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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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Reggie Black
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continuing saga of
CCNV’s future.

How It Works

return of
8-9 The
vendor Number 1!

Each vendor functions as an independant contractor for Street
Sense. That means he or she reinvests in the organization with
every purchase.
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Piper Kerman, whose memoir
inspired the Netflix series “Orange is the New Black,” recently
led a discussion in Washington
about women in prison.

ADVERTISE
WITH US
streetsense.org/
advertise

@ STREETSENSE.ORG
A new issue comes out
every two weeks, but you
can stay connected to
Street Sense every day!

/streetsense

ADDRESS 1317 G Street, NW, Washington, DC 20005
PHONE 202.347.2006 FAX 202.347.2166
E-MAIL info@streetsense.org WEB StreetSense.org
BOARD OF DIRECTORS
Yebegashet Alemayehn, Margaret Chapman,
Kristal DeKleer. Max Gaujean, Heidi Keller, Robyn
Kerr, Reed Sandridge, Brad Scriber, Allison Sherry,
Michael Stoops

Street Sense publishes
the newspaper.

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

Street
Sense

Vendors buy the newspaper for 50 cents each.

&

25%
25% supports the production
costs at Street Sense.

11

The remainder of your
$2 donation directly
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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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a voluntary donation of $2.00, I
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Street Sense by any other means.
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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.
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NEWS

Budget Cuts to City’s Welfare
Program Affect Thousands
By Christy Ulmet
Editorial Intern

Nearly 13,000 children will be affected
by benefit cuts to the District’s Temporary Assistance for Needy Families (TANF)
program, warned DC City Council member
Jim Graham.
He spoke at a roundtable discussion
held to weigh the impact of a 41.7 percent reduction in benefits that went into
place Oct 1 for families who have received
welfare benefits for more than 60 months.
“This city is flush with cash right now; a
billion dollars plus in our checking and our
savings accounts, while we have to find
this small amount of money on the backs
of the poorest of this, our residents. And
that’s the whole calamity here,” noted
Graham, who chairs the council’s human
services committee.
The new benefit reductions are the latest in a series of scheduled cuts put into
place in 2011 as part of a city welfare reform initiative intended to move longterm
beneficiaries into training and jobs.
Yet thousands of families continue to
depend upon assistance from the District’s
family welfare program to put food on the
table and shoes on their feet, witnesses
testified Oct 3 in the quiet hearing room
at the John A. Wilson building Friday.
TANF provides temporary cash assistance to families with dependent children

when those families’ needs cannot be fully
met by the their own efforts, according
to the District of Columbia Department of
Human Services.
Graham challenged officials from the
city Department of Health and Human
Services, asking them to look ahead at
the effect the cuts would have on future generations.
“What message are we sending to
[these kids] when we’re not telling them
about how they have to survive? Are we
going to reap this in the future? Because
what we sow we shall reap. There will
be payback for every single one of these
dollars we’re taking away from this program,” Graham said.
The 25 percent cut in benefits for families who went over their 60 month limit
last year had a deep inpact, DC Assistant
Deputy Auditor Laura M. Hopman testified.
A study by the Office of the Auditor found
that affected families struggled to buy
necessities including clothing, school uniforms, and over-the-counter medications.
Another study found that at least 10
percent of the parents in the TANF program reported a behavioral or attitude
problem with their children that they believe came as a result of previous cuts.
Witnesses expressed concerns about how

Grateful Women Bid Goodbye to Rachael’s
By Hazel Martin, Editorial Intern

On Tuesday, September 30, Rachael’s
Women’s Center saw its last day.
For 35 years, the program provided everything from street outreach to showers
to safe housing to needy people in Northwest, Washington. The end came with a
flurry of emotions and activity.
Inside the old brownstone house at
1222th 11th St NW St on the final morning, some clients and staffmembers
rushed around, while others simply sat,
seemingly overwhelmed.
A group of women who called the program home stayed busy sorting out a last
influx of clothing donations while discussing where they were headed next.
Most said they were getting beds in
other shelters. As one client put it sadly,
“I’m going to another shelter, but it won’t
be as good.”
Around noon, Rachael’s held a “going
away” party- although in this case, nobody
actually wanted to “go away.” Regardless,
the women made the most of their last
day before they were forced to head off to
separate shelters, some wondering if they

would ever see each other again.
Over the years, Rachael’s served over
75,700 women in a variety of ways, while
simultaneously providing street outreach
services to over 22,700 men. In fact, a
number of Street Sense vendors have
also been clients of Rachael’s. The program served 1,057,879 meals, provided
162,750 showers, and washed 271,250
loads of laundry, in addition to distributing
millions of articles of clothing, providing
thousands of women with case management and counseling, providing thousands
of women with referrals to social services
and inpatient and outpatient substance
abuse treatment, and connecting thousands of women with benefits such as social security and disability income.
Rachael’s was unable to raise the necessary funding in order to keep its doors
open. Of the $135,000 goal, the Center’s
account on the crowdfunding site GoFundMe raised a meek $215 since opening
on August 14, 2014. The money was to be
used for debt and services.

the new reductions will affect children in
the program.
Graham opened up the floor inviting
mothers in the program, attorneys representing beneficiaries and others to speak.

“There will be payback for
every single one of these
dollars we’re taking away
from this program.”
-Jim Graham, Chairman of the
Council’s Committee on Human
Resources

Many of the witnesses described their
fears about the effect of the cuts. One
sentiment, echoed by many in the room,
was that the reductions could result in
an increased crime rate. Attorneys explained that as the weather cools off,
people might get desperate and turn to
stealing to provide for themselves and for
their families.
Chamil Bryant, mother of three, described
the financial situation in her household.

Her family has been on the TANF program for 11 years, well past the program’s
five-year limit. However, Bryant explained that she’s supposed to be exempt
from the changes because she is in an additional program, which represents those
with health restraints that limit their ability to work.
Bryant spoke of her struggle to pay
the bills and to provide for her children’s
needs, like tennis shoes.
She described how her cycle of struggles
has only gotten worse through the years.
“I don’t know how I’m going to get off
this hamster wheel. When I’ve tried in the
past to get a job, this [program] has cut me
off immediately. Before I’m able to even
contact them, they’re sending me a letter
already, saying, ‘Hey we’ve cut more than
half of your TANF,’” Bryant said.
With no end in sight to these cuts, the
future is unclear for the recipients of TANF.
The hearing was expected to be the
first of many in the days to come, as many
of the program’s beneficiaries were left
with questions by the end of the hearing.
“How am I going to raise my children
to be good citizens when we don’t even
have the money to barely buy toilet tissue, or get on the bus for that matter?”
Bryant asked.
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Saved From Living in the Streets

By Stephen Lilienthal
Volunteer
First comes the isolation. Then comes
the drug dependency. Then a stint in a
prison or mental institution. Then, too
often, homelessness.
Linda Meixner has seen the awful domino effect that begins with mental illness.
Luckily, Meixner is a development director at Woodley House. It is a program
created more than half a century ago to
help people with mental illness live normal productive lives in their communities.
“Just because you have a mental illness
does not mean you have to lose dignity
and respect,” says Meixner.
Woodley House got it’s start back in
1958. It was just one house back then,
one of America’s first “halfway houses”
founded by the late Joan Doniger, a researcher and occupational therapist who
worked to offer “choices” to people who
would otherwise languish for their entire
lives in mental hospitals.
Those were the very early days of
America’s deinstitutionalization movement. In the decades that followed,
driven by a recognition of the appalling
conditions in many state mental hospitals,
combined with a growing understanding
of mental illness, improved antipsychotic
medications and court decisions that recognized the legal rights of the mentally
ill, America deinstitionalized hundreds of
thousands of people.
Across the country, advocates such as
Doniger worked hard to set up community-based housing programs and clinics to
offer support to patients once they left
the hospitals.
However, there were never enough
places to meet the need. Thanks to fac-

tors ranging from inadequate federal and
local funding to neighborhood resistance,
the community-based safety net for people living with mental illness turned out to
be at best, highly imperfect.
Woodley House took root, though, and
has managed to flourish. Instead of a cell
in a prison or a bed in a mental ward, the
program offers “housing plus support,”
Meixner explains.
“We encourage people to take charge
of their own lives.”
The program operates group homes
including Valenti House in the District’s
Woodley Park neighborhood and Holly
House in the Shepherd Park neighborhood.
In these homes, former inmates and formerly homeless men and women coping
with mental illness get the support they
need in preparation to eventually live on
their own.
Woodley House also owns and leases
apartments in Northwest that house over
64 individuals “in recovery” who are participants in a Supported Independent Living (SIL) program.
Louis Crump, an ex-offender living with
mental illness, has only praise for the help
he has found from Woodley House and its
SIL program.
He admits when he first left prison he
was confused.
“I did not know who I was or how to
integrate into society.”
He received shelter for several years
with help from his core service provider,
Green Door, an organization that assists
people in recovery from mental illness by
providing treatment and other services.
Then Woodley House found Crump a slot
in its SIL program.
“If it wasn’t for Woodley House, I’d be on
the street looking for a bed,” admits Crump.

