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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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Street Sense theater
group Staging Hope
performs at GWU!
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• Angie Whitehurst’s letter for
Cora Barry
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How It Works
ADDRESS 1317 G Street, NW, Washington, DC 20005
PHONE 202.347.2006 FAX 202.347.2166
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Each vendor functions as an independant contractor for Street
Sense. That means he or she reinvests in the organization with
every purchase.

BOARD OF DIRECTORS
Margaret Chapman, Allison Sherry, Elizabeth
Canizares, Reed Sandridge, Max Gaujean,
Robyn Kerr, Heidi Keller, Jennifer Park, Jeremy
Scott, John Senn, Michael Stoops, Martin
Totaro, Anne Willis

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

Street Sense publishes
the newspaper.

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

Street
Sense

INTERNS
Hayes Cobb, Josue De Paz, Hazel Martin, Manuela
Mejia, Yura Shin, Christy Ulmet, Marie-Laetitia Vidor

Vendors buy the newspaper for 50 cents each.

&

25%
25% supports the production
costs at Street Sense.
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The remainder of your
$2 donation directly
supports the vendor.

@streetsensedc
/streetsensedc
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.

1. Street Sense will be distributed for
a voluntary donation of $2.00, I
agree not to ask for more than two
dollars or solicit donations for
Street Sense by any other means.
2. I will only purchase the paper from
Street Sense staff and volunteers and
will not sell papers to other vendors.
3. I agree to treat all others, including
customers, staff, volunteers, and
other vendors, respectfully at all
times. I will refrain from threatening
others, pressuring customers into
making a donation, or in engaging in
behavior that condones racism,
sexism, classism, or other prejudices.
4. I agree not to distribute copies of
Street Sense on metro trains and
buses or on private property.
5. I agree to abide by the Street Sense
vendor territorial policy at all times
and will resolve any related disputes I

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR
Brian Carome
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
Eric Falquero
SALES MANAGER
Brandon Caudill
DIRECTOR OF COMMUNICATIONS & MARKETING
Jennifer Okosun
NEW INITIATIVES & VOLUNTEERS COORDINATOR
Rachael Buck

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.

VOLUNTEERS
Monica Anderson, Jane Cave, Margaret Chapman,
Johnathan Comer, Julie Garel, Jeffrey Gray,
Jane Goforth, Roxanne Goldberg, Marisa Grotte,
Roberta Haber, Thomas Hedges, Jesse Helfrich,
Maurice King, Sean Lishansky, Victoria Hatterman
O’Banion, Jenny Hopkinson, Ashley Perks, David
Piper Kristin Roach, Mark Rose, Willie Schatz,
David Sellers, David Serota, Kate Sheppard, Ernie
Smith, Lydia Stepanek, Charlotte Tucker, Bryan
Watkins, Marian Wiseman, Eugene Versluysen
VENDORS
Gerald Anderson, Glenn Artis, Aida Basnight,
Kenneth Belkosky, Phillip Black, Reginald Black,
Viktor Blokhine, André Brinson, Donald Brown,
Brianna Butler, Francis Cabezas, Elijah Cornish,
Anthony Crawford, Kwayera Dakari, James Davis,
Charles Davis, Clifton Davis, Chino Dean, David
Denny, Alvin Dixon El, Ronald Dudley, Pieus Ennels,
Linda Euell, Duane Foster, Samuel Fullwood,
Larry Garner, Levester Green, Barron Hall,
Kevin McCommons, Shakaye Henry, Ibn Hipps,
Phillip Howard, Leonard Hyater, Joseph Jackson,
Patricia Jefferson, Donald Johnson, Morgan
Jones, Allen Jones, Linda Jones, Mark Jones, John
Littlejohn, William Mack, Authertimer Matthews,
John Matthews, Kina Mathis, Ashley McMullen,
Jeffery McNeil, Joseph Melton, Cynthia Mewborn,
Kenneth Middleton, Gary Minter, L. Morrow,
Lucifer Potter, Ash-shaheed Rabbil, Joseph Sam,
Chris Shaw, Veda Simpson, Chon Smith, Gwynette
Smith, Terron Solomon, Tamika Staton, Warren
Stevens Jr, Tony Sutton, Sybil Taylor, O. Shernell
Thomas, Eric Thompson-Bey, Sarah TurleyColin, Jacqueline Turner, Ronald Turner, Ronald
Verquer, Martin Walker, Michael Warner, Angelyn
Whitehurst, Greg Ward, Robert Williams, Wendell
Williams, Denise Wilson

Donate Directly To A Vendor
Vendor Name

Vendor Badge #

9. I understand that my badge and (if
applicable) vest are property of Street
Sense, Inc. and will not deface them. I
will present my badge when purchasing
Street Sense. I will always display my
badge when distributing Street Sense.
10. I agree to support Street Sense’s
mission statement. In doing so I
will work to support the Street
Sense community and uphold its
values of honesty, respect, support,
and opportunity.

Comments

Name
Address
Email
Phone Number
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NEWS IN BRIEF
England Must Rally to Support
At-Risk Homeowners
Homelessness is on the rise in England,
where a housing and homelessness charity called “Shelter” has seen a sharp rise
in callers at risk of losing their homes.
As a consequence, Shelter is desperately appealing for support. In the last
year, Shelter’s advisers have talked to
more than 51,000 callers who are almost
homeless. This number adds up to about
1,000 calls per week, 28% higher than in
2012. Unfortunately, the charity expects
this number to keep climbing. Shelter’s
numbers indicate the possibility for up to
600 English households to lose their home
on a given day.
As if these numbers weren’t tragic
enough, they tend to surge over the holiday period. Homelessness Minister Kris
Hopkins said Shelter and the Citizen’s
Advice Bureau will receive £10 million to
take charge of the National Homelessness
Advice Service, which describes itself as
an organization that aims to prevent
homelessness and improve housing by
giving free expert advice, training, and
support to those working at the front
line, reports The Daily Mirror.
Hopkins suggested this is just part of
the increased effort and spending going
toward preventing homelessness. According to Hopkins, rent prices in England have
fallen for the last four years, while and
home building is the highest since 2007.

Youth Homelessness: There’s an
App for That
In Indianapolis, Indiana, a new application named Outreach Experience is avail-

able to showcase the average daily life
of a homeless teen. The app has both an
audio and driving tour of Indianapolis that
enables users to explore the city from the
perspective of a person who is young and
homeless. The Outreach Experience app
portrays a very bleak version of the city,
reports Fox 59. With temperatures falling
to frigid levels, the app’s creators, Outreach Incorporated, a faith-based nonprofit, hope to create sympathy for the
city’s struggling homeless teens.
Users taking the tour and learn about
the places in the city that are significant
to the teens. Examples include public
transit, the Bureau of Motor Vehicles,
the Outreach Drop-In Center, the Salvation Army Shelter, Arsenal Technical High
School, and the Eskenazi Hospital Emergency Room. Outreach Inc. describes
its mission as reaching out to homeless
young men and women between the ages
of 14 and 24 with the compassion of Jesus Christ, with the goal of equipping and
empowering these at-risk young people to
achieve stability and life transformation.

According to an unhappy neighbor, allowing homeless people to store their belongings on a porch is a zoning violation.
ThinkProgress reports that after a complaint from said neighbor, Madison’s Building and Zoning departments sent notices
of violation to Konkel and Bloch. The advocates are confused about why this is a zoning violation, because people often store
belongings on porches. In fact, Konkel is
concerned about the lack of safe storage
places available to homeless people. Because no location exists where they can
put their stuff down without being sure it
won’t be stolen, many homeless people are
forced to keep their belongings on their
person, which could lead to pain or strain,
Konkel explained. “They have zoned homeless people out of everywhere… there’s no
legal place to go,” she said. Madison Zoning Administrator Matt Tucker promised
to work with the couple to the best of his
ability, but noted that the city’s code restricts sleeping outside a house to those
who have access to its interior.

Lockers on the front porch of Konkel’s
North Hancock Street House.
PHOTO COURTESY OF PAT SCHNEIDER

Street Sense is seeking donations of

Wisconsin Advocate Takes Handson Approach With Homelessness
In Madison, Wisconsin, some homeless
people have been given a new option for a
place to stay: an advocate’s porch. Brenda
Konkel, an advocate for the homeless, and
her partner, Robert Block, have been letting homeless members of the community
sleep on their porch. However, there is
one problem: if they continue enabling
the homeless to sleep and store their belongings in recycled lockers at their residence, they face fines that could reach
$300 per day.

• Hats
• Gloves

• Socks
• Hand Warmers

To be distributed at the annual
holiday party for our vendors.

Contact Brandon Caudill
to arrange donations:
202.347.2006 x 14
brandon@streetsense.org

Donations should be in new condition and
delivered to the Street Sense offices at Metro Center
before Friday, Dec. 12. Thank you for thinking of us.
Happy Holidays!
street sense

*COMPILED BY HAZEL MARTIN FROM PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED REPORTS

YES!
I want to donate:
My info:
$1500 can cover the cost of printing an issue.
$ 1500
Name
$1000
can
help
us
orient,
train,
and
support
new
vendors
$ 1000
Address
$500 can help purchase needed software
$500
$250 can provide badges for 50 vendors
$250
$100
Every dollar helps us further our mission!
$________
Email

DONATE ONLINE

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.

