rights? As of right now, clinics can
perform abortions and protect us from being stripped of our rights. As I stated in
previous articles, I’m pro-choice and the
government shouldn’t worry about what
we do with our bodies.

Unarmed Teen Killed by Police in St. Louis
By Lester Benjamin, Vendor

My condolences to the
family of the teenage boy
killed by the police in St.
Louis. It’s extremely sad
when the police are allowed to murder, lie and
just do what they want. I have been
torched, harassed and lied to here in the
District of Columbia, and further, I cannot
do anything about it.

This is a cracked penal system and
something needs to be done. They rape,
murder and kill with no remorse and
nothing is ever done about the situation.
I would also like to thank Street Sense for
allowing the chance for me to express my
thoughts. A broken heart produces a false
understanding. Again, thank you Street
Sense for all that you continue to do for
me and the other vendors. God Bless!
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The Street Sense Writers’ Group is led by two writing professionals and
meets every Wednesday at 10:30 a.m. The group’s goal is to develop
ideas and collaborate on the next great issue of Street Sense.

Bad Mouth Words

MY KATRINA: Part 19

By Angie Whitehurst, Vendor

By Gerald Anderson, Vendor

One year ago, some of my customers
put their airline miles together and sent
me home to New Orleans for my birthday, which is September 7. I will never
forget their kindness and generosity.
Now for the latest installment!
PREVIOUSLY: KK, Calio, and I led the K9
squad with their dogs in their boat from
the Superdome to the projects. The guards
assure us we be safe and they be getting
us out of here. When they say how they
going to tie a rope around us and hoist us
up to the helicopter, we get quiet at the
thought of danglin’ from that rope—me,
KK, and Calio. I feel my eyes get big. But
the guards don’t say when they be coming
back to get us and I’m like, “This is takin’
too long, we gotta do something...”
At the projects, the K9 guards asked
how long we been there, and they wanted
to know did everyone have food and water. We admitted we did have food and
water. We wanted to be honest because
we wanted their help immediately.
The guards unchained their dogs and
they all headed out in their boat. An hour
later some National Guards arrive and
station themselves, one on each floor to
make sure no one leave the project. They
stay on the floor all night and watch us.
“Can’t go out for no reason,” they say.
Knowing a better security watchin’
them, the people be feeling more relaxed:
mamas swayin’ with little bitty babies in
they arms, up-age kids riding them big
wheel trikes up and down the long balcony, girls playing with their little baby
dolls. The guards telling them, “Y’all be
gettin’ out soon.”
We start to feel so comfortable with
the guards, and they talk to us about different things. They askin’ us, “What made
y’all stay? Why didn’t y’all leave?”
And we all askin’ them where they been
sending people to, how many people in
the Superdome, how many people they
rescue, how did they get ‘em out?
We asked where they gonna send us.
They say they gonna send us to the convention center. We didn’t know yet that
we was gonna be leaving New Orleans.
I told the guard I didn’t have no insulin.
I’m a diabetic, and I ain’t had no medicine
ever since I just got out of jail a few weeks
before Katrina hit. It was havin’ me feelin’
kinda weak. My eyes feelin’ blurry too. But
I couldn’t just stay down; I had to survive.
During this period that they was watching over us, they came with all kind of
medical. They lined us up and took our
blood pressure and checked us up. All the
while, some people sayin’ what a hypocrite Bush was.
We had water coming out of the faucets, but the National Guard told us not to
drink it. Folks was using it to wash clothes

in buckets. Then they hang the clean, wet
laundry on open doors to their apartments
and on kitchen on cabinet doors.
All me, KK, and Calio wanna do is go
out, but we couldn’t. It make you more
fearful about goin’ out when the National
Guard tell you “Don’t go!”
Right there I got real nervous. We ain’t
got no power, couldn’t see anything, and
now we constantly hear “Don’t go out!”
They make me think all kind of things in
my mind, like maybe people from overseas
be sneakin’ in the country to blow us up.
The whole thing had us all on tippy toes.
We begin playing cards and domino all
day, trying to get our minds off feeling
trapped. All we can hear is BRRRR, BRRR.
Helicopters. Bunches of them over our
heads, like flocks of eagles, and you don’t
know where they going.
I ask one National Guard, “Sir, can you
please be honest with me? How long they
say we gonna be here?”
He stated back, “There’s a lot of y’all
here. It ain’t like we can just take you and
be gone. We gotta make sure ya’ll eat, get
medical care and all that. Y’all gonna be
all right.”
They be talkin’ and laughin’ with the
kids as well as with the grownups. They