In addition to having a safe and stable home, Crump has received life skills
training at Woodley House. He has also
found camaraderie at weekly meetings
where he and other supported living
program participants are encouraged to
share thoughts about their lives, their
goals and challenges.
Like other participants, he continues to
receive mental health services from a core
service provider, in his case, Green Door.
This array of services has helped keep
participants out of mental hospitals, according to Woodley House. Before coming
to the program, more than two-thirds of
participants reported “multiple psychiatric hospitalizations” a survey conducted
by the organization found. After coming
to Woodley House nearly 90 percent of
those residents reported no psychiatric
hospitalizations.
Woodley House is less costly than institutionalization as well. Woodley House’s
services to clients cost between $30 to
$314 per day, depending on the program
and level of care. The per diem rate for
Saint Elizabeths, a psychiatric hospital in
Southeast, is $783.
Similarly, larger studies conducted
around the country have shown that
providing permanent supportive housing is cheaper than maintaining chronically homeless and mentally ill people
in a cycle of shelters, hospitals and jails.
Increasingly, local state and federal policymakers are sharing a recognition that
providing permanent supportive housing is
not only compassionate public policy, but
prudent and cost-effective too.
“Permanent supportive housing for individuals who are struggling with severe
mental health issues leads to improved
health outcomes and reduced costs,” says
Kate Coventry, a policy analyst with the

DC Fiscal Policy Institute.
Woodley House, with a program budget
of approximately $2.4 million per year,
draws roughly two-thirds of its funding
from government contracts. Client fees
represent over 20 percent. The rest comes
from grants and donations. On average,
300 people a year benefit from Woodley
House’s services.
But there are far more people in need
of services than there are slots in programs to serve them. A supportive housing
strategic plan developed by the DC Department of Behavioral Health estimates
that 40,000 people in the city have either
a “serious mental illness” or “serious and
persistent mental illness.”
“There is still a great need for more
permanent affordable housing,” acknowledges Steve Baron, director of the city’s
Department of Behavioral Health.
Currently, approximately 2,500 people
with mental illness are living in supported housing in the District, Baron notes in
an e-mail.
“[W]e continue to increase the number
-- Mayor (Vincent) Gray funded about 150
new housing subsidies in the in the FY ‘15
budget and more than 175 housing units
are slated for construction or renovation
in the next few years,” Baron says.
Crump knows he is one of the lucky
ones to have a place in a program designed to meet his needs.
“I’m thankful I have a place with
Woodley House,” he says.
He feels optimistic about his future. As
his visit with a reporter ends, he shows off
an array of sports team bracelets that he
makes. He learned the craft as therapy
but the work now helps to provide income, he says.
“I feel blessed,” said Crump.
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After Prison, Recapturing Lost
Years of Motherhood

Lashonia Etheridge-Bey sharing her story about motherhood while being in prison.
PHOTO BY CHRISTIE ULMET

Christie Ulmet
Editorial Intern
Three years after being released from
prison, Lashonia Etheridge-Bey sat in
a booth at a breakfast place, reminiscing on her relationship with her children
while she was behind bars. As she gave
her menu to the waiter, you could read
the names of her children etched forever
in ink on her arm: Charnal and Allante.
Rewind to the year 1993. After being
found guilty of a double homicide, the
young mother, just 19 years old, was given
a 20 to 60-year sentence.
The first thing on Lashonia EtheridgeBey’s mind wasn’t how old she was going
to be by the time she got out of prison; it
was how old her children would be.
Etheridge-Bey would spend the next 18
years in prison before being granted parole. Her children would grow to young
adulthood in the care of others.
Shortly after her sentencing, Etheridge-Bey’s mother, Shirley, took 10 monthold Allante home with her. Charnal, age
3, was in the care of her father.
The wildly popular television series “Orange is the New Black” has inspired conver-

sation and debate about the complexities
of life in women’s prison. The show is
based upon a memoir titled with the same
name by author and former inmate Piper
Kerman who recently came to Washington
to receive an award and lead a panel discussion sponsored by the Washington-based
think tank, The Constitution Project.
While “Orange is the New Black” explores race, gender, poverty, sexuality,
discrimination and the workings of the
criminal justice system, the emotional impact of the long term separation of mothers and children is only briefly touched on.
In one episode, a young inmate who
was pregnant while behind bars began to
go into labor. She was taken to the hospital just long enough to deliver the child,
but was not able to establish a real connection before she was back at the prison.
For Etheridge-Bey, and many other
female inmates, thoughts and worries
about absent sons and daughters are constant features of prison life.
For Etheridge-Bey, the first few years
of incarceration were the easiest because
she was imprisoned locally, and she was
able to see her kids whenever their caretakers could bring them by, which was a

few times a year.
Time brought her a whirlwind of new
challenges, though.
In the fifth year of her prison sentence,
Etheridge-Bey was transferred to Danbury
Federal Prison in Connecticut, the same
facility where Kerman served her sentence. The prison was a five-hour drive
from where Etheridge-Bey’s family lived in
Southeast Washington. She served the tail
end of her sentence at a prison in West
Virginia, even farther than Danbury. The
mother was unable to see her children except for once a year.
“The hardest part was when they had
to leave, ‘cause they had to literally pry
my daughter away from me when she was
younger. She used to holler and scream,”
Etheridge-Bey remembered.
She attributed the split in her family
unit to the fact that she was imprisoned
far from where she lived. Being able to see
her children helped Etheridge-Bey keep in
contact with them, but saying goodbye
never got easier for her, she said. Though
she sent letters to her children often, she
didn’t always get responses, so keeping in
touch consistently was difficult.
“I think it was kind of deceptive, be-

cause when you get visits and you get the
phone calls and you do the email letters,
you think that you have a relationship.
And so when you get home, you have
these unrealistic expectations that there’s
really something to build on, but that’s
kind of superficial in a way,” EtheridgeBey said.
When the children would celebrate
birthdays or other holidays, EtheridgeBey’s fellow inmates helped her make
gifts. Etheridge-Bey would buy a t-shirt
from the prison store, and her inmate
friends would draw on them so that she
could send her kids nice gifts from inside
prison. Her former inmate friends she had
made during her sentence helped keep
the days special for her kids by visiting
with them and helping them celebrate on
her behalf.
Etheridge-Bey was released on December 13, 2011, and she began trying to
mend her relationships with her children.
She quickly learned, though, that it was
going to be a long process.
“Adult children-mother relationships
are already hard, even if you haven’t been
away from them. They have their own
lives, and they have their own issues,”
Etheridge-Bey said.
After her release, Etheridge-Bey knew
from her own experiences that she wanted to help incarcerated mothers stay
connected to their children. She noticed
that many women had trouble reestablishing these connections in the past, so she
wanted to change that.

“No woman wants to
feel like a stranger to
her own children.”
While working with the District’s Office
of Returning Citizens Affairs (ORCA), Etheridge-Bey started a nonprofit called Women
Involved in Reentry Efforts, or W.I.R.E. The
nonprofit helped the children stay linked to
their mothers by doing things like sponsoring bus trips for the children to visits with
their mothers at the prisons.
Etheridge-Bey has become a voice for
many formerly incarcerated women, and
she is passionate about keeping mothers
connected with their families because
she’s been through what many of them
are struggling through.
“No woman wants to feel like a
stranger to her own children,” Etheridge-Bey said.
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Motel Families Asked to Move On
By Mary Otto
Editor-in-Chief
It was on the night of Wednesday, Oct.
1 that Keesha Curtis found the letter on
the bed in the motel room where she
and her six children have stayed since
last November.
Sent by the city’s Department of Human
Services, it was letting Curtis and other
homeless parents know that they and
their children were being moved from the
motel to the city’s main family shelter in
Southeast Washington.
The words “your personal belongings
should be packed and ready for transport
to DC General” jumped out at Curtis.
“They said a truck would be there to
take your things,” Curtis explained.
The note advised her to be packed
and ready to leave on Saturday, Oct. 4
at 8:00 am.
“It brought tears to my eyes,” said Curtis.
Life has not been easy for Curtis and
her children, sharing two beds at the Days
Inn, with its view of busy New York Ave
Northeast. But the place has been preferable to the car that served as a home of
last resort after Curtis was laid off from
her daycare job.
She has been busy rebuilding her life
since then. She is working steadily again
now, five days a week at a Montessori
school. She is also enrolled at the University of the District of Columbia where she
is studying early childhood education. In
between work and classes, Curtis ferries
her children to school events.
The note seemed to send her precarious schedule tumbling down around her
ears. She was booked Saturday, just like
every other day. What about her 9:30 AM
class? What about her son’s football game
that afternoon?
Curtis called her caseworker, then the
Washington Legal Clinic for the Homeless.