Comments

Please make checks payable to “Street Sense” and mail to
1317 G Street NW Washington, DC 20005
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By Laetitia Vidor and Hannah Roop
Editorial Interns
In and around Washington, D.C., seniors
are the most vulnerable to hunger. According to a report by Feeding America, which
oversees hundreds of food banks nationwide, more than one in 12 seniors living
in the city do not have reliable access to
food needed for a healthy lifestyle.
“I usually eat one meal a day, maybe
one meal a day and some peanuts,” said
Preston L. Williams, a 67 year-old retiree. “On a good day, two meals when I
have an appetite.” Williams is a former
law enforcement officer with a master’s
degree, struggling to pay his mortgage
and medical bills.
Nearly one in seven seniors are identified as being marginally food-insecure,
meaning they constantly face the threat
of not having enough to eat. Between 2011
and 2012, the proportion of seniors threatened by hunger in D.C. rose 25 percent - a
large increase compared to most states.
The Commodity Supplemental Food
Program (CSFP), operated by Capital Area
Food Bank, aims to help local seniors who
are coping with hunger. CSFP has been
providing monthly bags of healthy grocer-

ies to food-insecure seniors in Washington,
D.C., since 2012. The food bank serves
about 6,000 seniors annually through the
CSFP, and hopes to grow its reach. The
monthly grocery bags are packed with
whole grains, healthy canned vegetables,
fruits, protein, and dairy. Groceries are
selected to encourage and enable seniors
to cook nutritious food from scratch.
Carolyn Vinson has participated in the
program for years, and her experience
has been “nothing but good.” According
to Vinson, the best part of the program is
that “it helps stretch your budget.”
As a cooking-based program, CSFP is
geared toward seniors with permanent
housing. Despite that fact, in 61 percent
of the households served, residents have
had to choose between spending money
on either housing or food in the past year.
Stretching seniors’ budgets with CSFP
means that seniors can maintain their
housing without going hungry.
“When you have to spend your money
on meds then that means food is gonna
run short,” Vinson explained to AARP Radio. “Because you know you gonna buy
medicine before you buy the food.”
Too many seniors are living under the
federal poverty line. This year, in Wash-

ington, that income level for a single
person living alone is $11,670 per year.
According to AARP, people cut food to be
able to pay bills, health insurance and
rent. Older adults, with difficulty moving
and high bills pitted against low income
are also suffering from a lack of access
to food near their homes. Moreover, many
are afraid to ask for help.
The Capital Area Food Bank addresses
this problem with Mobile Marketplaces:
farmers market-style food distributions
that occur once a month in several foodinsecure neighborhoods throughout the
District, Maryland and Virginia. The D.C.
Office on Aging also provides group meals
at wellness centers for anyone older than
60, with no income requirement.
“We’ve seen a large increase in magnitude in this issue,” Paula Reichel, director of the Capitol Area Food Bank’s D.C.
region, said. “Since 2007—the start of the
recession—the number of food insecure
seniors has increased by 49 percent nationally while the number of seniors in the
total population has doubled.”
Unfortunately for people like Wendy
Brinkley in Maryland, CSFP does not reach
beyond the Washington. When Brinkley,
62, was diagnosed with cancer, she had

to stop working. With no income, she lost
her car and almost lost her home.
“I’ve worked since the age of twelve
and I always worked to take care of my
kids,” Brinkley said. “I bought my own
house and car. But some days I have to
choose between foods and medicines.”
Brinkley was lucky to discover United
Communities Against Poverty (UCAP) three
years ago. Amongst other services, the 50
year-old center provides food for families
or individuals who are facing hunger and
malnutrition. The food is all donated. Every Tuesday and Thursday, supermarkets
like Safeway and Giant provide non-perishable goods like cookies, bread or bagels. Two days before Thanksgiving, people
came and picked-up their turkey, which
was partially funded by the Redskins. For
some occasions, such as Christmas, UCAP
is able to deliver food directly to seniors’
homes. In 2012, the organization delivered
79 Thanksgiving baskets to seniors and assisted 100 food-insecure households.
UCAP has had a large impact on Brinkley’s life, and many others. But services
are known only by word-of-mouth referral.
“Nobody has to be homeless or hungry
in this country, but if nobody told them
about the help…” Brinkley reflected.

Are you a Senior in
Need of Assistance?
To participate in the CSFP program you must be a D.C. resident
over 60 years of age and at or below
130 percent of the poverty level, To
learn more about the program, call
(202) 644-9880 or email
csfp@capitalareafoodbank.org.
Maryland residents can participate in the UCAP Program by visiting www.ucappgc.org.

United Communities Against Poverty (UCAP)’s Emergency Food and Shelter Program provides food assistance to individuals and
families facing hunger and malnutrition in Maryland. PHOTO COURTESY OF UNITED COMMUNITIES AGAINST POVERTY
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NEWS

Covenant House Sleep Out participants in Freedom Plaza. PHOTO BY TASHA LEE

Advocates Brave the Cold to Raise Awareness, Funds
By Tasha Lee and Christy Ulmet
Volunteer, Editorial Intern
The Thursday before Thanksgiving, while
many were preparing for a feast with
family and friends, hundreds gathered in
Freedom Plaza on Pennsylvania Ave. NW
to take part in National Hunger & Homelessness Awareness Week. The week is recognized annually to promote the national
endeavor to end homelessness.
Sleep Out is a signature event of Covenant House, a national faith based organization on a mission to protect homeless
youth. Nearly 80 community supporters
braved the 35 degree cold to “Sleep Out”
for one night on the street. The event
works as a localized fundraiser, with participants collecting sponsors ahead of time
—similar to a charity run.
“Events like Sleep Out are a step to
create awareness and make a huge impact,” said Jeff Franco, Executive Director of City Year Washington, DC. “I have a
heart for youth. Covenant House and City
Year share a common interest in helping
kids and teens in need.”
Several City Year volunteers attended
with Franco, this year was his second year
sleeping out for Covenant House.
“Here in D.C. you see both extreme
privilege and poverty,” Franco said, calling it the “tale of two cities.”
Starting with a candlelight vigil, participants listened to stories from several
young people about their experience on
the street and how things have changed
since they became a part of the organization. Afterwards, the youths returned to
Covenant House DC where 74 young people were kept safe and warm. The advo-

cates remained to sleep on the sidewalks.
Another participant, Laura Tarnosky,
teaches at Seton High School in Bladensburg, Maryland. She brought her family
out to brave the cold. Tarnosky teaches
her students about the effects of homelessness when she can. One student even
brought her and her team hot chocolate
at midnight. Others from the class have
taken interest in starting their own team
in the future.
Tarnosky and her husband began volunteering nearly a decade ago. They started with a Covenant House in California.
The Tarnoskys raised close to $5,000 this
year. The DC chapter raised more than
$164,000 in total to continue their work.
“One night is hardly anything compared
to what homeless youths experience,”
Tarnosky said.
The People for Fairness Coalition (PFFC)
has been preparing for another upcoming sleep out and vigil. Since 1990 The
National Coalition for the Homeless (NCH)
has co-sponsored National Homeless Persons’ Memorial Day: a candelight service
to commemorate those who have died
while homeless.
Last year PFFC and other advocacy
groups organized a new sleep out demonstration the night before the vigil and
a rally leading up to it to raise awareness
about chronic homelessness. Local officials visited the sleep out; experts from
agencies and service providers spoke to
the morning crowd; homeless and formerly homeless pallbearers carried an
empty casket to symbalize all members

of the homeless community in Washington who passed away that year.
This year PFFC aims for a second powerful demonstration on December 18th
and 19th.
Street Sense vendor Robert Warren,
who heads the newspaper’s vendor advocacy group,Focus Attitude Commitment to
Excellence (FACE), is also a leader with
PFFC. Both groups have helped with much
of the preparation for the vigil, which has
taken months.

Robert Warren (front left) and other homeless or formerly homeless pallbearers.
PHOTO BY JANE CAVE