play dominoes and cards with us. They
let us know they trapped just like we was
trapped, but they also let us know we be
all right.
When the guard walk up and down the
balcony, the senior citizens tellin’ him the
last time they had some medicine.
Finally a Red Cross crew people came
off the boat, like twenty of them, wearing white vests with the little red cross
on them. Several medics wore hard hats.
They spread out four or five to a floor, and
really help us with our medical and also
saying we would get away safely.
After what seemed like months, I got
up and heard birds for the first time since
the storm began. The sky was brighter
too. At first I thought I was dreaming.
I got up off my cot on the balcony and
looked out. Below, as far as I could see,
military trucks had lined up, blowing their
horns. Wonk, Wonk.
After I wake up good, I heard people
hollerin’, “Yeah! Yeah!” with thumbs up.
“About time!” some was sayin’; others
was cursin’ Bush out.
That’s when I told KK, “This must be
our ball call, our final day!”
But once again, I misjudged.
(to be continued)

He shot me with his words.
The facetious deeds followed.

ing on. She went and got me some heroin
and BOOM! In an instant, I felt like a million dollars again.
The feeling was short-lived and there I
was again with my body fluids pouring out
of me. I had no thought at all about my
future—I was just trying to get the heroin
monkey off my back. But it grabs you just
like I was the prostitute and it was the
pimp. At least I never did resort to prostitution, though this was no better as far
as being controlled by an outside force.
So there I was in jail in California, suffering withdrawal with chills, sweats,
diarrhea, the shakes, all that. I had no
way to get heroin and they didn’t give me
nothin’; they just throw you in the hole.
I was like this for three days and after
you go through the withdrawal, you are
real weak and you have to have someone
help you get into the shower and clean
the vomit off yourself, and it takes all
your effort to eat so you can get your
strength back.
After three or four days you are back to
normal and start thinking about the time
you are going to serve. You think about
the heroin high but also think you could do
without it. Still, you know when you get
out, you will get back to shooting up and
go through the same thing all over again.

The authorities sent me back East to
DC. Marshals accompanied me onto the
plane. Since it’s against the law to handcuff you on the flight, they told me if I
try to run they were going to shoot me in
my tracks.
Because I was flying with the marshals,
and the plane was overbooked, we sat in
first class.
The stewardess came around asking
what we wanted to drink. Now, I had
never drunk in my life, because my father
died of cirrhosis of the liver when I was
sixteen. But I said I want a rum and Coke,
double shot and the marshal said, “You
can’t have alcohol.”
I told him, “If you don’t let me have
alcohol, I am going to act like a natural
clown around all these important VIPs in
first class.”
They turned red as beets; they didn’t
know what to do since there were all
these important people around. The marshal told the stewardess, “Give it to her.”
And that’s when I told him, “I was just
playing. I don’t drink,” and we just bust
out laughing.
But soon things got serious. We landed
in DC, and they immediately clamped on
the handcuffs and locked me in a jail cell.
(to be continued)

I felt bad.
I felt dead.
Hung head dropped,
Not for what i did or said
But for WHAT was said.
Without discussion, detente, or peace,
Condemned by an unknown, self-ordained
ranty whim,
a misled, misinformed sociopath
or maybe the INSANE.
Do not offend;
prepare and ready the time
to defend.
Don’t lose your cool,
the top regulator of one’s world.
Wait to get the smiling Cheshire Cat
with truth and logic.
That’ll warm up his cool
and make him not so fast
to fire again with the
Big Bad Bully Mouth;
not a brain,
only the Primal Tool.
(Moral: If you do not have anything
nice to say, don’t say it).