Around her in surrounding motel rooms,
other families were also trying to figure
out how the news would affect them.
Hundreds of families had been placed in
motels last winter after the 285 rooms at
DC General were full. On Oct. 1, a total of
126 families remained in motels, according to city figures.
“Hotel rooms will no longer be available as an overflow shelter location and
will be closed at 5:00 pm on your move
out date,” the note said.
A spokesperson from the Department
of Human Services offered little more
information.
“Families in hotels are being relocated
to DC General Family Shelter today, ”
wrote Dora Taylor in response to a reporter’s questions on Friday, Oct. 3.
There was fear about the sudden move,
said Ann Marie Staudenmaier of the Washington Legal Clinic for the Homeless. Like
Curtis, other homeless parents were
worried about being uprooted with only
a couple of days to prepare. How would
they get to their jobs and classes? Would
their children need to change schools?
“Our biggest concern was the lack of
adequate notice,” said Staudenmaier.
“Why wouldn’t they give these families
at least a couple of weeks to get their
jobs situated, their kids situated, their
transportation situated?”
There were also worries about conditions at the shelter, which DC Mayor Vincent Gray and other officials have said
should be shut down. Concerns about the
place mounted last winter after hearings
highlighted problems with sanitation and
maintenance at the facility, and after an
8-year-old girl vanished with a shelter janitor. The janitor was later found dead of
an apparent suicide, and the child, Relisha
Rudd, has never been found.
Efforts have been underway to move
homeless families out of the aging hos-

Keesha Curtis looks on as her daughters, Faith (top), and India (bottom), peer out
the window. | PHOTO BY MARY OTTO

pital into safe and stable apartments but
progress has been slow, with an average
of 52 families exiting the shelter system
each month.
After making some calls, Curtis was
able to win a reprieve from leaving the
Days Inn, due to health concerns. One of
her children suffers from asthma, another
from bronchiolitis, and conditions at the
shelter could make their problems worse.
Early Saturday morning, Curtis stood on
the balcony outside the green door of her
room. She looked out at New York Avenue

and pondered the day ahead. She would
skip her class and go out and look for an
apartment she could afford on her $2,400
a month salary. Someday she and her kids
will look back on these days and laugh,
she said. Someday she will open a daycare
center of her own.
A man in a Days Inn uniform carrying
a clipboard greeted Curtis, then knocked
on the door of a nearby room and found it
vacant. Her neighbors were gone.
“Another one bites the dust,” he
hummed.

Bill to Shape Future of CCNV
Gets Hearing
By Reggie Black
Vendor, “Da Street Reportin Artist”
On Oct. 2, city officials and homeless
advocates gathered at the John A. Wilson
Building for a public hearing on a bill that
lays out plans for the future of the historic Community for Creative Non-Violence
(CCNV) shelter.
A city task force was convened last year
to help consider redevelopment options
for the aging 1350-bed facility located at
425 Second St NW, before the 2016 expiration of a federal requirement that the
building be used for homeless services.
After a series of meetings, the task
force offered a set of guidelines for future use of the property, officially called
the Federal City Shelter.
The task force asserted that the city
has an obligation to continue to provide for the needs of homeless men and
women who stay at the current shelter.
It also stated that any future shelter program should include a variety of housing
options, including single room occupancy
and supportive housing, as well as emergency and hypothermia beds.
The group also concluded that if the
city decides to shutter the existing shelter, it should not be demolished until it is
replaced by a new facility or facilities with
the same capacity as the current structure.
“We’re committed to the principle of
‘Build First,’” said city council member
Jim Graham who helped lead the task
force and convened the Oct. 2 roundtable
to consider the bill, which mandates that
the mayor develop a plan that will comply
with the principles set out by the group.
At the hearing, Graham shared some of
his feelings about the history of the site.
He reflected upon the legendary activist
Mitch Snyder and other members of the
CCNV who held hunger strikes and demonstrations in order to convince President
Ronald Reagan to turn over the building
for use as a shelter in the 1980s.

“Mitch Snyder was the movement that
compelled all of us,” Graham said.
He said the coming expiration of the
federal agreement offers a chance to improve the range of housing and services
offered on the site.
The facility houses not only emergency
shelter beds, but other programs that help
the homeless: Unity Health Care, Clean
and Sober Streets, and DC Central Kitchen.
“We have an opportunity to produce
affordable workforce housing and shelter
services,” said Graham.
A parking lot adjacent to the structure, which is owned by CCNV, could
provide a site for future development,
officials noted.
Testifying at the hearing, homeless
advocate Eric Sheptock, who is also a
resident of CCNV and who served as an
ex officio member on the taskforce said
the he felt the city had not adequately
funded efforts to fight homelessness over
the years.
“There is no political will to end homelessness,” said Sheptock. “Let’s focus on
affordable housing and jobs.”
Another witness, Kate Coventry, policy
analyst at the DC Fiscal Policy Institute, a
District-based think tank, said that among
the men and women staying at CCNV,
there is a need for improved employment, case management and behavioral
health services that should be addressed
right away.
“DCFPI recommends that the District
explore options to address these service
needs immediately, rather than waiting
for the redevelopment to be completed,”
Coventry testified.
The city’s next mayor and city council will need to vote on this measure,
which will determine the shape of the
new CCNV.
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INTERNATIONAL

Prisoner-Victim Mediation Works in Germany
HEMPELS - GERMANY
street-papers.org
The prisoner resembles an oak tree,
with his arms and neck covered by a collection of various tattoos. He is only just
about to turn 26 but this young man, who
grew up in a home and started taking
drugs at the age of 14, is already serving
out his third prison sentence. One time
he smashed someone’s nose and another
time someone’s whole face. “They insulted me,” he explains today, “and then I
hammered into them.” The idea of being
able to resolve conflicts in any other way
had never occurred to him.
For a few months he has been voluntarily undergoing a victim-empathy
training course along with several other
prisoners from the Correctional Facility
of the City of Kiel (JVA Kiel). This course
is a pilot project being held at the JVA
Kiel and at the Schleswig Juvenile Institution (JA Schleswig) as part of a European
research project led by scientists at the
Kiel University of Applied Sciences. The
aim is to develop ways of making offenders aware of the pain their victims suffer,
prevent them from reoffending and at the
same time give victims an opportunity to
deal with their traumatic experiences in a
better way. When asked by visitors to the
JVA Kiel what he had learned so far, the
young convict responded: “that victims
are just people too,” adding, “I hadn’t

ever thought about it that way before.”
Visits to the JA Schleswig and the JVA
Kiel were part of an international symposium in Kiel which brought together
scientists and practitioners from nine
European countries working in the field
of restorative justice between offenders
and victims - better known in Germany
in the form of victim-offender mediation schemes. So far in Germany these
mediation programs have been conducted almost exclusively before court
proceedings, mostly following minor or
mid-level crimes. It is hoped that the
research project, which is being coordinated by the Schleswig-Holstein Association for Social Responsibility in Criminal
Justice (Victim and Offender Treatment)
on behalf of the EU, will develop guidelines that can be applied across Europe
in order to allow for the regular provision
of victim-offender mediation processes
after court proceedings and also in the
event of serious crimes.
Minister of Justice Anke Spoorendonk
(of the SSW party) highlighted the significance of such modern victim-offender mediation programmes right at the start of
the conference and announced that very
soon Schleswig-Holstein would be incorporating substantial parts of the research
results achieved to date into the work at

both its juvenile and adult detention facilities. The corresponding law on juvenile detention is already being debated in
parliament, while the new law on adult
detention should be approved by the cabinet at the end of the year and discussed
in parliamentary debates at the start of
next year.
In future, the law will grant victims
and offenders the opportunity to seek
contact with one another in the context
of a victim-offender mediation scheme,
even after legal proceedings have taken
place. Participation is voluntary; offenders and victims should be prepared
for their meeting by mediators and be
accompanied by them. According to
Spoorendonk, the state of SchleswigHolstein is once again leading the way,
this time in the use of modern mediation procedures. While all other federal
states are reporting declining or stagnating numbers taking part in the current
mediation procedures, Schleswig-Holstein
is already witnessing a clear increase - in
the case of youth mediation the figures
have more than doubled, from over 300
to almost 700 cases per year. In addition
Schleswig-Holstein will soon be one of
the only federal states, alongside BadenWürttemberg and Bremen, to promote
the extended mediation scheme that is

available even after a legal procedure.
Speaking to HEMPELS, Spoorendonk
voiced her expectation that through the
use of mediation programmes the problem of repeat offending would be clearly
reduced. In addition victims would not
only remain in their role as witnesses
before court, but they can be shown the
way to obtaining personal and material
redress. The Minister of Justice has the
support of the Public Prosecution Office in Schleswig. The Chief Senior Public Prosecutor, Wolfgang Müller-Gabriel,
spoke to Hempels during the conference
about an “ideal model that brings together the interests of three parties - society,
victims and offenders.”
The successful implementation of such
procedures was demonstrated at the Kiel
conference using the examples of the pilot projects being conducted at the JA
Schleswig and the JVA Kiel. In Schleswig
victims and offenders who had previously
had no connection were brought together.
Ricarda Lummer, a research assistant at
Kiel University of Applied Sciences, explained that these conditions helped offenders develop a sense of empathy for
the pain suffered by victims. For their
part, victims explained how after the
meeting they had found a way to “pose
questions and perhaps finally lay the issue to rest.”
During the conference it was also made
clear that for many victims of crime dealing with their traumatic experiences is
still a difficult process, even years later.
Speaking with offenders and confronting what happened to them once again
can rip open wounds that they thought
had healed. Speakers from many countries pointed to the importance of qualified mediation support, while researcher
Lummer underlined the work done by
victim support associations to communicate the “huge benefits of victim-offender mediation programmes” to victims of
crime. Against this background Minister
of Justice Spoorendonk announced that
the state government had voted in favour
of a “qualification offensive for mediation professionals.”
The young convict from the JVA Kiel has
not yet met any of his victims. He admits
to being scared, “I have come to understand what I have done to them”. First of
all he wants to write letters to some of
them asking for forgiveness, “in order to
find my own peace of mind. Lately I have
been thinking a lot about what I did.”
Translated by Fran Lawrence
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Homelessness in
Washington State
By August Mallory
Real Change Vendor, Seattle, Washington