“This year, we’re looking to have more
people. We’ve tried to reach out to a lot
of people so more will know about it,”
Warren said.
NCH, DC Fair Budget Coalition, Miriam’s Kitchen, The Way Home campaign
and others have signed on to help set up
the event and spread the word. This year

the groups are stepping beyond just raising awareness.
Warren and his group are assembling
care kits for those living on the streets,
to show them that they’re not alone in
their plight. Additionally, he’d like to help
educate the homeless about some of the
issues they may struggle with, like alcohol
and addiction.
“Our goal is to address the homeless
citizens’ needs,” Warren said. “It’s especially important that we reach out to
those who don’t go through shelters, because they don’t always have extra help.”
To kick off the vigil on the 18th, participants will meet at the burial site of
the late homeless advocate, Mitch Schneider at 6 p.m. From there, the group will
form a procession to Freedom Plaza. Similar to last year, the Freedom Plaza sleep
out participants are encouraged to stay
and even sleep outside through at least 2
a.m., though the full event will last until
10 a.m. on the 19th.
Warren feels important people begin to
understand the problems faced by those
they pass by as they’re walking to and
from work every day.
“I truly believe that with the great
services we have in DC, we definitely can
fight homelessness. I would just encourage
everyone to please come join us, and to
join the whole campaign to end chronic
homelessness,” Warren said.
The candlelight vigil will occur at
New York Avenue Presbyterian Church
at 9pm on Dec. 18, several blocks from
Freedom Plaza.
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Progress for Housing
By Reginald Black,Vendor
Da Street Reportin’ Artist
Advocates from across Washington
once again converged on the John A.
Wilson building Tuesday Nov.18th in
hopes of securing three bills before
the city council.
The Coalition for Nonprofit Housing
and Economic Development (CNHED)’s
Housing for All campaign held a rally to
put pressure on the council to commit
to adding a baseline of one hundred
million dollars to the Housing Production Trust Fund. The campaign claims
this would help end chronic homelessness, support first-time homeownership, preserve affordable apartments
and build new affordable homes.
The fund was established in the
‘80s to supply loans and grants for
affordable housing developers via tax
revenue. The goal of course being to
prevent Washingtonians from being
pushed out by the increasing costs
of housing in many neighborhoods.
Each year the city budget seems to
close with a surplus, yet each winter
we find ourselves scrambling to house
families in motels because there is
not enough affordable housing, or
even enough emergency beds.
Local advocate Eric Sheptock
praised the crowd for their continued
efforts to fund affordable housing in
Washington D.C.
“They’ll actually reward you for
giving them headaches,” Sheptock
said. “I urge you all to join me in giving those headaches, if and when they
don't give us affordable housing.”
Other advocates spoke to the
crowd, and mayor-elect Muriel Bowser even made an appearance.
“It’s so important that you show
up and that you have a message and
a strategy. That will help us get to
what we all want,” Bowser said. “I
will be working with you fighting for
all of you - the people who do the
right thing to be able to live in the
city—that’s what i'm going to spend
the next four years on.”
The Council approved the one
hundred million dollars for the Housing Production Trust Fund. This bill
marks a first step in the council’s
dedication to support low-income
citizens in the District.
In addition the Dignity for Homeless Families Act was also passed,
which will place homeless families
into apartment style housing as opposed to larger shelters.
It is the hope of all that housing
will become more of a right than a
privilege here in the nation’s capital.

MARTHA’S TABLE: A Photo Essay
By Manuela Mejia
Editorial Intern

Martha’s Table works to develop sustainable solutions to poverty in the District
of Columbia by emphasizing core social
aspects such as education, clothing and
food. The institution bases its job outcomes into three different stances: recreational programs for youth during the
school year and summer, a clothing distribution center as well and nutrition care
for the homeless at various sites throughout the city. With this, Martha’s Table is
able to create a sense of stability with for
anyone struggling with poverty.

The food program is characterized by working with different sections within the same
agenda. “Food Prep” prepares 150-250 meals for distribution across the city. McKenna’s
Wagon, on the other hand, works with volunteers that serve hot meals at three different locations. The latest evolution, Martha’s Mini Market, provides groceries for
individuals who lack daily food and is now working on nutritional support with eight
schools in D.C. and Maryland. This is similar to Saturday Seniors, which delivers fresh
meals to seniors in nearby apartments.

Martha’s Table believes in the enrichment of children as a way to develop
success and prosperity in their future.
To achieve this, they have created after
school programs for the youth that offer
them a range of academic learning and
continuous education, including tutoring and homework assistance. This program enables children to address specific
needs and work on their academic issues.

Each volunteer at Martha’s Table helps the organization to produce 60,000 meals per
month, educate 240 children, and earn $427,034 worth of revenue through Martha’s
Outfitters—which in turn supports emergency clothing for up to 500 clients each month.
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Street Sense Theatre Troupe Show
Students Realitites of Homelessness
By Will Higginbotham and Ayano Takahashi
Interns
The Street Sense theatre group, Staging
Hope, was invited to The George Washington University (GWU)’s Marvin Center last
month, expressing through monologues,
poems and songs the physical and emotional challenges of being homeless.
‘Straight Talk from the Streets’ prosaw vendors Reginald Black, Chon Gotti,
Cynthia Mewborn, Robert Warren, Angelyn Whitehurst, and Robert Williams perform for 45 minutes in front of a near
ly packed house. “Theatre performance
gives us the opportunity to empathize
with others, especially those whose circumstances seem different from our
own—people often marginalized by the
dominant culture,” Leslie Jacobson, GWU
Theater professor and creative instructor
for the production, said. “That empathy
can translate into action if people become
sufficiently moved.”
For weeks, Jacobson had been working
with the Street Sense players to prepare
scripts to highlight, through theatre and
performance, their personal stories and
poignant observations of homelessness.
The powerful production challenged audience members to confront their own
attitudes and preconceptions.

“Please don’t give me the back of your
hand, please wave. Smile. and please say
hello. Just walk up won’t you? All I need
is a hand up – not a hand out,” — just one
of the resonating takeaway messages.
Angelyn Whitehurst questioned another
passerby, “How do you know someone is
homeless? Is it the way we dress, a hairstyle, a particular aroma? What exactly
makes you know we are home AND less?”
A particularly vivid sequence of scenes
was set at the Mayor’s office. The interaction involved a mayor’s aid interviewing
homelessn advocates about what the Mayor should do to fight homelessness in D.C.
“One major concern is that the majority of veterans here in D.C., in Chicago, in
Boston are homeless…people who fought
life and limb for the security that everyone, everyone in America, enjoys today,”
Reginald Black begins.
“I understand, it is a travesty. We have
to do something about this. I’ll pass this
on to the Mayor,” the assistant responds.
“I’m a veteran myself and we come
back home in ample need of housing,
employment, affordable health care…the
media says there are so many services out
there….if so, then why are there so many

From left: Chon Gotti, Reginald Black, Robert Warren, Angie Whitehurst sing at the
“Straight Talk from the Streets” production.
PHOTOS BY WILL HIGGINBOTHAM AND AYANO TAKAHASHI

veterans homeless?” Black continued.
“I’m sorry but I have a meeting to go
to now, thank you” the assistant said as
she exited.
The pattern of an impassioned plea for
change met with a bureaucratic empty
promise was repeated with each vendor.
The scene clearly depicted the struggle to
put policy change on the discussion table.
The final scenes returned to more empowered images. Each performer stood
tall and proud as they outlined what they
had found since joining Street Sense.
“I’ve lost many things since being
homeless – my identity, my self-respect,
my self-esteem, but I found myself again
at Street Sense. It awoke dormant qualities within me and has bought the best out
of me,” said one.
“I’m not a nobody anymore,” offered
another.
“I used to sell drugs, now I sell ideas,”
another still.
“People need love and support and
that’s what I find there.”
If student perspectives following the production were any indication, Staging Hope
succeeded in leaving lasting impressions.
“There are conversations starting

amongst the students - some of them are
looking into going into public policy or
similar field.” Black remarked after the
performance. “Whether its local or federal, these are some of the things they
are going to encounter. To be able to connect with those departments, that is a
key thing.”
Black believes reaching out to future
lawmakers is an essential part of raising
awareness. The event was part of GWU’s
participation in Hunger and Homelessness
Awareness week. Other campus activities
included a food drive, a food budget challenge and several panel discussions on issues regarding hunger and homelessness,
including a panel discussion following the
theater performance.
“Everybody knows that homelessness is
a problem But no one really knows what
it is like to be In the shoes of the person.
Tonight really brought it together – The
real troubles and hardships that homeless
people go through,” said student, Regina Park. “I definitely want to see more
people, students and non students get involved in this cause.”

Staging Hope performs a skit at George Washington University’s Marvin Center. TOP
LEFT: Chon Gotti, Reginald Black, Angie Whitehurst, Cynthia Mewborn, Robert Williams. BOTTOM LEFT: Chris Shaw
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Please Join us in Celebrating the Life of Veda Simpson
Memorial Service
Church of the Epiphany
1317 G Street NW
Friday December 5, 2014 | 3 pm

T

here is something powerfully inspiring about cheerfulness and
generosity of spirit when it is
demonstrated by someone struggling with
adversity and illness. Street Sense vendor
Veda Simpson was that kind of remarkable
person. In her all too short lifetime (she
was 59 when she passed away Monday,
November 24th), Veda knew her share
of adversity. Addiction. Homelessness.
Chronic illness. Veda struggled with each
of these afflictions. She won her battles
with addiction and homelessness. And
while chronic illness was a constant partner, even confining her to a wheelchair, it
never muffled her spirit.
Day after day – in warm weather and in
cold – Veda could be found on the corners
around Metro Center with a stack of Street

L

ast week, as I walked down G St.
to meet up with Veda, I could hear
her singing from half a block away.
Veda could make even “Take Me Out to
the Ballgame” sound like gospel, and I
could never help but sing along.
Just as she had done every week for
the past few months, Veda wheeled over
a bit so I could plop down on the sidewalk
beside her. I opened my laptop and began
tapping out the drama that was her life
story for her series, “Living in Vein.” (see
the abrupt last installment, pg 13)
Veda liked to lean over and read her
words as they unfolded on my screen.
Meanwhile, her baggie of birdseed would
rest idly by her feet; she knew not to feed
the pigeons while I was there.
“My customers can’t wait for the next
installment,” she told me. “They say I
should write a book.”
I’m not surprised; Veda didn’t hold
back. She recalled her audacious adventures with ease, openness, humor, and
intelligence. I’d ask a question, and her
words flowed: getting started with heroin

All Are Welcome

Sense in her lap and a sweet song on her
lips. With “When the Saints Go Marching
In,” “This Little Light of Mine,” “Oh Happy
Day” and hundreds of other hymns, Veda
serenaded passersby and brightened our
days. She was quick to give a new vendor
some of the papers she had just bought.
She passed out candy on Halloween and
Valentine’s Day. Hers was always the first
Christmas card I received every year.
Her perseverance and bright disposition
are a lesson for all of us, no matter what
struggles we face. It is with a heavy heart
that we’ll submit her name for National
Homeless Persons’ Memorial Day (read
more pg 5). We are going to miss Veda
here at Street Sense. It’s up to us now to
keep her spirit alive.