LIVING IN VEIN: Part 2
By Veda Simpson, Vendor

PREVIOUSLY: My heroin use started when
I was 12, and eventually collapsed all my
veins. To support my habit, I became an
expert at forging checks. Wanted from
New York to Florida, I escaped the East
Coast, where I had been living and flew
to California where my brother was in the
Coast Guard. One afternoon I was driving
my brother’s car and the police stopped
me because a tail light was out; they ran
a check, learned my history and locked me
up. Immediately, I became so sick, suffering withdrawal without heroin...
I’d come from a good family and graduated from high school. I passed both the
police and post office tests. I chose the
post office, where I worked as a clerk,
sorting the mail. I knew I had a good job,
but I was just looking to have fun, not
have something tie me down like that.
I thought taking heroin would be like
having fun for a minute and then walking
away. But with heroin you can’t walk away.
Once it gets a hold of you, it owns you.
But I was having a good time, until
one morning I woke up throwing up and
having diarrhea, chills, sweats, all of it.
I couldn’t get up. I felt like I would die.
I was eighteen and I really didn’t know
what was going on until a friend of mine
came over and she told me what was go-
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VENDOR WRITING

By John “Mick” Matthews
Vendor

PREVIOUSLY: Over dinner, the mysterious
Bowler Hat (aka Mr. Smythe) shows Bill
an autopsy report and suggests Bill’s late
friend Frank may have been poisoned by
the Masons. Then the conversation is interrupted when Angel, the waitress reenters their private dining room. Bowler
Hat gives her a one hundred dollar bill
as a tip....
“We were talking about Frank’s death,”
I interjected, not wanting to get distracted from the reason I was there, not
to mention that I didn’t want to appear
sucked into Smythe’s wealth, “You really
want me to believe that he was poisoned
by the Masons?”
“Whether you believe it or not, the evidence is right in front of you,” he replied
calmly. “In black and white, signed by
the city’s Medical Examiner, and properly

sealed as well.”
“So let me ask you this. Why?”
“Well,” he began. “You see Frank was
essentially some kind of social experiment
that they were conducting, to see what a
man with nothing would do if he was given
the resources to drag himself out of poverty. Instead, he wasted the gifts he was
given on alcohol and narcotic pills. Over
time, the Masons got so disgusted with

him that they pulled the plug on their experiment, exactly how scientists who do
animals testings euthanize their test subjects when they are finished with them.”
“So you are saying that Frank was nothing but a guinea pig to them?” I asked incredulously, “a freaking monkey?”
“That’s exactly what I’m saying,”
Smythe replied, “But more than that, Bill,
that’s all you are to them.”
My jaw almost hit the floor with that
one. Just the insinuation of it made me
want to take the chair I was sitting in and
smack him upside the head with it. Oh, any
doubt that the man sitting across from me
was the Antichrist was completely erased
at that point. I knew something he didn’t
know. My best friend, hell, the woman I
loved more than life itself was part of an
organization with far reaching connections
to the Masons. No way in hell would Kittie

led me down a primrose path to my death.
We’d been through too much together,
watched each other’s backs through some
pretty hairy circumstances, and talked
each other through more, shall we say
“psyche” moments that I could count on a
hundred fingers and toes. No way in heaven
or hell that she’d be involved with anyone
who’d use, abuse, and dispose of me the
way that Smythe just described.
But I kept my poker face on, and kept
the hatred that was beginning to foment
within me in check. I had a game to play
and I was up against a master. I remembered my reason for being here, to play
the player like a violin. Instead of beating
him to win an inch of his life, all I did was
say, “You do know I’m not gonna go out
like that, right?”
(to be continued)

Ugly is a State of Mind
By Jacqueline Turner, Vendor
By Chris Shaw, “Cowboy Poet” Episode 16b