THE RETURN OF VENDOR NUMBER 1: August Mallory
By Josué De Paz, Editorial Intern

His return to Washington D.C. is a special one for both staff and vendors. His
presence is felt and welcomed with great
joy. August Harrington Mallory was there
from the very beginning. He was the vendor that first pioneered the sale of the
Street Sense newspaper on the streets of
Washington. More than that, he is an inspiration to many.
An avid writer and movie watcher, Mallory has developed various interests. He’s
passionate about reading mystery novels
and going on walks. However, when talking about advocacy work, his demeanor
changes. It’s obvious that he lives for this
work and longs to bring about change.
Since moving west, he has become
a vendor at another street paper, Real
Change in Seattle, Washington. In addition, he has brought his passion for helping the poor to a Seattle-based advocacy
organization, Washington Low Income Alliance. From personal experience, he understands the issues of homelessness. He
loves what he does.
Before becoming a vendor and advocate,
Mallory spent time in a few different places. Growing up in Indianapolis, Indiana,
things weren’t always easy, but he made
the most of what life had to offer. He recalls that his parents raised him to be an
“upstanding citizen” and wanted him to do
well in school so he could earn a decent
living. After he graduated, Mallory enlisted
in the Navy, which he enjoyed. Following
his time in the Navy, he decided that he
wanted to move to South Carolina to work
and was hired at a warehouse. After a
couple of years, there was talk about the

warehouse shutting down. He thought it
was a rumor, but one day when he showed
up to work, the warehouse was being shuttered. Mallory’s boss described him as one
of his most hardworking and reliable employees, but could only apologize.
In an instant, Mallory’s life changed.
He had a little leeway on his rent, so he
searched for jobs. He searched day and
night, without luck. Jobs at that time in
South Carolina were very scarce. Eventually, Mallory lost his apartment. He
recalls losing hope as he called organizations for help. United Way of South
Carolina gave him a list of shelters. He
remembers them reading him the rules
and regulations on his first trip to a shelter. This is something he’d continue to
experience for years to come.
Mallory describes one particular experience he had in detail. He was out searching for work, lost track of the time, and
missed curfew. He had to find somewhere
to sleep because the shelter had closed.
Mallory decided to walk to a park, where
he intended to lay down for a couple
hours before resuming his search. “As I
was laying down, sleeping, I heard this
ruffle through the bushes and then a huge
noise. There was this half crazed man and
he had an object in his hand and he just
missed my head by inches”, he recalls.
After living in South Carolina, Mallory
was made aware of services being offered
in Washington DC. He decided that he
would move to the District, and in 2003,
he found Street Sense.
According to Mallory, getting the paper
up and running took about a year. Sell-

ing it was hard at first since people didn’t
know about it, but people eventually
warmed up to him. He went to shelters
and soup kitchens to spread the word. He
would get more vendors and slowly the
paper started to grow. Mallory states that
although Street Sense was operating out
of a small space, the organization had a
lot of heart. Writing stories and reporting on issues of homelessness was fulfilling. One of his mystery series turned out
to be a huge hit, bringing him incredible
enjoyment. He travelled and reported on
homelessness in other cities. He was so
innovative in the stories he told that many
readers would recognize him in public.
Mallory is happy with the changes he has
seen with Street Sense. The organization
has grown and he hopes it continues to.
In 2006, Mallory left Street Sense to gain
more experience with street newspapers,
and began working at Real Change in Seattle. He loves the work he does and works
with many different populations. He looks
forward to working with veterans in the
upcoming months.
While Street Sense has changed over
the years, Mallory believes the purpose is
still the same. “People in poverty need
this newspaper. People not in poverty
need to be educated on issues of homelessness. They need to look at this problem not as a nuisance, but as a situation
where people are in dire need”. Mallory
intends to continue his advocacy work and
hopes to always be able to return to the
place where it all began.

My latest story is about my stay in
Seattle. I came to Seattle from the DC
area in 2006. I wanted to expand my
experience with advocacy work by going to the West Coast. Now being on the
West Coast, homelessness and poverty
is far greater in numbers than on the
East Coast. I have traveled up and down
on the West Coast and I can tell you
for a fact that the state of California
is the most impoverished state on the
West Coast. From Southern California to
Northern California, poverty and homelessness is the black eye of the state.
But as I look at Washington State and its
homelessness problem, Governor Jay Inslee comes in the office with a full plate
on his desk. Homelessness was one of
the first issues that hit his desk. As a
part of the newspaper Real Change,
and a part of the Washington State Low
Income Housing Alliance, I have made
trips to Olympia, Washington to speak
with the state legislators about providing funding for suitable housing to persuade employers to do more hiring and
raise hourly wages for low-income workers. They passed a vote to raise the minimum wage to fifteen dollars an hour.
Many people were up in arms about it.
There were businesses that claimed that
they would have to shut down, only to
learn that they would be able to stay
open, because business increased due to
raising the minimum wage. There was a
fear that many jobs would be lost, but

Now being on the West
Coast, homelessness
and poverty is far greater in numbers than on
the East Coast.
actually, jobs increased dramatically by
raising the minimum wage. Many businesses say that they would have to cut
various benefits, which may be true.
But eventually, customer purchases
will increase. In fact, many places have
actually had an increase in business in
Washington state. Many of these benefits have been restored and that is my
story on Seattle and Washington state.
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FALL FEATURE
The Destitute People Of Washington State
By August Mallory, Real Change Vendor, Seattle, Washington

As I live in the city of Seattle and travel throughout Washington State, I often ask
myself, why is there so much poverty in this state with so many resources? Many people
will blame it on drug and alcohol abuse. But what I have discovered is that Washington
is a hot bed for natural disasters as well; it is not all about drugs and alcohol. Drugs
and alcohol may be some of the problem, but not the whole problem. Washington has
a problem with controlling fires. So far, it has been reported that at least 500 homes
have been destroyed by fires in Washington, leaving many families homeless, without
food, clothing, and shelter. Many are living in cars or vans. Being driven from your
home because of fire is very sad. Tornadoes are another terrifying event that happens
in Washington. It is extremely horrifying when you are caught in the middle of a tornado: you are asleep one night and then suddenly your home is ripped away from its
foundation. Many people have storm shelter for such disasters, only to discover that
once the tornado has passed, their home was taken with it. People are suddenly left
with absolutely nothing but the clothes on their bodies. Terrifying natural disasters
can happen to you, can happen to me, can happen to anyone.

A Time of Peace in My Life

By August Mallory, Real Change Vendor, Seattle, Washington
I remember there was a time when I had that moment of peace in my life.
I was in my thirties as I enjoyed that moment of peace, in the early morning hours,
walking along the sandy beaches of Santa Monica, California.
On the somewhat empty beaches, there was only the sands of the seagulls and the
silent whisper of the winds.
As I stood on that long and quiet shore, watching the waves roll in, hitting the rocks,
the moment of peace was in my mind, my soul, my very being.
This is the moment of peace that is so comfortable and so soothing, this is that moment of peace where silent is silent in your soul,
where quiet is so enlightening.
It is like a healing that has been long awaited.
Humble peace, adoring peace, loving peace,
a peace that covers you from head to toe.

I Can See You, but Can You See Me?
By August Mallory, Real Change Vendor, Seattle, Washington
I can see you, but can you see me as
you walk past me? What do you see, what
are you thinking? Do you see me as just
another bum on the street? Do you see me
as another beggar asking for money? As
you cross the street to avoid me, I can see
you, but do you see me? You are a working person, but so am I. As I sell a street
newspaper, I am earning an income.
Just as you earn an income, I have a
lot of experience in what I do. I see many
people like you who feel that selling a
street newspaper is a great idea. But you

are reluctant to offer your support, yes,
I can see you, but do you see me? You
avoid eye contact with me, and the question is why? Do you avoid me because you
feel threatened or because of what you
have heard or seen? I can see you but do
you see me?
As you watch me from a distance,
what is it that holds you back from talking to me? Do you feel embarrassed or do
you feel ashamed because of what your
friends and co-workers will think? Again,
I can see you, but do you see me?