H

ow Veda even survived such a
difficult life is baffling. Before
reading her story, I only knew her
from her only visit to my illustration workshop and quick chats at
Metro Center. She came in and sat
quietly. She didn’t really follow the
class. But when I asked to collect
everyone’s work, she quietly slid
her paper towards me – she had
created a drawing from a Billie Holiday album cover she saw in a book
I passed around. Her talent blew
me away – maybe it was a correction I needed. It was then I realized
the people who sell Street Sense,
and the homeless community as a
whole, have remarkable courage to
be creative – and their talent comes
gushing out, over and over again.
At some level, when I started learning about homelessness I dreaded
when a day like this was going to
come. I still wasn’t ready for it.
-David Serota, Volunteer

-Brian Carome, Executive Director

when she was twelve, flying cross country first class while escorted by Federal
Marshals, living in an “abandominium,”
selling her own prescription meds on the
street so she could use the money to ease
her pain with heroin instead, filtering coffee through a Kotex pad in a prison cell...
When she wasn’t singing, Veda bantered with the security guards at 13th and
G N.W. and schmoozed with passersby.
That corner will never be the same without the melody that was Veda.
Formerly homeless, Veda lived with her
cats, who—along with the Forty-Niners—
were the music of her soul. Selling Street
Sense at Christmas time, Veda donned a
Santa hat and put reindeer ears on her
eight felines, who accompanied her. As for
Veda’s next of kin, Street Sense records
show Sugar Simpson, one of Veda’s kitties.
Veda, it was a great, great joy and privilege to know you. How much you overcame! I’ll never forget your open-hearted
spirit. I shall miss you terribly.

-Susan Orlins, Volunteer

Veda’s Cats are Left Homeless
Veda’s eight cats, we presume the litter of Sugar Simpson,
have been taken into the care of the Washington Humane Society’s New York Avenue location, and are in need of good homes.
Ace, Spade, Ink, Jet, Licorice, Magic, Poe, and Wizard are all domestic
shorthair/mix black cats, 4 years of age,
spayed/neutered, happy and healthy.
You can contact the Humane Society at
(202) 576-6664 or find the cats online in
the search results for “New York Avenue”
and “Cat” www.WashHumane.org/adopt.

V

eda lit up 13th and G Street daily
with positive energy. When I first
heard the news of her passing, I
was deeply saddened and without words.
All I could think about were Veda’s cats:
how much they loved her, and her them.
It wasn’t just her songs of inspiration
or other popular favorites that I will
miss; it wasn’t just her gentle and kind
spirit; it wasn’t just Veda’s resilience,
selling Street Sense in the rain, snow,
cold and heat; it wasn’t just her smile
or warm conversations; it wasn’t just
Veda’s yearly holiday costumes; it wasn’t
just Veda’s never-give-up motivation by
constructively moving forward in her life
while she sat in a wheelchair...
It’s all of Veda’s fine qualities in being
a good human being I will miss.
Her generous style, attitude, gratitude, love- not just for her cats- but for
the birds and her customers
Though I will miss Veda, I know her
life energy and love will live on through
Street Sense forever.
Though you did not make it to my
house for dinner on this earth, perhaps
my Heavenly Father will allow us both to
have dinner in Heaven if it be His will. Be
at Peace Veda.

-Cynthia Mewborn, Vendor

V

eda Simpson was a remarkable
woman. An artist, vocalist, poet,
writer and entrepreneur. Her family consisted of eight now orphaned cats
temporarily residing at the DC Human Society. She wrote articles and poems often
published in the Street Sense Newspaper.
As a vocalist she regularly performed
popular gospel, civil rights and uplifting
music on her stages, the north and south
corners of 13th and G Street. Her clients
would often stop to sing with her, discuss
the day’s events as well as to purchase
a paper or endow her with an extra special gift. She loved the soup and bread
at Au Beau Pain. She was a quiet proactive advocate for the American Disabilities
Act (ADA) and we both were planning an
excursion to a local museum to explore
and verify the degree of access for the
handicapped. You see, Veda resided 99%
of the time in her wheelchair. She was
determined to keep living and doing for
herself and others the best way she could.
Veda loved to share her opinions, wisdom
and information with others. I will miss
stopping on the corner and singing uplifting Christmas carols this year with Veda.
We all miss you Veda!

-Angie Whitehurst, Vendor
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EVERYONE IN D.C. HAS LOSS
A MARION BARRY STORY...
STREET SENSE
December 3 - 16, 2014

I encourage you to read the column on page 11 by Angie Whitehurst,
from which I borrowed this headline. Marion Barry left us unexpectedly
at age 78, suffering from heart disease. Since the “Mayor-for-Life’s”
death Sunday Nov. 23, countless reflections have poured forth. From
cotton picker to civil rights activist, mayor to prisoner, to council member—the man certainly saw it all. He gave many Washingtonians their
first jobs, and embarrassed many others with his crimes. Nevertheless, over one hundred community members held a vigil ouside of the
Barry’s home the day of his passing, and more than 20,000 signatures

I was the first person in line for Obama’s
second presidential election in Ward 2.
It was freezing at the polling station at
16th and P Streets. I was shivering outside at 4 am. A car drove up and an elderly white couple stepped out. They were
older than me, so I let them have my place
and became number three. A crowd of
yuppies began to gather behind us. The elderly couple and I began sharing anecdotes
about DC with each other and the forming
line of voters.
I was born in DC, but my childhood and
young adult status was spent between Philadelphia PA and the service (US Army) at
Fort Bragg - which lead to the Dominican
Republic and Germany. I returned to DC
to be with my grandmother. All I knew of
Marion Barry was the newspaper and television accounts produced by the dominant
culture. The people I was around didn’t
discuss politics with me (my grandma and
her friends on East Capitol Street). I eventually moved to Dupont Circle.
Someone made some disparaging remarks about Mr. Barry and I excused myself
from participating; I knew the reputation
the dominant culture had. The white couple turned out to be Irish community activists and very supportive of Mr. Barry to my
astonishment. Ah, diversity.
They said Mr. Barry invited them to go
with him to the headquarters of the Black
Panther Party. I was all ears by now. When
they arrived, Mr. Barry engaged the gatekeeper in lively discussion. They argued
for some time. Apparently Mr. Barry could
enter, minus his friends. But he wanted
nothing if the couple couldn’t attend also.
The argument went back and forth and
the group was about to disperse when Mr.
Barry had a revelation. “You of course have
heard of the “Black Irish,” he asked the
gatekeeper. They were all admitted. Later
the rollers (police) showed up and had the
building surrounded. The couple confided
that everyone escaped through a tunnel
that let out three or four blocks away.

-Judson Williams, Vendor

My first encounter with “Hizzoner” was
a signed letter (which I now treasure
highly) informing me that, as a resident
of “Washington 20016 Bethesda Maryland,”
unfortunately I would not be allowed to sit
on the Citizens’ Board of the DC Landmarks
Preservation Commission.
A few years after getting the letter I
met him briefly at a private affair at a
baroque Asiatic-style brasserie favored
by my lady friend. In our matching faux
fur vests and jeans, we sashayed into the
midst of a bunch of stuffy political nabobs
and the jovial, mustachioed Chief of City
Hall. “How do, my good friends,” he gladhanded us vigorously.
And then, shortly after completing his
time served for the unfortunate ‘Sting’
experience at the former Vista International Hotel, a re-invigorated Marion Barry
greeted me, from the stage of the Lincoln
Theatre, in the company of Johnny Allem, a longtime icon of Substance Recovery leadership in our city; at his right was
Frank Foster, the leader of the great Count
Basie Orchestra. I was new to sobriety and
it was a thrill to clasp hands with Barry,
who had successfully endured so many of
life’s challenges.
Though I never had the good fortune to
receive one of Marion and Cora’s Thanksgiving turkey donations, that annual gesture fully illustrates to me the warm and
loving lengths he’d travel to make the
less fortunate members of the community feel valued.

-Chris Shaw, “The Cowboy Poet”
Marion Barry was more than the “Mayor
for Life”; he was my friend. I was introduced to him by my sister, Cynthia, about
five years ago. Not only did he support
me with Street Sense, but he also supported me when I was fighting for custody of my children.
He gave me advice on being a good father and always being there for my children. Barry had personal problems of his
own, but he always took the time to be
concerned about mine when we saw each
other.One time he was passing by CVS and
didn’t have time to talk. He yelled out
the window “Remember what I said Phillip, take care of those children!”
It meant a lot, and those words stuck
with me. He did so much for so many people - he’ll be missed. Rest in peace Marion
Barry, Friend for Life.