WANDERING BOY
Skipper was inhaling some baby blue
cotton candy at the carnival, and suddenly--“Oh my God! Where the Hell have you
disppeared to, Billy?”
Billy Luck was ambling up Seventh,
when a thrown Bowie knife warned him
Ferret was near.
It THWACKED!! into the rotting doorframe of the massive abandoned Furniture
Dome at Seventh and Eye. He stared at the
vibrating blade, then lunged at its thrower,
hurling hgim to the pitted granite kerb.
A few minutes hence, Billy stood before his beloved Reverend at the Mission
of Last Resort.
“Rev,” he gulped, “You are in a
passel of danger. I b’lieve I know
who’s behind it.”|
Rand chugged brown ‘smoke’
from his bag, then exhaled.
“Ahh, my boy, the Lord’s wisdom
no doubt..It’s the little ‘Weasel,’
am I right?”-“Ferret is who you want to say,
sir,” retorted Billy in soft compassionate tones.
At that moment Billy practically ‘sighted’ Skipper’s anxious
and lovely face, scanning the
brokenSeventh Street skyline for
his missing self. “L-look, I’m so
dang confuseed.. It is the husband of thewoman I’ve met, oh
Jeez-“--Jesus understands I am
sure, Billy...”
“Well, he--he is way high up
in this town, I mean political

c’nnections, and I’m on the hook with
his WIFE!!---”
Rand passed him the whiskey pint with
empathy. “Here, have some, you’ll feelless over-wrought..”
Billy took a huge pull, then staggered,
then flew out the side door of the tiny
rectory.Out on New York Avenue, he stumbled among the mendicants, and warbled
with brio,“Oh what a beau-yoo-ti-full
Mornin, Oh What a Bea-Yoo-ti-full day, I
Got a Be-Yoo-Tiful Feeling,
EVERYTHING’S GOIN’ MY--WAYY!!!”
(to be continued)

Most people think of ugly as an offense to the eye. Something unpleasant
to look at. It can also be a feeling. Unwanted or unpleasant.
When God said to Adam ‘name the animals and plants’, people took it to the
next level. People started naming everything, with a label for all. This one is psycho; that one is schizo. She is to fat, she
is too small, that one is too white, that
one too bright. Everyone must conform.
People are slow to speak up because
they don’t want to be seen as different.
The funny thing is that no two people are
alike. This is the ugly part of the emotion
of the people of the world. There is also
forced ugly – like living in a place full of
bugs and mice – or where there is always
gun play and malnutrition. It is hard to
believe somewhere there is a twelve year
old doing heroin or a three year old getting shot. Read the papers, please!
People struggle to live from day to day.
Then they have a problem with the people
who are different. So here come the la-

By Levester Green,Vendor

ANGST2ANGER
You are now in the zone known as danger! Dynamite! You didn't write but everything is going to be alright and it's just
going to have to be. Why don't we share a
key with a Cherokee by the name of Tiffany. I offered her a sack of nuts & seeds
so it's sown. I guess well have to be off
on our own. Here's to hoping it gets to
be full grown to Full Glory to tell the full
story. Tell Mr. Malka V. he don't have to
worry...my ex~stacy is sexy 2 me!

bels: homo, ugmo, blacko, ho. This is an
ugly world in which people don’t want to
think of depression, or be unable to cope
and it doesn’t matter who you are or what
your names is. Robin Williams or the man
sitting in the park. Or the woman in the
White House. Ugly. Ugly. Ugly.

The Memories of the
Righting of Wrongs
By Debbie Brantley, Vendor

You have to try to live your life right
to be the best you can be. You have to
agree to the terms imposed. You have to
try to make yourself happy, so others can
be happy with you.
How are you going to fight us? And why
don’t you just go away, said the judge.
You don’t have to find anybody worthwhile. You don’t have to worry about the
problems that people have. People are
against you like a cow with twin fangs.
I do not like these people.