By Sybil L. Taylor, Vendor
Fall brings crisp, cool weather. Fall
brings a change in season; cooler days,
more sunshine, and cool breezes of air.
Now that summer is over, we fall into
fall weather. It is time to put away all
our summer clothes and bring out our
fall clothes. Summer fun is over: swimming, keeping cool with air conditioners
and fans, going to amusement parks and
camps. We all enjoyed the long, hot summer. Now we can also enjoy the new nice
weather with the change in temperatures
going lower and lower. Baseball season is
almost over and now we’re into football
season, enjoying going to the games and
cheering for our teams. We enjoy hamburgers, hot dogs, peanuts, candy, popcorn, sodas, and beer on a nice fall day.
Fall brings change of color leaves, falling
from the trees, turning colors of orange,
brown, and purple. More squirrels, looking
for nuts. More animals taking walks, more
people taking walks, enjoying the smell of
fall and enjoying sitting in the park. Time
to put our jackets and sweaters back on,
and fall pants and skirts. Fall brings a lot
of common things to do. Fall is a beautiful
season. Enjoy the fall and the great fall
breeze we receive each day.
Happy fall! Enjoy!
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REST IN PEACE DEAR FRIEND: A Memorial for Wayne Jones
By Chris Shaw, “The Cowboy Poet”

Wayne was a man of mighty mien;
A man who oft bore a special
Unicorn Cane.(And among other ballads,
Sang, and Wrote beautifully, about
the very same cane!)
He strode the streets of Georgetown,
Tenley Town too.
A poet, a bard,
For him nothing was too hard.
Not a hymn, a couplet,
Songs had he heapings
In his composer's doublet.
He played piano for the dance,
Though knee troubles had
slowed down his prance-Of late.
The Late Wayne Jones,
Was a decent wise soul
Down to his very Bones.
His Christmas soirees,
Were sober, yet
Full of play.
All shall recall
His musical trope,
Filling every heart with HopeOf a Bright New Day!

By Chino Dean
Vendor

will return soon!

ILLUSTRATION BY CHRIS SHAW
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A Changed Life

A Struggle with Conservatism

When I first began selling Street Sense outside a particular yoga
studio, I had no direction in life. I was a reckless, cocky, and stubborn young adult who didn’t care about what people were trying
to tell me. That was until this past February when someone asked
me to take a yoga class. I’m very optimistic when it comes to
trying new things, so I didn’t give it much thought. Over the next
seven months, yoga changed my life for the better. The teachers
and people I have met have made a positive impact on my life and
everyday I show sincere gratitude when I step inside for a class or
just say hello to whoever is working at the front desk. I have no intention of going back
to the way I was as long as I continue to stay on the right track.

I never been
comfortable being
called conservative. I find myself
struggling with my
conservatism secretly; not telling
anyone that I watch
Fox News and find
myself agreeing with people such as Bill
O’Reilly and Sean Hannity.
Most people don’t start off as conservatives. You have to be broken down to
become hardened and rocked-ribbed. You
may know it is in you but you will resist
it. Some people hide behind other names
for it: neo-liberal, centrist or independent. Some fight the good fight believing
they can persuade or reason with liberals.
Very few will cut through the politically
correct nonsense and declare themselves
hard core.
Great conservative thinkers such as Milton Friedman, Thomas Sowell and Friedrich
Hayek didn’t start off railing against big
government. They began their careers as
idealistic leftists only to have a coming to
Damascus moment rejecting false notions
of abstract theory and liberal ideology.
I didn’t start life as a conservative either. I drank from the well of liberalism.
My parents were products of the sixties
and believed in the gospel of equality and
social justice. My parents told me about
slavery, Jim Crow and Martin Luther King.
They also reminded me not to forget
where I came from, explaining to me that
I owed everything to the struggle.
Though my parents were middle class,
I saw how the other half lived. Although
I felt bad that many of my neighbors
were living off of food stamps and getting their clothes from the Salvation
Army, deep down I felt euphoric that I
wasn’t in their predicament.
Because I was a black kid living in the
suburbs, I thought it was my moral duty to
enlighten and uplift poor inner city children. I would help them with their homework, share a sandwich, even loan them
a few dollars. I was a bleeding heart, I
couldn’t resist helping those in need.
If it wasn’t for a few life-changing
events, I could see myself as a Martin Luther King, Jr., Al Sharpton or Jesse Jackson. I truly believed racism was the cause
of poverty and anything poor blacks did
was because of slavery and exploitation.
According to liberal dogma the reason
blacks youths were cutting up was because of racial oppression. They were
entitled to act out by skipping school, getting drunk and committing crimes. When
someone, even a black leader suggested
cracking down on bad children, mainstream liberals stood in the way.
My metamorphosis towards conservatism began at 15, when I got my first job

By Ashley McKinley, Vendor

OPINION

Jeffrey McNeil, Vendor

In the Village…
By Ken Martin, Vendor

In the village I was raised in, we had
compassion.
No one saw your underwear unless you
shared blood, love, or a doctor/patient
relationship. And nobody ever wanted to!
We honored and revered our elders. We
guarded rather than mistreated our confounded and infirmed.
We nurtured, taught, and protected our
young, for they are symbolic of our past,
present, and future humanity.
The elders sat comfortably on their
porches and educated the youngins about
the old ways of life and how to live right,
well, and long. Today, they are afraid to
sit in their living rooms for fear of home
invasion by bad people and uninvited visits from stray bullets.
No one told you to mind your business
because everyone else’s business was your
business. We, even if related by blood,
were committed to OUR community and
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knew that the village was only as strong
as the villagers’ unity!
In our village:
politicians didn’t get caught stealing.
They got caught wheeling and dealing for
outcomes that benefited them, but helped
the constituency too.
Strangers could knock on your door
and get a drink of water, use your john or
phone, and may even earn a meal.
In this newer village:
the stranger is afraid to visit you, for what
may be behind your door may be stranger
than he!
My village was the gateway to the
South. It’s now a gateway to hostility.
The stranger is not alone in this fear.

We Need 24-hour Shelters
Henriesse Roberts, Vendor

My Aunt Hazel would sometimes allow a homeless person to sleep in with us for a
night or two. Three homeless people have wandered around my neighborhood since I
have lived in Annapolis. One of the three left to live with family members. The other
two are ill with Death beckoning each of them.
When October or November arrives, Winter Relief opens host-site locations that rotate
weekly for our homeless citizens. Many sites have a waiting list. A person cannot be
working when they have to travel daily to the sites, and the sites change weekly. We
desperately need 24-hour shelters with extended stays that allow us to help our homeless
citizens to transition to homes. Please help. You can call after searching on Internet for
the program in your local community and donate.

working at a steakhouse. I worked long
hours and manage to saved enough money to buy a motor scooter. I was proud of
myself, I was living the American Dream.
I discovered the concept of American
exceptionalism. Only in America could a
black man use his brains and brawn, to
achieve his hearts and desires. I wasn’t
feeling anti-American but patriotic.
Filled with patriotism and a sense of
superiority, began my journey from being
a bleeding heart to a hardened heart.
I remember it like it was yesterday. I
was working the night shift tired, exhausted and ready to go home. As I walked out
the door I saw my scooter was not where
I parked it. As I looked out the corner of
my eye I noticed two people, a black and
a Puerto Rican rolling my scooter down
the street.
My initial reaction wasn’t fear but
rage. I couldn’t believe people I loved
and defended were capable of stealing. I
went from being angry to wanting justice.I
thought that this was the right response to
those who do evil. However, in the world
of liberalism, no one saw it the way I saw
it. The excuses and defenses came from
all directions. Some people argued the
thieves were from broken homes; that
they had no opportunities. Others implied
it was my own fault my scooter was stolen
and told me I should have bought a bigger
lock. I was interrogated and browbeaten
and treated like I was the criminal. People
told me my suggestions about long prison
terms or getting a shotgun were uncivilized and crude reactions to the crime.

I didn’t start life as a
conservative either. I
drank from the well of
liberalism. My parents
were products of the
sixties and believed in
the gospel of equality
and social justice.
Although I lost a bike, I learned a lesson. I didn’t’ see African Americans as
victims anymore but as humans. Today I
believe the best way to have true equality
is to treat everyone equally hold them up
to a standard. I learned helping the poor
doesn’t help the poor: it hinders them. If
you want to help the poor just walk away
from them and their survival instincts will
kick in. It’s not cruel and barbaric. It is
a recognition that every man has a God
given ability to think for himself.
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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.
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MY KATRINA: Part 20
By Gerald Anderson, Vendor

Previously: After what seemed like
months, I woke 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. That’s when I
told KK, “This must be our ball call, our
final day!” But once again, I misjudged...
They took some people away, moved
some people to the Convention Center
and we asked when would they come back
and get us.
They said, “Don’t worry. It all ain’t
gonna happen in one day time.”
I knew that and knew it wasn’t gonna happen overnight. But I wished it
could have.
After that I asked the National Guard a
lot of questions.
How many people they rescued. He said
“Over 500 people, worse than yall.” Some
stuck on the roof of they house, he said.
Some floating in they cars. Some floating
in the water.
How many bodies they seen? He said,
“Over 200 bodies,” not counting all the
ones he didn’t see.
He asked me, “What make y’all stay?”
I told him, “Before Katrina hit, I told a
lot of people ‘Don’t worry; it aint gonna
happen; don’t believe the newsman.’”