-Phillip Black, Vendor, “Cat in the Hat”
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have been collected for a petition requesting that TMZ remove their
“distasteful” headline “Crack Mayor Dead at 78.” As Ward 8 Council
Member, Barry was no stranger to homelessness or the pages of Street
Sense. He spent a night in 801 East Men’s Shelter to gain insight into
city services He stood by Councilwoman Yvette Alexander of Ward 7 in
2008 to resist Mayor Adrian Fenty’s closing of the Franklin School Shelter. A public memorial service will be held on Dec. 6 at the Walter
E. Washington Convention Center, with memorial events as early as
Thursday Dec. 4 at the Wilson Building. -Eric Falquero, Editor-in-Chief

As a longtime Ward 8 resident and a lifelong Washingtonian, I have nothing but
respect and thanks for the work Marion
Barry put in for all DC residents. I really
take issue with those folks who use someone’s shortcomings and faults as a way to
paint a picture of someone’s life that is
far from the truth of who they were and
how much they gave to their community.
Any time someone speaks truth to power,
which Marion Berry always did, there are
those who would try to discredit his words
and actions.
The one thing Marion Berry left me with
was the memory of him holding court on
the fifth floor of the Wilson Building. He
sat and talked with the media and those of
us in the advocacy and service community,
while we waited for the city council to enact a policy that put $100 million into the
housing production fund annually. He said
to get the leadership and policy we wanted, we had to organize. We had to build
better organizations in our community.
Now more than ever, his words hold
true. Wards 7 and 8 are the last chance we
have to truly preserve affordable housing
in this city and the gentrifiers are already
at the gates. Anacostia is one of the most
beautiful places in Washington, DC, with
views that let you see for miles and miles,
and the last place to receive new development and businesses. We have to organize
- not tomorrow - but today.

-Robert Warren, Vendor

I am a native Washingtonian and can
remember the days when Marion was
the city’s mayor. I was in elementary
school then and I have to say our schools
did have a lot of programs that advanced
learning. I remember the safety patrol
and all of the parades that took place in
Washington. Most of those events were
attended by Barry himself. Although we
used to laugh and joke about certain issues, it is clear that Barry cared for his
people. In this town, you see a lot of
things, and having a voice for the poor
was something about the “Mayor for Life”
we should all remember. Things like the
safety patrol parade and the Drug Abuse
Resistance Education (DARE) program.
Things like his involvement with homeless
advocate Mitch Snyder and the Community for Creative Nonviolence to his Civil
Rights Movement roots. I have even seen
pictures of Barry and the late Rev. Martin
Luther King Jr. “He was one of us,” many
say. He attended a rally for the DC Opportunity Scholarship Fund in 2009, which
I reported on. Barry called for freedom by
saying “let my people go.” I can only use
what is left of Barry to continue the fight
for Chocolate City. The nation’s capital
will miss you. Rest in paradise, Mayor for
Life Marion Barry.

-Reginald Black, Vendor

Property of Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library
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A New Experience: Part 2

YEAR IN REVIEW

Gwynette Smith
Vendor

By Terron Solomon,
Vendor
YEAR IN REVIEW

Visiting a classmate’s home,
Her parents out-of-town, both gone
Will there be a fun fest
Or end up in an awful mess?
The teacher, saying her story is true,
Her fiance died in World War II
I really enjoyed the coffee cake,
But never enough for a stomach ache
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The social mixer and the card pusher,
I could be home and a church usher!
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I was never one tied to home,
But,oh, those times when I felt alone!
Oh, it really pulled my “trigger”
A neighbor’s father’s note,
“Got you there with a nigger”
But that ouija board,
And what it told me
Made me sad,
That part of my destiny
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OPINION

Black Sunday

By Angie Whitehurst, Vendor
Everyone in D.C. has a Marion Barry
Story. Mayor-for-Life Barry had an open
door, an open heart and a diehard vision
to advocate and take action to help his
“last least and lost.” He himself had
grown-up poor, struggled to get an education and became involved in the civil
rights war in America. Also, Mayor Barry
struggled with human error personally
and socially. He suffered the consequences with some jail time.
Marion Barry died on a “Black Sunday,” no ordinary day. A day of rest,
church and prayer for many. But this
particular Sunday was unique because
of the news: the anticipated Ferguson,
Missouri verdict, Bill Cosby, President
Barack Obama’s executive order for
immigrant amnesty, RGIII with the Redskins and Alfonso on “Dancing with the
Stars.” Coincidence, maybe - but the
news was all Black. The issues were not
about race per se or the color of one’s
skin. The issues were and are still about
actions taken or not taken- possibilities,
subjects and ills that all people regardless of race, color or creed do not want
to be involved in, talk about or even
acknowledge in any shape form or way,
except maybe behind closed doors or at
the local corral.
What did we learn from the former
Mayor? We learned that with experience, education, planning and working
the system as guaranteed by the U.S.
Constitution, we can make change.
Prior to becoming Mayor, Barry came to
D.C. and with Catfish Mayfield developed
an organization called Pride, during the
pre-Home Rule days. He made a name
for himself and ran for the only office
D.C. residents could vote for other than
the general election for President, the
School Board. Later, he would run for
city council and win. Walter Washington,
the District’s first Mayor, was wavering

and had pretty much decided he was not
going to stand for re-election. Eventually
he changed his mind. However that was
not before other candidates appeared on
the scene. Barry’s campaign was born out
of a dare that he could not win a bid for
mayor. The rest is history. Marion Barry,
Democrats, grassroots organizations and
those who felt disconnected or disenfranchised with the dominant choices, took the
reigns of the city.
Those of us who grew up in the sleepy
southern town of D.C., with its Jim Crow
and unspoken norms and attitudes of discrimination, were excited. The “Carpetbagger” had come to town, not to steal,
but to instill and create a more equal,
open society. He was not afraid and
would carry the last battle straight to the
Dixiecrats on the Hill and any other holdover vestiges of ol’ Jim Crow.
Mayor Barry had many successes and
some serious eyebrow raising occurrences.
We could say in one aspect his biggest enemy was himself, followed closely by the
wanton political manipulators and media.
On the other side, we could say, he did
not have enough checks and balances over
his appointees and career bureaucrats. No
matter what “good, bad or ugly,” he got
the blame, took the blame and kept moving forward, naysayers and all.
Hilda Mason, a Statehood city council
member had great respect for Barry and his
vision. If something was askew, she would
often let him know and strongly recommend a better path to get things done.
They both shared a passion to get voting
rights for the only U.S. citizens without
them: the people of Washington, D.C.
A personal eyebrow raiser was the
“Marion Barry Sanity Test.” His administration was politically aggressive in acquisitioning, solidifying and consolidating
anything and everything that was deemed
D.C. Government and citizens’ responsibility. The Barry Administration wanted
control of St. Elizabeth’s, the mental

I Didn’t Leave The Party, The Party Left Me
By Jeffrey Mcneil, Vendor

Being called a black conservative or Republican has been shocking because I always considered myself a liberal. I never
sought to be a conservative columnist. I
just believed in finding the truth: to hear
both sides of the story before coming to a
conclusion. But what was once considered
pragmatism and common sense is now seen
as right wing. Many of my white readers
don’t understand what it’s like to be black
and not be in lockstep with the black agenda. To not want to be black and “poor”
is regarded with contempt. I have been
called names such as Oreo (black on the
outside, white in the middle), Uncle Cracker and Frother (100% fake, 0% brother).
I wonder why more blacks haven’t broken

away from the civil rights platform - but it
takes people such as me to say it is okay
to criticize blackness and still be black. I
became tired of being the victim, i.e., the
angry Negro. Tired of defending blackness
for the sake of blackness. I couldn’t defend
the 30-year old grandmother or make demands for handouts when I wanted to work.
I discovered the mentality of blacks is no
different than the poor white southerners
they detest. The reason why many blacks
stay poor and liberal is the same reason
why many whites stay poor and conservative: there is safety in the flock and great
pressure to stay with your race.
But like a woman fleeing a troubled
relationship, I was driven from the Demo-

c=mb2: Our Planet

health treatment facility.
D.C. Government could not financially
afford this action, but pushed, pulled
kicked and fought the winning battle. Further, the Feds were not budging on underwriting additional program funding. The
end result was disenchanting to a big degree. Hundreds of residents were allegedly
released if they could pass “the test.” Rumor has that a mental health patient could
be released if 1) they knew the meaning of
a green and red light, 2) they knew how to
brush their teeth and shower, and 3) they
knew how to use the bathroom independently. Most people passed the test and
were literally put on the streets. Add to
this the clearing out of the train track underpass at Union Station that housed many
homeless (much to the anxiety of the mental health community and sensible caring
DC government managers).
We have had a tough up and down history with mental health, homelessness,
housing and poverty ever since. Should
we continue on the same path of political
expediency, or should we be redundant and
go back to building strong infrastructures
which works toward solutions and near
eradication of societal woes in a human
and socially responsible way?
We do know that Barry loved people
and would give them the last dime out of
his pocket, he loved good food and a great
time and most importantly, he believed
in and was a child of God in the name of
Jesus. He was not perfect, but believed
in forgiveness and redemption for himself
and every other human being. He believed in second chances and so advocated
for full voting rights for ex-offenders. As
they say, “never give up the ship!”
While we might not have liked the
publicity and repetitive events in “Hizzoner’s” life, we recognize the good he
did for our city and in remembrance of
him, we should continue to advocate for
the right changes and better government
to the benefit of all people.