ANGER!
So much anger circling above like a
buzzard to eat at the soul of any man
who becomes it's prey like meat pecking
continuously like the tick of a time bomb,
irritatingly so that it won't be too much
longer...Err! In an eruptive fashion, Anger
consumes & blames it on passion or perhaps the full moon! Mad, upset, peeved,&
irate can all claim kin but it's Anger in
the middle that's the real kingpin! Now
it hasn't been long since Anger last ate &
if it continues at it's current rate, it will
develop into full fledged hate.
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Sin

The Mountain Top

Who sins?
We all sin…
Sin with our tongues
The noise that escapes from our lungs
The thoughts that manifest into sound
Things that are not heaven bound

The one thing that I do regularly, in
the morning, is pray to the Lord and the
Father for giving me another blessed day
of my life, and that means a lot to me,
because I have trust in God. Putting your
trust in God can lead you to the mountain
top in Heaven. So give him praise.
Since I have been working with Street
Sense I have met a lot of religious people
as well as people who attend the church
that I also attend. I will tell you this, my
people, I have not met so many, in such a
short time, since I have been with Street
Sense. This is something that I want to
continue to do and get more involved in
because I love to sell and advertise and I
think it is a good experience.
I have also received a lot of job offers
and learned of places that will shelter
me from the streets, where I am tired of
living. So what I do is keep my trust and
faith in God the Father, to keep going and
stay strong. So as I come to the end of my
days, I hope that I make it to that beautiful mountain top in Heaven. So, people,
keep your trust in God the Father because
he loves you very dearly. God bless.

by Larry Garner, Vendor

We use people
People use us
All of this creates feelings of mistrust
Mistrust turns to anger
Anger turns to hatred
We judge one another
When we should try to relate
Your sin is not better than mine
Your smile just hides all of your lies
Life is filled with lost lust
Sweaty nights filled with musk
Who sins?
We all sin…
Instead of condemning each other
We should ask for forgiveness,
and begin again

By Charles Davis, Vendor

Joan Alexandra Rosenberg
By Veda Simpson, Vendor

Thank You for the Opportunity
By Aida Basnight, Vendor

Joan Alexandra Rosenberg born on 6/8/33
died on 9/4/14 and
known by her stage
name Joan Rivers could
never stop working. Her
delivery was like an automatic sprinkler;
fast, relentless, and sometimes prone to
stick. No one transformed bad times into
comedy like Joan Rivers did, who kept
audiences laughing through a 50 year
career that included bankruptcy, get-

ting banned from the Tonight Show, and
having her husband commit suicide. She
even built a standup routine caring for
a handicapped boyfriend.
“I lived for 8 years with a man with one
leg,” she told her audience in the 2012
standup special, “Don’t start with me, he
lost his leg in World War II… He didn’t lose
it, he knew exactly where he left it.”
That’s Joan Rivers. We love you and we
are gonna miss you. Rest in peace.

The Story of Bernard Dean: Part 4
By Chino Dean, Vendor

IN THE THIRD PART of
this story, I described
how while growing up,
Be rn ie D e a n , Jr. w a s
asked to leave his Little
League Football team
supposedly because his telekinesis powers
endangered the other players. Still, he
found ways to excel in sports and in life...
Since he attended Catholic school,
most of his sport friends were in different
schools. In Catholic school, they refused
him track and basketball but luckily, in
7th grade, during the third marking period, he went to public school to play soccer and run track. He raced against Jesse
Owens, Jr. from a different school and
Carl Lewis III was on his team. At first both

Jesse and Carl were against Bernie but
things changed with Carl when he was told
Bernie wouldn’t attend St. Peter’s High
School. After Bernie got a scholarship, he
began making plans to re-enter Catholic school afterall but Carl’s people and
Jesse’s people told the high school not to
allow him to attend. Bernie’s speed did
not help him. He had the fastest leg in
the history of track and beat both Jesse
and Carl by 2 seconds in the 50 meter and
blew them out in the 800 meter/four man
relay. Bernie took his rejection by the
Catholic school very hard. He suspected
a plot was behind it. Still he hoped to
throw the saving pitch for America; fair,
impartial and non-racial America.