By Ronald Dudley, Vendor, “Pookanu”
He also wanted to know what we all
have done to survive this. I told him we did
all we could, me and my friends Calio and
KK, going out and getting food and water.
Funny thing was, he asked me have I
ever been in the military. I told him no,
but I know how to survive because I experienced so much in prison. He asked,
“What you mean about prison?”
It felt good to open up with him. I told
him there be a lot of riots go off in prison.
It might don’t be your friends or people you
associate with—inmate go against guards,
Mexicans against Mexicans or against white
or black. It can go all kind of ways.
What I learned about the riots in prison
was like if somebody get hurt or catch a
seizure from getting upset, I know not to
touch your blood, but I also know how to
hold you up till the nurse come.
Sometimes they have a hunger strike in
prison. Like at dinner, someone says the
food tastes bad. Then others say it tastes
bad. And soon everyone says it tastes bad.
A riot breaks out. They start banging on
the plates and shouting obscenities about
the cook.
Say one of your people is in line and
someone cut in, that can start another
kind of riot where y’all gotta be fighting.
That looks small to you, that one little
thing, but it ain’t. Maybe someone had a
bad talk with his family or girlfriend on

the phone and they just snap out and stir
it up, like “You gonna let him cut you in
line?” And everyone get into it.
Or maybe we playing basketball and it’s
our time on the court, but another group
tries to take the court. Or someone bump
you on the court. That can set off a riot.
Groups against groups.
I took some of the negative things, but
I learn how to survive.
In prison you learn so much, like when
we don’t have no power, you make a bonfire with a bread wrapper wrapped in
toilet paper, then you set a pot over the
water with a sock holding the pot.
You have an iron for the unit and you
can to put a brown bag over your cheese
sandwich and iron it to grill it.
The only electric thing you have in your
cell is a ceiling light. You can get some
long wire and make you a stinger—you
gotta know how to do it or you get electrocuted—you run the wire from the light
to the iron handle of a mop bucket, and
then tape it down and if everything set up
right, you can bubble the water up after
five or fifteen minutes.
You can put beans in a plastic bag and
cook them in the hot water or cook hot
dogs or oatmeal or boil an egg or spaghetti.
The guard and I got talking so much, I
forgot what was going on all around us.
(to be continued)

I know roses are red and violets are blue.
Every time I think about love I think
about you. Every time I think about trust,
I think about us.
I thank you for the day we separated the
lust and I appreciate the fact that you
committed to GOD.
I was lost, now I’m found. Baby, pray for
me hard.
All I needed was a woman in my life to
teach me.
Baby, you’re the one who shows
every woman ain’t greedy, and
baby, you’re the one who showed
every woman don’t lie.
Baby, you’re the one I see
when I look at the sky.
I just seen you in the clouds.
What a beautiful smile!
Baby don’t disappear
cause I need you right now.
I used to be a player being played.
Now I gotta queen in my life.
I got it made.
Plus she got a king in her life
Cause she prayed.
You are my heart, baby
And I’m your ace of spades.
You wanna KNOW.

LIVING IN VEIN: Part 3
By Veda Simpson. Vendor

Previously: 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.
You know when you get out you will get
back to shooting up and go through the
same thing all over again. D.C. Marshals
accompanied me onto the plane to fly
back East. 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...
Immediately when I got to the DC jail,
I knew so many of the inmates. So I was
right back on track.
My cellmate was a short, fat, 20-yearold, whom I’ll call Pat. She was in for murder of an undercover police officer. The
way I remember our cell, it was smaller
than a small U-Haul truck. Pat slept on the
top bunk and I slept on the bottom.
The toilet had a drinking spout out of
the top, so essentially we were drinking
toilet water. If a person passed gas or used
the toilet the other person had to inhale
the odor. If the other person had a cold or
crabs, you caught it too.

Pat smoked cigarettes and drank coffee all day long. She and I had a pleasant
relationship, but it wasn’t like we shared
our deepest secrets.
It was easy to get drugs in jail. Visitors
would come and slip drugs through the
phone. To do that, you would take off the
mouthpiece and roll up the heroin package, then stick it in a straw and you blow
it through.
People stole syringes from the infirmary. This was the early Seventies when
people would share syringes. We didn’t
know about AIDS and all that yet. We
would wash syringes out with just water,
the same as we did on the street. I just
thank God that, with all I did, I didn’t
come up with AIDS.
Back in jail, we had canteen, music, and food in addition to our drugs of
choice; it was just like being in the street.
We would steal cheese and butter from
the kitchen. Coffee too. Then we would
get a soda can, put water in it, and boil
the water over an emptied Kotex box that
we lit with a match. We used cotton from
a sanitary pad over a cup to hold ground
coffee beans and poured the boiling water

over all that for a nice hot cup of joe.
We would butter bread and put some
cheese on it. Burn a sanitary napkin box
under the stool in our cell to make grilled
cheese—the bread would turn brown, nice
and toasty.
Say someone down the hall wanted a
cigarette or a grilled cheese sandwich.
You wrap up a grilled cheese sandwich
in toilet paper and throw it through the
bars. And then the other person would use
their royal blue jumpsuit to fish for it and
“reel” it in.
The guards knew we did this, but they
didn’t care. They just looked the other
way. Some were in the “bubble,” the control room, nodding off from having taken
drugs themselves.
I took a plea bargain, a guilty plea for
passing illegal checks, and they dropped
the forgery charge. My sentence was one
to three years.
But by the time I went to court I had
done one year already, so I was released.
During that year I had been sent to a prison in New York and then to one in Florida
and then back to Virginia.
I was like 21 years old. In Virginia, I got

real sick with serious stomach problems
and had to be hospitalized. Between then
and now, I’ve had 13 operations on my
stomach, including an intestinal bypass.
I’ve also had my digestive system rerouted and had my pancreas and my appendix
taken out. All these stomach problems resulted from my drug use.
When they cut you and close you up,
your organs sometimes stick together. So
I also had to have numerous adhesive operations in which the doctors had to go in
and pull my organs apart. You could die
from blockages if they leave the organs
stuck together.
The state of Virginia didn’t want to
pay my hospital bills, so they dropped the
charges and released me from prison. But
I was in the hospital and that’s where I
stayed for about another month. The fees
were on my head. But I had no money.
So when I came out, I began to sell
prescription drugs. I had been going to
different doctors, and instead of taking
the medications they prescribed, I would
sell them on the street. I was also selling
syringes and heroin; I ended up being my
own best customer.
(to be continued)
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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. Bowler Hat further insinuates
that were using Frank as an experiment,
just like they are using Bill now. Bill
knows Kittie wouldn’t have gotten him
involved with such an organization - but
can’t let Smythe know that...
“Ah, and there’s the fire in your eyes
that I’d hoped to ignite,” he responded
smugly, “so I take it you’re ready to join
me in my crusade to crush these charlatans, these snakes, these wolves in
sheeps’ clothing.”
I was waiting for that tone, the use
of the “power of three.” Now I’m not
talking about the belief in the power of
the number three, I’m talking about a
trick that every speechwriter, from po-

litical writing for the
President to your pastor at the local Baptist
Church uses to get a
point across. Whether
you repeat the same
thing three times or
use three synonymous
phrases, the effect is the same. It almost hypnotizes the listener into falling
into whatever verbal trap the speaker
has set, with the effect that the listener
begins to believe exactly what had been
multiplied by three and be more upon to
believe whatever else the speaker had
said in the conversation.
The “Power of Three” effect has been
well documented by psychiatrists and
sociologists. There’s one thing about its
use though, anyone who’s aware of it
doesn’t fall for it. I certainly wasn’t and
unlike before with my anger at Smythe’s

insinuations about the Masons, this time
it was to my advantage to resist.
“Not so fast Smythe,” I said. “Now
you got me thinking about the Masons,
but the jury is still out on them. I have
things you’ve given me, granted, but
things nonetheless to confirm. If I don’t
like what I find out, I have ties to sever.
However, whatever my final opinion on
them ends up being, I’m still not sold on
your side of the issue either. In fact, for
as much as you’ve argued against the
Masons, you haven’t said so much of a
peep about you or your people.”
“Very good Bill!” Smythe beamed, “An
analytical mind combined with a skeptical nature, the ability to hear and understand exactly what is said and not
said, as well as the courage to speak
one’s mind when faced with adversity.
Frank chose well in his heir.”
With that, Angel returned to see if

our drinks needed to be refilled. Smythe
ordered a Manhattan this time, while I
asked for two more cups of coffee. She
smiled and rushed off to fill our orders.
“Well,” I started as soon as the door
closed behind her, “I guess this is where
you start your pitch.”
“Straight to the point,” he responded.
“Very well, but remember, you can’t assume all men of business are but welldressed salesmen. There is education
and refinement to take into account as
well.”
Spoken like a consummate snake oil
salesman, I thought.
“Of course not,” I lied, “But even the
most refined businessman has to make
a pitch every now and then. You might
trick it out in a fancy package, which
you might call a proposal, but at the end
of the day, it’s just a sales pitch.”
(to be continued)