Our dear, beloved planet is very much
alive and it relies on its internal, natural resources. These resources in turn provide life
for all on this planet, so, when we start to
take resources from our planet we not only
put our planet at risk, but also all life on it.
Hydraulic fracturing, commonly known
as fracking, is a great example of how
human beings damage our planet in the
constant quest for resources. In fracking,
liquid is injected under high pressure into
regions of shale rock in order to separate
flat pieces of rock and release natural gas.
Fracking brings benefits to energy producers while causing long-term environmental damage. Opponents of the process
believe that areas where fracking has occurred end up with poisoned groundwater
from the injected chemicals, and point to
regions of Pennsylvania and Texas as examples. The high pressure is also believed
to cause increased seismic activity, such
as a series of small quakes experienced in
Youngstown, Ohio, in 2011.
It’s not that we need more resources;
we need all of our efforts to reduce,reuse,
and recycle. There is absolutely nothing
human beings can provide for this magnificent, life-giving planet, yet it provides
everything we need for survival. History
has proved again and again when human
beings respond without fully understanding our outcomes, these irreversible results become humanity’s deepest regrets.
To paraphrase George Santayana, “The
reason why history repeats itself is because we have learned nothing from our
history.” But this quote doesn’t even
scratch the surface when it comes to the
damage to which we are now subjecting
our dearly beloved planet. It is unacceptable when we allow incomprehensible and
irreversible damage to our planet and put
the human race at risk.
If our planet ever needed humanity to
stand up for it, the time is now.

cratic Party. I’m sure that if I continued
writing about being a poor Negro needing the generosity of whites, I could have
landed a job with the Washington Post or
New York Times. Or my writings could be
compared with the likes of James Baldwin
and Richard Wright.
I began finding conservatives to be
more supportive than these latte leftists
who were happy with minorities as long
as they played the poor Negro. Then I
saw the light. I worked with whites who
were not condescending or fake. They
praised me when I did well and criticized
me when I performed poorly. We talked
sports, culture, arts... and rarely discussed racial matters. Once upon a time
radicalism was resisting welfare and charity. How did we collectively drift from a
philosophy of self help to believing we can

fail and be excused over past grievances?
Bill O’Reilly tells black people to stop
smoking weed while the liberal wants
to legalize it. Sean Hannity tells blacks
if you get a job you might not be poor,
while liberals are comfortable if you stay
on welfare. Rush Limbaugh tells women
if you close your legs you might not get
pregnant, while liberals refuse to address
the black community’s catastrophic baby
mama crisis.
I don’t agree with conservatives. I just
believe liberals say one thing and do another. I no longer hide the fact that I’m a
black Republican. The only thing I can do
is continue the proud tradition of self-help
preached by Frederick Douglass, Booker T.
Washington, Marcus Garvey and Malcolm
X before we sold our morals and principles
to the Democratic Party.

By Cynthia Mewborn, Vendor

Property of Nancy Hanks Lincoln Public Library
The Street Sense Writers’ Group is led by 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.

Sign of the Times

The Return Of The Magnificent One

By Robert Warren
Vendor

By Chon Gotti
Vendor
It is I, the magnificent one
the Brown Beast from Southeast.
I am humanity’s great warrior,
growing and getting stronger continuosly each and everyday.
For I’am the awakened Giant with Light sleeks of grey wisdom,
flowing thru my Charming smile and sweet intelligent conversations.
I’am the magnificent one, reaping through the positive seeds I’ve
sown.
Standing alone, revealing the almighty God that is within me, Pursuing
excellence while the Father of time awaits for the magnificent one to arrive.
Hear ye Hear ye peasants of doubt and globals of great hope, Greater is he that is
within me.
I am the return of the Magnificent One.

Truth is No Lie

Remember

By Sasha Williams, Vendor

By Phillip Black, Vendor

You are not lying to me;
To be genuine doesn’t
take much.
You are lying to yourself
My word is my bond;
there is no mess.
To make a life of stress
for someone to be depressed telling the truth is the best.
If your heart is really true, we expect
nothing less.
What is the meaning of bliss?
To give and live in happiness.

We must always remember,
Who we are and what
we stand for.
Sometimes the world
can be a very crazy
place.
Because what we do in
our lives is very meaningful.
We must accept what is
Let go of what was
And have faith in what will be.
Just remember
Be careful who you pretend to be
You might forget who you are.

When their eyes see the
signs
They will change what
they know of themselves
For all their silver and
gold
With their heats in their

Take the Time to Go
Encourage Someone
By Jackie Turner
Vendor
It only takes a minute
to say “yes you can, to
say, I know you can, to
say you did a good job!”
Don’t put limitations on
yourself. A short piece
of encouragement can
lead to endless accomplishments. It’s what makes a child try
harder, an adult accomplish what needs
to be done. Encouragement gives hope to
the people who have given up. So please
take the time to encourage someone.
Eyes are on you.
Little people watch your every move.
They learn by what they see. They imitate what you do. And guess what? Sometimes they grow up to be just like you.
Remember, you don’t get a second chance
in time! Eyes are on you.

throats,
This day was foretold
For this day no words will you hear
Only the sounds of footsteps
As they come near
For the boastful and the proud
Shall walk on their face
And their hands and feet will testify this
day
Many will be fed from an evil treat
And their souls will be lost
For who they used to be
Some will say to others, you said this day
will never come
As I join you in days of play and fun
And the ones they called on will be lost to
them this day
Their prayer and deeds will carry no weight
The gates will be opened and the keeper
will say
Come one and come all, for in your new
places
There’s room for you all
As the fire hurls through their burning skin
Man will ask Malik to ask his Lord
To let our lives end
His reply will be ‘forever is the promise
that must be kept’
For Hell is a place where no one has slept.

MY KATRINA: Part 23
By Gerald Anderson, Vendor

P R E V I O U S LY: T h e
guard I be talkin’ to
asked me to escort
some other guards to
check out Butch, the
dope fiend on the other side of the projects
who’d got shot. It was
like a whole SWAT team with their guns
and shields following me. Butch just lyin’
there stinking with death, covered with
blood and flies. When we got back on
our side of the projects, everyone know
we leaving soon. An old lady say to the
guard, “I’m not tryin’ to get on no helicopter, because I’m scared of heights.” I
worried too...
The next morning they come with the
helicopters and trucks and boats. I say
to myself, Oh God, the National Guard
didn’t lie.

The guard I been talking to—who’d
stayed all night watching over us—said,
“Some of y’all gonna move today.”
They lined us up five by five. They were
takin’ us by tens. It brought a little flag
back to me, because y’know this remind
me of how they lined us up in prison when
things like a fire or a fight broke out.
Sometimes in prison, one of the guys
in lockdown might try to commit suicide,
popping a socket with the lead from a
broken pencil or creating a smoke bomb
by wrapping toilet paper around his hand
and then makin’ it like a ball and lighting
it. The prison keep this kind of thing hush
up, because they don’t want the outside
to know they can’t control the inmates.
But now I was helping line up the others in the projects. The guard said to
make sure we keep count of people we
were moving.

So I snapped out of those prison memories and helped round up the elderly first.
It was hard to get the old folks to listen
to us. But some were like the man who
said, “I’ll do whatever it takes so I can
get my medical situation helped.” Many of
‘em was on heart pills or need machine.
One old lady passed out on the balcony
because she was so scared about being
put on a helicopter. She weighed over 400
pounds and was too heavy for the boat. It
took eight of us to help this one woman
get onto the helicopter.
Before a helicopter goes up, they blow
a whistle to indicate which helicopter
goes next—it means “Coast clear, I have a
full load, and I’m about to roll out.”
So one by one the helicopters—each
with maybe forty or fifty folks from the
projects—lift off and head to the Convention Center. With all the other helicopters

flying around, it looked like rush hour in
the sky.
I was glad I could help, but then you
get close and feel that motor vibrating
brrrrrm, brrrrrm under your feet. I was
shakin’ once I seen how they was pullin’ out. I was feeling shaky because my
mind went back to the 80s when a plane
crashed in Kenner—a suburb of New Orleans—right onto people’s houses. I was
more and more nervous. I know it comin’
to me next.
After they leave, me KK, and the
guards sit back and the guards explain
how they put the rope on you to secure
you in the helicopter and I’m saying to
myself, Hell, what am I gonna do when it
come my turn?
(to be continued)
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LIVING IN VEIN: Part 6
By Veda Simpson, Vendor

PREVIOUSLY: After the po-po beat me
up at the abandominium, I spent a week
in the hospital. Then I received a two to
six year sentence for drug-related charges
and ended up staying at Alderson Federal
Prison in West Virginia for 6 years...
While there, I took up brick-laying. In
prison you had to work. If you didn’t work
you’d be put in the hole. So there was no
excuse not to learn something.
They had bricklaying, carpentry, landscaping—basically you can learn all the
jobs like that in prison. The fire department of the nearby town was completely
comprised of female prisoners.
We lived in cottages, maybe around forty of us in each one. For meals, we went
down the hill to the kitchen and dining
room. It sounds like a vacation—and that’s
what it was! It was in the mountains and
with no fence around it. When Martha
Stewart was an inmate there, news reporters called it “Camp Cupcake.”
The authorities never worried about
anybody escaping, because there was a
river with a current so strong you would
drown in it.
They had a train that went around the

prison. A couple of times new girls would
jump on the train trying to escape and
they would fall asleep and then wake up
thinking they were miles away from the
prison, but then the doors would open and
a prison guard would come with a shotgun
and escort them to the hole.
They would have to go back to court
and get more time for trying to escape.
Because the train was just there to deliver
supplies, it never went very far - new girls
didn’t realize that.
I had to go in the hole twice... for fighting. The first fight broke out because one
of my jobs was to deliver supplies to the
cottages, things like toilet paper and office supplies. I also delivered supplies to
the kitchen.
We had to unload big tractor trailers
full of food: canned goods, onions, potatoes, frozen ground beef and chicken,
steaks, shrimp, crabmeat, pork chops.
Back then prisons had the kind of money
to buy decent food for us.
Each Sunday they had a different culture’s meal. They would have soul food
day, African meal, Spanish dinner. Sometimes it was American food, like hamburgers and hot dogs.