I just want to give a
shout out to Capital Area
Asset Builders (CAAB)
and Mr. Peterson, to say
thank you for giving me
the opportunity to work
for the nonprofit organization as an office
manager. It was a pleasure and I learned
plenty of skills while working for CAAB. I
will continue to pass the word on what a
great nonprofit organization CAAB is and
how it has helped change people’s lives.
Without the help of CAAB, many people
might only dream of becoming first time
homebuyers, going back school and obtaining a bachelor’s degree, or starting a
business. I’ve met quite a few happy and
successful CAAB participants who were
able to make such dreams come true and
now own homes or successful businesses.
Some nonprofits provide better opportunities and skills than others and there is a
special need for organizations that serve
people without GEDs or college degrees
by offering them incentives to move on
and better their lives. Additionally, I want
to give a thank you to my loyal customers, who after not seeing me selling Street
Sense for five months welcomed me back.
I have always made a point in my life as to
not question why my loving God did this or
that in my life. I just continue to be me
and continue to believe that I am a loving
and a good person to others and walk the

journey that God has planned for me since
the day I was born. I still haven’t given up
to looking for a 40-hour work week.

Not Myself

By Elizabeth Bryant, Vendor
I have not been myself lately. I have pain
in my arms and left leg.
The doctor told me to
take Ibuprofen every
four hours, but each dose
seems to only last for about two of those. I
am supposed to see a specialist at Washington Hospital Center in the middle of next
month. I hope that person can help me.
I start back to school on Sept. 15th, and
I can’t wait. I’ve been doing well at the
Academy of Hope. But my hands hurt so
bad. It hurts to write this article! I hope
this does not interfere with school.
It’s good to be back to work at Street
Sense, too. I was out for about a month. I
like my job, but after a while it hurts too
much to hold up the papers. I went to an
acupuncture specialist and felt a lot better for a while. I am waiting for her to call
back so I can try it again.
I’ve never gone through this before. I
know it will pass, or I will learn to deal
with it, because you’ve got to live life on
life’s terms. It’s good to be back!
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Service Spotlight: Street Sense Vendor Empowerment

COMMUNITY SERVICES

By Gwynette Smith
Vendor
Vendors have the opportunity to
come out to the Street Sense office
on Friday at 10:30 to help shape the
goals of a new organization called
FACE. The letters are an acronym for
Focus, Attitude, Commitment and
Excellence. This Street Sense-based
group is part of a larger organization called DC HOPE
that includes groups that advocate for affordable housing and public housing, job opportunities and mental
health issues.
So far, FACE, among other activities, has gone to
the Wilson building to the office of our city leaders
and lobbied about interests of the poor and homeless.
Some of the current problems that face the homeless are the criminalization of homelessness and the
violation of their civil rights. In some places, changes

in local laws have helped address these problems by
giving homeless people rights.
If you come out, you can learn what your rights
are and determine if any implementation or reform
is needed. The chairmen of FACE are Reggie Black and
Robert Warren.

Housing/Shelter

Clothing

Outreach

Transportation

Education

Legal Assistance

Food

Showers

Medical/Healthcare

Laundry

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

SHELTER HOTLINE:
1–800–535–7252

Academy of Hope: 269-6623
601 Edgewood St, NE		
aohdc.org

610-9600
2001 Mississippi Avenue, SE
covenanthousedc.org

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Catholic Charities: 772-4300
catholiccharitiesdc.org/gethelp

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

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

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

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)

Friendship Place: 364-1419
4713 Wisconsin Ave, NW		
friendshipplace.org

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

Community of Hope: 232-7356
communityofhopedc.org

Covenant House Washington:

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

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

Whitman-Walker Health
1701 14th St, NW | 745-7000
2301 MLK Jr. Ave, SE | 797-3567
whitman-walker.org

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

Subscribe to Street Sense
1 Year: $40
2 Years: $80
3 Years: $120
I want half of my purchase to
benefit a vendor directly
Vendor Name
Vendor Badge #
Name

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

Address
Phone

15

Grateful for Chest Pain
By Scott Lovell, Vendor
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After a great trip to Charlotte, North
Carolina, I came home after an 8 hour
bus ride.
My chest started to hurt so I went to
sleep. When I woke up my chest was still
hurting, so I called 911 because I didn’t
know what to do. Once the ambulance
arrived the doctors said that I needed to
go to the hospital. I asked them why and
they responded that my blood sugar level
was 397, so I went.
I believe that I had a good day with
my chest pain, because if I didn’t have
any signs of pain, I would not have called
911 and perhaps I may be dead by now.
A great amount of homeless people have
died from diabetes, mainly because they
don’t know they suffer from it. This is due
to their lack of health care.
I do have to point out that I am not a
diabetic, but that day my sugar level was
indeed very high.
Thank God for my pain.