Ebola

By Jacqueline Turner, Vendor
By Chris Shaw, “Cowboy Poet” Episode 16b

Rand in Command
Rand droned on, wiping back an occasional tear of genuine regret.
"She chose her own path, and while her
choices may have been less than wise, our
sweet Elaine always employed the proper
amount of discretion, and, aahh... more
than the requisite COMPASSION.."
A pronounced CLOMP, CLOMP of the
dirt clods began to drum across the lid
of Elaine's plain pine coffin. Sopha, her
snake-dancing compatriette, began to sob
uncontrollably. One or two 'professional
mourners, two beat cops, inexplicably,
Rand's mascot, the red-faced Meals, and
three severe mortuary employees in worn
black suits, rounded out the assembled
"throng."
"What now, Billy-should we go get
drunk?" sighed Skipper. He shook his head
a vehement "Hell no," and they left Carlisle standing and gaping, not sure of their
next move.
"Let's walk awhile, Skipper. I need to
clear my head."
A short time later, Rand, having cadged
a ride back to his chapel in Macedonia
Greene's battered brown Ford F150 pickup
truck, was bent over his desk, sucking on
'Heaven Hill' rotgut whiskey.
"Another one gone. Where does it end,
O Lord? Uhh, Damn--" The besotted pastor
bent forward to retrieve his spilled liquid
gold, and just missed a loud "THWACK-"ing
sound as a six inch Bowie knife found its
way into the window frame next to his
sermon blotter.
Reverend, clutching his wet bag and

flask, craned his parchment-like neck forward and examined the vibrating knife.
It appeared the crosshatched hard rubber handle was smeared with traces of
peanut butter. Behind him, through the
threadbare purple velvet drape, he heard
a dreadful commotion, with Macedonia's
throaty, but shrill cry punctuating the din
most effectively.
At the back of the sanctuary, a cascade
of booted footsteps, running, culminated
in a pronounced "KEE-RASH" of breaking
glass and crunching lath. "Reverend, Oh
Rev' Rand," wailed Macedonia as he entered the side of the room nearest the refectory. "Someone done messed up a whole
jar of the peanut butter! Maybe a rat??!"
Rand hung his head sadly, with instinctual recall.
“No, Macedonia, it wasn't a rat-- More
likely, it was a FERRET..."
(to be continued)

People are very afraid
that the Ebola virus will
spread. Now it is in Liberia, in the poorest part
of the country, cut off
from everything. Over
4,000 people have died so far. In a poor
section, with no education, there will be
nothing but more death. The people simply woke up one morning and found that
they had been cut off from the world.
Most people went outside of their section
to get food and clean water. They feel
hopeless, cut off. It didn’t matter if they
were sick or healthy; they were not allowed to leave.
They could not send their healthy children outside their sector, like the children
who are running to the US border for help.
Instead, they are stuck, destined to catch
the virus, sooner or later. This death sentence is beyond my understanding. They
have armed guards to make sure they do
not escape their destiny. They have no
medical treatment. They don’t have the
smallest weapon to fight the virus with,
not even gloves to protect them. They say
this sickness that can’t be touched or be
around without it killing you.

A School Day

By Sasha Williams, Vendor
I was in history class in high school and I
thought it was a movie day so my teacher
pulled out the TV and when it was on, I
remembered thinking “what is this…”
Seeing it on the news, I didn’t want
that to be true. I love to feel safe. My
heart went out to all those people I did
not know. RIP. 9/11

It seems funny that the people that
came back to the US from Liberia with
the illness, got cured and did what others
have not done, which is to recover their
health and live their lives. Now, that it is
for sure that the people will die and the
virus is still on the move, what is going to
happen to millions of people that live in
Liberia? 4,000 is just one part of the poor
section. There are more than 1,000,000
people there.
There is a reason for the people to
panic: they know they are going to die.
Now, we have sent Federal marshals
over there. Someone stuck a marshal with
an unknown substance. I think it is a sign
of how desperate the people are. Everyone one wants to live, don’t you? People
say that it’s that countries problem. It
could happen anywhere.

Sister

By Chon Gotti, Vendor
I was talking to a customer the other
day and she asked me why I use the word
‘sister’. She thought it was inappropriate
for me to call a lady ‘sister’. Now, what I
want to know, by checking the box yes or
no, do you think that I was inappropriately
using ‘sister’ or is that word commonly
used in this situation?
Whatever the case, this sister was a
black woman, whom at the end of the day
purchased a Street Sense. So, it goes to
show that people have a different set of
rules of how you should sell the paper. It’s
almost as if they want to teach you how
you should sell the paper without doing
the work themselves.
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A Mother’s Love
By Leonard C. Hyater, Vendor
Dear Mother,
I thank you for giving me life. I thank you for believing in me and giving me support through
the hard times. I thank you for the sacrifices that you had to make, like working long to
keep a roof over my head. I know that being a single mother was not an easy job for you.
You kept this family together; you did your best.
Mother you always said you pay the cost to be the boss, and what you said was true.
There were a lot of things that I did not understand but, as I got older I realized that
what you did was out of love.
I say this again , I thank you for giving me life.
I love you.
Last episode: The story opened on a
man watching a TV news report about
homelessness. The broadcast cites the
rising numbers of homeless people in the
city of Washington, which has ironically
been nicknamed “hopeful”. A reporter interviews a homeless man, who explains
that rich people don’t pay attention to
homelessness since it is too sad in nature.
The man is frustrated that it is too sad for
rich people to watch, when he has to live
it everyday. It is then revealed that the
man who had been watching this report is
named Jim Townson, who also happens to
be homeless. Townson shuts off the television, exits his shelter, and goes to work.

includes the homeless ones - but instead
people make it worse, everyday, on those
who can no longer help themselves.

Hey, Give me my Phone

(a beggar’s plea)

By Phillip Black, “The Cat in the Hat”
Frustration ran through the ear and
heart of this very popular newspaper
company, which pays close attention to
the homeless and less fortunate people.
The paper personally contacted Jim to interview the eyewitness of that tragic moment. He is excited about the news job
- his first real job in ten years. Someone
finally gave him another chance.
(a beggar’s plea)

Jim Townson works for a newspaper
company that helps people that are
homeless or otherwise impoverished all
over the city of hopeful Washington DC.
One day he overhears that something
horribly violent happened to a homeless
man in town.
(a beggar’s plea)
The rumor is flying throughout the
workplace where Townson picks up his
newspapers. He still cannot believe it. You
should look out for your neighbors - that

Tapping into skills he thought he never
had, or had lost, Townson found a unique
way of explaining things he saw. It came
from life experience - and his road in life
had been scary! It’s the same road for us
all, but each soul that gets on that road each passerby, each hitch-hiker - has his
or her own experience.
(a beggar’s plea)
(to be continued)

A Note To My Daughter

While riding the Metro’s orange line
train on the Tuesday after Labor Day, during the morning rush, a guy gets on the
train at the Minnesota Ave Station towards
downtown DC. He walks up behind an older woman and takes her phone out of her
hand. The lady jumps up right away and
says, “hey, give me back my phone!” “Excuse me, somebody,” the lady said, “this
guy right here just took my cell phone. Can
somebody help me or call the police?” It
happened so fast that it caught everyone
off guard, including myself. The lady was
screaming and yelling for someone to help,
but the guy was so big and intimidating,
with dreadlocks. But what really made it so
bad was that when the train got to Stadium
Armory station, and the doors opened, the
guy didn’t even get off. He was still holding
the lady’s phone in his hand. What nerve!
Finally, a guy sitting in front of me said,
“hey buddy, could you please just give the
lady back her phone?” I’m thinking to myself, there has to be at least thirty men on

this train, and I know all of us could take
him. But no one took the chance, including myself. Next stop was Potomac Avenue
Station, and he still didn’t get off, and
was still holding the lady’s phone. I knew
then, this guy is looking for trouble. So the
other guy said, “what if I give you twenty
bucks, would you give back the phone?” So
another guy said, “I have fifteen,” and I
said, “I have ten.” That was forty-five dollars. The guy took the money, threw the
phone on the floor, and got off at the Capitol South stop. What a relief. The lady got
her phone back, but I was more upset with
myself. I know I could have done more to
help than to just give ten dollars. It could
have happened to me in early morning rush
hour. Nobody didn’t want to get involved,
including me. In time of need, we should
be ready to help each other. I know I will.
And here’s a message to the guy who
caused all that trouble: you can do crime,
and get paid today. Tomorrow you’ll be
behind bars in the worst way.