PHOTO BY THE ANTI-APATHETIC

The fight broke out because I had access to all that. One girl was a bootlegger,
and she used yeast make hooch—homemade wine. The other prisoners called this
girl “The Mountain Steal Mill.”
She wanted me to steal some yeast for
her to make hooch, but I didn’t want to
be goin’ to the hole. When I told her no,
she swung at me and missed. That’s all
she wrote, because I whooped her bad.
My friends told me the police were coming, so I left.

When the po-po got there and saw her
face all swollen, they asked how did it happen and she told them she fell. It was a
law of prison, you don’t squeal on nobody.
THE END. Veda Simpson is seen above

developing “Living in Vein” with volunteer editor Susan Orlins on the corner of
13th and G Streets NW, where she sold
Street Sense for many years. Veda passed
away on the evening of Monday November 24 at the age of 59. She is remembered on page 8.

STAR TREK: Part 1
By Kenneth Belkosky, Vendor
By Chris Shaw “Cowboy Poet” Episode 21

Victory is Mine
The clamoring between Macedonia
Green and her loving "Flock" was tumultuous to the point of flickering the lights in
the tabernacle on New York Avenue. "Vi-icto-ree- Is - Mines, Vic- To- Ree- Is Mines,
VICTORY IS MINES Too-Da-aay, Ah'm Sooo
Gla-aad, I'm So -oo Gla-aad,Tooo- Da-aaay!
This evening's service was more than
the usual soup and solution session, for
all were assembled in the creaky Blessings
Tabernacle to commemorate the passing of
their foolish, fabulous friend Meals, freshly
poisoned down at Market Square. "We are
Deeply, Truly Sorry," Macedonia began, adjusting her ample lavender surplice. She
went on, explaining what a pity it was that
Reverend Rand was too indisposed to preside over the memorial for their flushedfaced angel of the plank table, Meals.
"Dear Beloveds," Macedonia went on,
"Meals was only human, but despite his
many faults, he was, I b'lieve, a Angel,
a Saint among derelick's! Ain't That The
TRUTH!" she bellowed joyfully. At this, men
and women of the congregation pelted
Meals' simple pine coffin with flowers,
coins, dollar bills and Meals' favorite: PB&J
sandiches! (still in their individual baggies)
In his makeshift 'study," Rand tossed on
his rusty cot. His head was in such pain
from vodka that he almost wished Ferret's

blade had found its mark.
"Why in the name of God," he sighed,
"did I ever leave England? If I had only
known what awaited me in this miserable
bailiwick... Why?" Weakened, he sank back
into troubled dreams.
That night, in the rococco Senate conference room in the bowels of the US
Capitol, a peculiar trio gathered. Marsh,
puffing nervously on a Don Primo Cuban
cigar, leaned over two supplicant figures,
his wingman Ben, and Jed Harris, once his
key ‘enforcer'.
"So, Ben, what'cha thinking. This here
pal of ours, Mister Harris. Seems he 'muffed
up' taking out my wretched, two-timin'
wife there. I'm gettin' lil' whispers that he's
too EASY on little Brother Billy LUCK--"
With this last expectorated consonant
he seized Harris by the purple polyester
lapels of his flashy "Mack" long coat. Ben
gazed dumbly around, but was silent.
"How 'bout it, MISTER-Harris! Suppose
you take out at least Billy Luck and prove
it's done,or I'll see to it you've "Electric
Slided" for the LAST TIMER!!"
If the reaction from Harris to Marsh's
threat were a movie close-up, it would
have put Scatter'slast grimace as that
pusher man got waxed in "SUPER FLY,"
much to shame.
(to be continued)

Stardate 9892.4 - Captain Picard has
been contacted by the Romulan Star Empire and Ambassador Spock. The two parties recognize that an alternate reality
has been created, resulting in two timelines within the same universe. The USS
Enterprise is tasked with resolving reality
back to a single timeline. Lieutenant Commander Data proposes going back in time
to make sure that Captain Nero, a rogue
Romulan who traveled back in time to destroy Vulcan - which he thought would protect Romulus’ own future, is never born.
Picard enacts Data’s plan. Spock’s homeworld is saved from its future fate: Nero is
never born to create a temporal incursion
and alternate reality with his ship.
But innocent people are still in danger.
The Romulans’ twin planets remain
threatened by the collapse of their sun.

The Enterprise rallied Starfleet and the
Romulan fleet together in enough time to
transfer all the Romulans to a new planet
out of range of the collapsing star. The
people and the government of the Romulan Empire were so grateful that the Romulans joined Starfleet, and the Neutral
Zone was dismantled.
Captain’s Log, Stardate 998421.3:
Thanks to the Romulans, The Federation, my ship and my crew - we were able
to save both the people of Vulcan and
The Romulan Star Empire - reaching a
new level of peace upon our return. Now
we’re headed to Starbase 189 for R&R.
-Signed Jean Luc Picard, USS Enterprise-J
(to be continued)
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In the Name of God Gracious & Merciful
By Barron Hall, Vendor

America apparently does not abuse
and mistreat animals. But it always has to
think twice when it comes to people. We
complain about other countries and human rights issues and how they should be
brought to justice. Shame on yourselves,
America. Look at your racial attitudes

when it comes to the poor and homeless,
especially black America. If what happened here took place anywhere else in
the world, we would be shedding blood.
God has a plan and you reap what you sow.
Your animals are treated way better than
some people are treated.

Introduction

the kind of home I need for my children
and grandchildren, partly because we were
never accepted as wounded warriors. We
were something America wanted to forget. Most of us that fought and most that
died were black and poor and murdered.
America you will reap what you have sown.

Moving On

By Jerry Hickerson, Vendor
My name is Jerry
Hickerson and I work
selling Street Sense.
A fellow Street Sense
vendor named Duane
told me about the paper over the summer
and I was trained by
James Davis. I like working with Street
Sense because I can be my own boss. If
I get sick I can take a day off and come
back to work when I’m ready. I’m looking
for other work and have applied for several jobs and am also interested in going
to college.

We have those who are so called “interested” in the wounded warrior. Those of us
that survived Vietnam never had our needs
met. America tried as hard as it could to
sweep us under the rug. Since I’ve been diagnosed with PTSD I have had a hard time
getting my life in order. I still can’t get

By Charles Davis, Vendor
I grew up in Northeast Washington,
DC, with my mom, brother and sister. My
mother passed away this summer but I’m
happy that she’s safe at home with her
mother and father now.
I have a mental health disability and I
receive SSI, but I still work hard and am
looking for work so I can take care of myself, pay my bills and pay my rent. I’m
also a diabetic but I take my medicine and
eat right to make sure my health is okay.
I often work distributing Street Sense
near the Whole Foods Market on Wisconsin
Avenue in Georgetown so feel free to stop
by and say hello.

The Major and Me

Since I have been
with Street Sense a lot
of things have been
moving in the right direction. First of all, I
will always thank the
good lord Jesus Christ
for giving me this opportunity with the Street Sense family.
Right now I am struggling with my arthritis
in my hip. But I still keep it moving with
Street Sense. I have also applied for the
assessment program with my case manager, which will enable me to get back

into school and put me into a disability
program. That will help me if I get my
disability benefits.
Sometimes it is hard to get things right
when you are homeless, but through the
grace of the Almighty God I am going to
continue to keep the faith with Him no
matter how tough the road gets. So, people, no matter how tough it gets. keep on
moving, because life is real. I will keep it
moving with Street Sense and my studies
and my health. I thank the Street Sense
family for giving me this opportunity. Keep
it moving, and God Bless!

Motivation

Second Chance with God

When you get up in
the morning, and you
don’t feel like going to
work, but you know one
thing: the rent, bills etc
got to be paid...
That’s motivation.
Whenever we do
something that’s positive...
That’s motivation.
When I hear the word motivation I feel
moved and full of energy:
That’s motivation.
When someone gives me constructive
criticism on my life, I seek Jesus for the
answer:
That’s motivation.