Forum/Networking Event
Monday, September 22, 2014
06:30 pm - 08:30 pm

702 8th St. NW
Washington, DC 20068

streetsense.org/LessonsOfHope
This event is free. Light refreshments
will be served.
RSVP at forums@streetsense.org &
invite friends/family/contacts.
lessons of

street sense

New on the Job: My First Week Selling Sense
By Jerry Hickerson, Vendor

When I met Duane Foster, he told me
he was homeless and taking care of his
mother. He said being a Street Sense vendor helped him have some income. He
told me, “You can make money selling
papers too.”
He also told me that there are people,
who—even if they don’t buy the paper—
will give you some money to help you out.
He told me “It would be nice for you, a
way to keep money in your pocket.”
I thought it sounded like a good job. In
my previous job my boss was taking advantage of me. So I went to the Street
Sense office where I filled out an application. Reggie Black, a veteran vendor,
helped me and then took me out with
twenty papers to train me.
Wearing his license around his neck and
his green Street Sense vest, he stood on
the corner telling people about the paper
as they walked by. A lot people ignored
him, but some stopped to buy the paper.

He explained to me that that I will have
pay fifty cents for each paper, and whatever money I receive is for me to keep.
After that I went to Georgetown with
a stack of papers, and I felt nice about
earning my first twenty dollars. I continue
selling papers and feel comfortable with
my new job. I thank God who helped me
get this new job and I thank my customers for helping me out. I hope you enjoy
reading Street Sense.
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Remember, buy only from badged
vendors and do not give to those panhandling with

By Judson Williams
Vendor
With a nod to Bo Lozoff. My father is on
the left. He was a 90-Day Wonder, a second
lieutenant who served during World War II;
90-Day Wonders were college-trained officers who selected Reserve Officers Training
Corp (ROTC). “Hot-c, tot-c, we love rot-c.”
Their training was apparently 90 days of
immersion, practicing to be fleshed out in
war time. He graduated with a bachelor’s
degree in industrial arts from Virginia State
College for Negroes near Petersburg, Va.
A Mason, he was born in Philadelphia, the
last child. Both my father and my grandfather were outnumbered by females.
My grandfather is seated in the center.
If I asked to excuse myself, his response
would be “There’s no excuse for ya!” A
tough-loving Capricorn, he was a senior
deacon at the Monumental Baptist Church
in Philadelphia. I can still hear him - “Lord
help ya!” as he smoked his pipe filled with
premium tobacco. He was an auspicious
presence to me and legend has it that if
the Bishop of Rome visited the William’s
house on Saturday, he would have to attend Monumental on Sunday. Capricorns
are self-made individuals.

I am the last one, upper-right and
flanking grandfather’s left shoulder. I am
reminded by my siblings that my life is
parallel somewhat to my grandfather’s life
with important differences. When I grow
up I want to be a learner and share my
learning with others. I choose the word
learner as it is used by a Mountain drummer in George Leonard’s classic book “Mastery”. I am a Leo - the sign of the actor,
the king, the gambler, child who works his
heart out and plagiarizes “hence divine
right”. Everybody hates him because as we
decide to work, he desires to play.
My uncle was buried to the recitation by
cousin Hubert Williams of Paul Anka’s “My
Way” and while the US Marine Corps have a
Latin motto: “semper fidelis” which means
always faithful. The paratroops: US Army,
Airborne, Airborne- Rangers and Special
Forces (sneaky Petes) say “All the way!”
or “Nuts”. Once we said “Geronimo!” but
we realized it is offensive to the American
Indians and the tee shirts offends Homeland Security- if you don’t get it…
I shall exit with the words of a third
mentor: Thomas Barrett. “Be good, and if
you can’t be good be careful, if you can’t
be careful, don’t name it after me!”

one paper.
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