Mr. Brooks Brothers (NYSE)

By Elizabeth Bryant, Vendor

This is a note to
my daughter Bernice
and my grandchildren Arthur, Zorra,
Rashad, London, Leronze, Joseph and
the other grandkids.
Bernice: I love you
and Arthur with all
my heart. Nobody
can take your place. I’ll never be perfect. I cry to have you back in my life.
Please read this. My heart has a hole in
it for you and Arthur. You must be in real
trouble, let’s put what happened behind
us - please.

I dedicate this poem to the single mothers out there, and all mothers.

By James Davis, Vendor
Also, I was right about the pain in my
hand. My doctor sent me to a bone specialist and they cut my hand open. The
stitches came out Monday. I had to wear
my hand in a sling for two weeks, now
I just have to keep it wrapped up. The
say I can take a shower, but no baths for
two weeks.
My friend kept encouraging me to spend
the $60.00 to come to your graduation,
but I couldn’t. That was half my money.
I lost my address book too, so I did not
know where to go. I’ve found it now, and
tried to call you, but you didn’t answer.
I am lost, please help me find my way.

I see you Mr. Brooks Brothers in your stylish blue blazer
I see you Mr. Brooks Brothers dressed sharp as a razor
I saw you put some change in a homeless man’s cup
As you stopped to admire a dalmatian and her pup
You head back to work, a tall building, your throne, your domain
As you look down at the people below like ‘Bill’ feeling their pain
All the protestors making noise
And you can’t wait to go home and play with your toys
All you have envisioned, a future as rich as milk and honey
Living life dangerously playing with other folks money
So you downsized your gulfstream and even your yacht
Someone said, “I’m not concerned about the very poor,”
in case you forgot
The Dow plunges downward falling below 16K
Tell me Mr. Brooks Brothers, whose money will you play with today?
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COMMUNITY SERVICES
After temporary move, the newlyrenovated Virginia Williams Family Resource Center (VWFRC) has reopened at
920 Rhode Island Avenue, and this time
it’s here to stay, city officials say.
The center marked the occasion with
a ribbon-cutting ceremony on Tuesday,
Oct. 7. DC Mayor Vincent Gray, representatives from the DC Department
of Human Services (DHS) and families
seeking services at the center were
among those in attendance.
The renovation work was prompted
by the Homeless Services Integration
Initiative, a project intended to expand
VWFRC into a one-stop shop for families coping with homelessness, housing
instability and other challenges associated with poverty.
“What we realized was that in order to expand it, we needed a larger
location, said Deborah Carroll, Interim
Director of the DHS.
“Rather than change the location
of the intake center, we took the opportunity to lever some space in the
back of the building. We negotiated a

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

new lease and put in a renovation plan
designed to meet our new programmatic
design concept.”
In the newly-renovated center, those
in need of help can apply for shelter and
rental assistance as well as sign up for a
range of other services and programs including Temporary Assistance for Needy
Families, food stamps and Medicaid. Each
family will be assigned a team, which will
consist of a homeless services specialist
and a vocational development specialist with a goal of helping clients avoid or
overcome homelessness and move toward
self-sufficiency.
Phyllis Caston-Morgan, a customer of the
Center since January of this year, spoke at
the ceremony about what the VWFRC has
meant to her and her son, William.
The VWFRC has provided assistance in
finding permanent housing, clothing, food,
travel and any other needs Caston-Morgan
and her son have encountered, she said.
Caston-Morgan said she is excited for
the future of the VWFRC.
“I hope the Center keeps on progressing
the way it is, because it’s very helpful for

children and single mothers and fathers.
I really love the Center a lot,” CastonMorgan said.
If you are in need of housing or the social services offered by the Virginia Williams Family Resource Center, contact
them at 202-526-0017 or visit their location at 920 Rhode Island Avenue, NE Washington, D.C. The Center is accessible from
the Rhode Island Metrorail station via the
Red Line or the G8 Metro bus.

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

Employment Assistance
Food
Housing/Shelter

Legal Assistance
Medical/Healthcare
Outreach
Showers
Transportation
DEPARTMENT OF MENTAL HEALTH
ACCESS HOTLINE
John Young Center: 639-8569
119 D Street, NW

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

Education

Laundry

Community of Hope: 232-7356
communityofhopedc.org

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

Clothing

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

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

1-888-7WE HELP (1-888-793-4357)

SHELTER HOTLINE:
1–800–535–7252
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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Street Sense

By Robert Warren, Vendor

I had just arrived for my first day as
an editorial intern at Street Sense when
I heard the hoarse, sing-song voice of
Ivory Wilson. Between greeting two
women in the office with a “Hello Beautiful,” he took numerous papers out of
his leather bag.
The 58 year-old Street Sense vendor
has already self-published three books
and is working on two more with the
money he earns by selling Street Sense.
His first two books are personal memoirs of his former life as a pimp. He
started to write his first book in jail,

What Street Sense
Means to Me

when he heard other prisoners talk about
their desire to become a pimp after detention. He wanted to show the truth about a
pimp’s life, so he started to write.
The Magical Writings of Ivory Wilson,
Wilson’s third book, is composed of fourteen eccentric novellas. Wilson hopes his
next two books, Dreams, Wonders and
Travels, a children’s book illustrated by
two little girls, and Weekend Cowboys, a
story about cowboys and a rodeo in Texas,
where he grew up, will soon be available
on Amazon.
Wilson is also proud of the movie he
filmed and produced independently: “On
My Corner.”
“It’s a documentary about my life, and
some friends and fans,” he explained.
The video was filmed with his iPhone,
on the corner of 7th and E Street in D.C.’s
Chinatown, the location where Wilson
has been selling Street Sense newspapers
for nearly eight years. During the one-

hour film, Wilson introduces his friends,
partners and fans who inspired him and
some of his famous characters. He shows
viewers the parts of the city that matter to him and where he began writing his
stories by hand. His documentary is available on YouTube and already has over two
hundred views.
But there are never enough projects for
Ivory Wilson. He puts his hat on and his
sparkly gold-encrusted teeth smile: he arrived this morning with a new enterprise.
Wilson is launching a whole film production company, “Get It Production.” He is
partnered with Purky Kidder- a screenplay
writer and filmmaker from Nevada he
met on his corner. They are working on a
movie called “Pretty and Tricky,” directly
adapted from his memoirs.
With all this work ahead, Ivory Wilson
has to run, his precious papers under his
arm addressing to me a sunny “Thank you
Beautiful,” with his rhythmical voice.

The Metaphor Of
Street Sense

By Veda Simpson, Vendor

By Sasha Williams, Vendor

It gave me a new sense of direction.
My customers gave me all their love and
affection.
Now my voice can be heard
Like sweet sounds coming from a humming
bird.
I stand straight and tall,
As it’s a new me.
PS. The only thing I forgot is to put in my
teeth. So putting all these things together,
makes up a new Veda. Who one day may
be the one who leads us.

I know it is a mirror of positive reflection
Of what we can be.
I stand with bravery to see
Courage in front of me.
My past is on the other side of the line.
Inner reflection is nearer
Of escaping its shell.
So I will no longer torment myself.

Thank You Annapolis & Shoppers!
By Henrieese Roberts, Vendor
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For Street Sense I write for food.
For the thoughts of what one feels is
right,
For those who haven’t given up on life,
For the customer who stops to say the
kind words
I can say today for the right to the housing
my fellow vendor’s needs,
For the good thoughts people may receive,
For the words of the Lord means everything.
Street Sense gives me the chance to say
these things,
Thank you Street Sense and thank you
customers.
It means everything to so many of us in
need of a voice.
The words rewrite for you.
Food for thought gets you through
And makes some sense of this life with
Street Sense.

While purchasing groceries at Shoppers, my right eye was paining me so very
much that I could not recall my pin number for my card! The clerk was very nice,
not irritated about all the groceries that
needed to be put back on the shelf. She
queried me about my disease and said,
“You should come to work for us!”
When I became a Street Sense vendor,
I contacted several grocery stores in my
hometown, Annapolis, MD, to be allowed

to ask for donations for Street Sense at
their store. The store manager in Annapolis, MD me allowed to do so. Community
members of Annapolis have sponsored me
so that I could attend three HIV and AIDS
conferences and have contributed $325
when I have asked for donations at Annapolis’ Shoppers store. I earn $10 to $15
dollars an hour from their donations for
our Street Sense paper. Two of my customers have told me that they like our
paper. Shopper’s manager has a genuine
interest in me, encouraging me to show
up since I do falter. It is very hard for me
to discuss HIV and AIDS, and even to ask
for donations for Street Sense. Sometimes
I prefer not to show up, and sometimes
I am late! Thank you Shoppers and my
Annapolis’ community members! I have
a job! We are facing our challenge with
serious silent diseases! Thank YOU!