I was so surprised yesterday when
I came to work. I met
a friend that I first met
two weeks ago, and we
got to talking again. Our
topic was God. We were
talking about the war in
the streets. He was a vet, and wants us to
form a group, not only to help homeless
vets, but also to help all homeless people.
One thing I know for sure is that God
loves us all. With what I know of homelessness, I would not wish it on my worst enemy. I am so in love with God that I don’t
worry about going to heaven; I worry only
about making it one day at a time. I wish
a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year
to all!
God will forgive you and he will not forget you.

By Leonard Hyater, Vendor

By Carl Turner, Vendor

By Ron Verquer, Vendor

I was just trying to
pick up something to
eat at a convenience
store near the National
Mall. This other shopper gave me one of his
stares. You might think
he is a cop, but it takes
a while just to say “hi.” He left the store
after finding something to eat. I was trying to find even basic living. I was at the
2nd and D shelter but had been over by
Miriam’s Kitchen. Months later I saw the
guy again, just trying to talk to someone
new. It is tough. In March 2013 I started
selling Street Sense. The first day it took a
while to sell my first paper.
Well, I seen him again a couple of
months later. At first, trying to sell the
paper means talking and showing articles

but we said hi to eachother. He worked
by the National Mall, so I went there to
talk to him and he said if I wanted money
to pay for a motel he would help. I did not
readily accept the offer. The skeptic in me
was saying, “is it really a room?”
Well, later I was able to get a tent from
two men who lived in Cumberland, Maryland, and a sleeping bag. Sometimes,
just asking for the basic living things for
life is hard. You think, Has it got this bad?
Yes, it has. But I accepted that room. To
get mea motel by myself, to just relax,
felt so good, and a shower.
The next day I felt better! Major, as I
call him now - well his luck turned around
too. He had confided to me that he had a
legal problem. Judge said take the armed
services. He did. He made it all the way to
a Master SGT. Now he trains troops!

STORY OF BERNARD DEAN JR: Part 6
By Chino Dean, Vendor

PREVIOUSLY: I described how while
growing up, Bernie Dean, Jr. played soccer
and track, competing against Jesse Owens,
Jr. and Carl Lewis II, both of whom put
obstacles in his way. In last episode, Bernie
was able to switch from public school back
to Catholic school, and was taking an extra
summer school class to meet girls...
Entering fifth grade, Bernie had a
crooked eye,and went for an operation
- only to return and briefly date a few

different girls. They were classmates. It
seemed as if when the other boys tried
to get with them, they didn’t - the girls
liked me. Temporarily at least! A week
here, a day there. As a 5th grade Catholic
School boy, as an altar boy, Bernie was
very motivated to be successful. But in
sixth grade, he began his process of separation from one or two kids determined to
ruin that ambition. Once Bernie filed for
copyright to some of his ideas, four years

out of English. But these kids stole his
drawings and scripts for Bart Simpson and
Gumby. Bernie realized they were going
to steal any story or idea from him. Luckily, at St. John the Apostle school, all 29
students minus maybe three or four were
all friends of Bernie’s. So he was given
strength and support. But strongly, Bernie
continued on with his direction of hope,
but things became intense with sports.
(to be continued)
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Taking Care

COMMUNITY SERVICES

By Roberta Bear
Vendor
I think my journey in
this recovery process
means feeling good
about myself physically,
mentally and spiritually.
Today physically I am
taking care of myself
going to the doctor and
getting help with my
heart problem. Taking
my medicine everyday.
Mentally my mind is
getting quiet each day working with the therapist,
with the House of Ruth, understanding about the feelings of the isolation and feeling of being miserable.

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

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

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

Catholic Charities: 772-4300
catholiccharitiesdc.org/gethelp

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

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

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

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

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

Community of Hope: 232-7356
communityofhopedc.org

I could not talk to anyone. The control that he
had on me. But with the help of the counselor who
I see on a monthly basis that I am feeling safe again
talking about my feelings without judgement and understanding the attitudes and beliefs about domestic
violence with a intimate partner.
The prevention is the key to tear the walls down
and the education and training.
Intervention can save lives. That the House of Ruth
has services and shelters for us who have been abused.
Their commitment in the advocacy for change. That
we can stand up when others stand down.
I will continue to work to reach my goal to know
my higher power better and strenghten my relationship. I will value my freedom.

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

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

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

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

Housing/Shelter

Clothing

Outreach

Transportation

Education

Legal Assistance

Food

Showers

Medical/Healthcare

Laundry

Employment Assistance
DEPARTMENT OF MENTAL HEALTH ACCESS HOTLINE

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

John Young Center: 639-8569
119 D Street, NW
Martha’s Table: 328-6608
2114 14th St, NW		
marthastable.org

SHELTER HOTLINE:
1–800–535–7252

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

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

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

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

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

Address
Phone
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VENDOR PROFILE: VEDA SIMPSON
By Hannah Roop, Editorial Intern

Reaching Out

By Elizabeth Bryant, Vendor
I know you probably want an about reuniting with my daughter, Bernice, after
I ran into her at the bus stop a couple
weeks ago. I went over to her house the
Saturday before Thanksgiving, but she
threw me out.
After we spoke at that bus stop, I went
up in my head and thought we would be a
family again - but it doesn’t seem that way.
She told me she never would have spoken
to me if my grandson hadn’t said hello.
I just have to turn it over to God and
keep my hands out of it so as not to make

things worse. I cried because it hurt so
much. Emotional pain that deep is a struggle to deal with, but no matter what, I
can’t drink or drug. I’m not sober for her,
I’m sober and drug free for me by the
grace of God - and will be for eight years
as of January 2, 2015.
My hand is healing up from the carpal
tunnel surgery, but it still hurts a lot some
days. I am starting back to school when it
gets warm. Right now really need to work
on myself: attending doctor appointments
and focusing on this job.
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The first thing I notice about Veda
Simpson is the gallon plastic bag full of
birdseed sitting on the footrest of her
electric wheelchair. She says that pigeons,
doves and sparrows follow her around,
waiting for her when she gets off of the
bus stop, when she walks out of the Metro
station. “You’d think I’m the president
and they’re the Secret Service!” she says.
The birds follow her for good reason—she
buys a pound of birdseed every other day.
Simpson has been with Street Sense for
eight years, selling papers near the Metro
Center entrance/exit. She started selling
papers during a difficult time in her life,
when she was having problems with drug
addiction. “I didn’t know what way was
up, so [a friend] told me about Street
Sense,” says Simpson. She’s been selling
papers at Metro Center ever since, and
she has gained quite a reputation. “Customers know me from singing,” she says.
“I sing all day…whatever song God lay on
my heart—that’s what I sing.” She likes to
think that by selling papers and singing,
she’s getting a message across. “I try to
make people feel at home. You know, everybody always says I’m in a happy mood.
I’m always smiling, [saying] ‘good morning, try to have conversations with them.”
People usually return her kindness, but
even if not, she says, “I won’t let one
person spoil my day.”
While she works hard, selling about 150
papers per week, Simpson says that for
her, this work is “not even an issue about
making money.” She doesn’t give a price
for the paper when she sells it, she just
asks for customers to donate whatever
they have, even if it’s just a penny. For
Simpson, selling Street Sense “is about
trying to spread awareness of people being homeless.”
Thankfully, Simpson is no longer homeless. Six years ago, a customer helped her
get her own apartment close to the Street
Sense office. She shares her home with
her eight cats, and as she tells me their
names, she adds a little story about each
one. Dirty Feet “played in the litter box
when she was a baby,” Left Hook “will
throw a left hook and hit you quick,” and
Sugar, Simpson tells me, is the cat that
started it all. When Simpson was homeless, Sugar followed her back to the room
she was staying in at a crack house. Sugar
never left her side and she and her babies are like Simpson’s family. “They are
so smart. They know when I’m sick; they
know when I’m upset.” She says that
when she gets home to her apartment,
her cats follow her wherever she goes,
even to the bathroom.
In addition to her own cats, she cares
for the cats who live outside her apart-

ment building—five out back and four in
the front. At Thanksgiving and Christmas
when she makes a turkey, she’ll split it
between her cats and the cats outside.
On the weekends, Simpson sells papers
at Eastern Market. She smiles wide as
she tells me that “everybody, everybody
brings their dogs down there.” Simpson
keeps dog treats in her bag and all the
dogs come running when they see her.
Sometimes, after selling papers, she’ll go
to a park across the street and play fetch.
As she talks about her life, Simpson
makes references to difficulties with
drugs, time spent in prison, family issues,
and medical problems, but she doesn’t
dwell on them. It is clear that Simpson
prefers talking about the present—especially when that means talking about her
animals—and looking toward the future.
With help and encouragement from some
of her Street Sense customers, she has
earned her veterinary assistant certificate
through a two-year mail-in program at a
college in Minnesota. She is proud of the
accomplishment and plans to seek work
in that field when she gets a little older,
when she can’t take selling papers in the
heat or the cold any longer.
Simpson says that for her, Street Sense
is about more than making money; it’s
about showing the world that homeless
people are people. Simpson herself is often published in Street Sense. To her, the
stories and articles written for the paper
by vendors show that “although they’re
homeless, their mind isn’t homeless.”
Veda Simpson passed away unexpectedly on the evening of Monday November 24. You can read more about her,
the lives she touched, and service arrangements on page 8. Rest in peace
Veda, you are missed.

