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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.

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,
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After 25 Years of Service, Coalition Disbands
A long time staple in the homeless community has now closed its “doors.” The
Coalition of Housing and Homeless Organizations (COHHO), which regularly met
at N Street Village, will not be operating
as of thursday December 11, 2014. COHHO was an instrumental part of how
people could get involved with their community. Public forums to assist the D.C.
Interagency Council on Homelessness, and
needed reports on the city’s Winter Plan
are among the groups many accomplishments. COHHO is proud of the work it has
done, Nechama Masliansky who is a board
member and convenor of cohho said at the

group’s final meeting “we should be proud
we actually worked ourselves out of existence. If you have ever gone to a training
or testified at a hearing you are a hero.”
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While COHHO will be missed, it’s work has
taken the form of other initiatives within
the community. Aside from celebrating
success, the December 11th meeting was

also spent making sure members were informed of these other initiatives so that
they could stay engaged in ending homelessness in D.C.
-Reginald Black

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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Survival
to Success:
Peterson Brothers Driven
by Past to Fight for
District’s Future

Lamont Peterson, Anthony Peterson and their trainer Barry Hunter deliver thousands of dollars worth of food
they are donating to So Others Might Eat’s pantry before volunteering in the organization’s Dining Room for
the day. PHOTO BY MATAILONG DU
By Eric Falquero
Editor-in-Chief
The Tuesday before Thanksgiving, world
boxing champion Lamont Peterson’s opponent was hunger. Lamont, his brother
Anthony--also a professional boxer--and
their trainer Barry Hunter volunteered to
help serve at So Others Might Eat (SOME)’s
lunch program that day.
SOME has been providing meals, housing and healthcare across the District
since 1970. The organization manages 18
long-term housing programs and served
433,811 meals in 2013. Peterson, 30, recalls eating there as a child.
“I know that all those times that we
were homeless and moving house to
house… if it weren’t for these guys, we
wouldn’t have anything,” Peterson said.
The holiday season is a wakeup call
for generosity in the hearts of many District residents, and a service tradition
for the Petersons.
“Thanksgiving to Christmas is our most
in-demand time of the year to volunteer.
The great thing about this period of time
is that it allows for the potential for new
volunteers to see what we do and continue their service into the New Year and
beyond,” Seneca Wood, Program Director
for SOME’s Dining Room and Non-Monetary
Donations, explained.
While the Petersons won’t be volunteering at SOME regularly, they are committed to helping the city’s homeless
community. Before meals were served,
Safeway delivered over $5,500 worth of
kitchen staples Lamont and Anthony purchased to support SOME’s food pantry.

“The Peterson brothers have been unbelievably generous and we cannot thank
them enough for their support,” Wood
said. “That amount of food may be utilized for 3-5 weeks in the food pantry.”
An estimated 150 people came to each
of the two lunch services the Petersons
and Coach Hunter helped serve.
When Lamont was10 years old, their father went to prison on drug charges. His
mother tried to carry on, but broke under
the pressure of being a single parent for a
large family, and eventually found solace
in alcohol. The family became homeless
soon after that.
“Most of the time we pretty much took
care of Mom. We followed her around and
made sure she had something to eat...”
Peterson explained.
Lamont and Anthony were among the
youngest of twelve siblings. Their oldest sister was able to take in some of the
younger sisters, while the other girls went
to their grandfather. With no one else in
a position to help, the younger brothers
stuck together on the streets.
“Some nights we slept in bus stations,
sometimes we slept in the street, sometimes we might just walk all night,” Peterson said. “If someone left their car
unlocked, we’d crawl in for the night and
leave out early.”
The Peterson brothers stayed at two
“shelter homes” in as many years. Lamont
describes them as difficult to stay in because of strict regulations: disregarding
curfew could lead to being turned away.

“There were a lot of kids in our same
situation,” Peterson recalls.
This year’s Point in Time Count recorded nine unaccompanied youth in the
metro area, one living completely unsheltered. The annual enumeration is part of
a national effort mandated by the US Department of Housing and Urban Development (HUD) to capture a snapshot of how
many people experience homelessness on
any given night. “Unaccompanied” youth
are minors who lack parental, foster or
institutional care. Parents who are homeless and under 18 are considered unaccompanied youth.
The Metropolitan Washington Council of
Governments’ report on the 2014 Count
explains that unaccompanied youth are
extremely hard to track accurately because “methods often used for counting
homeless adults don’t accurately capture
survival strategies particularly common
to youth, such as being mobile and transient, latching on to friends and staying
in groups, or trying to hide in plain sight.
Many homeless youth don’t want to be
found because they may be fleeing abuse
or fear being placed in foster care.”
Additionally, the 2014 count found
3,795 homeless families (with adults),
29 of them unsheltered. This number of
families is 626 more than the previous
year and 50 percent more than 2010. The
situation has been labeled a crisis by city
officials and advocates alike.
“We have 409 units to serve 840 families. That spells disaster!” Jim Graham,

Ward 1 council member and chair of the
Committee on Human Services, said in
criticism of this year’s Winter Plan.
Between Sasha Bruce Youthwork and
Covenant House Washington, 63 emergency beds are available for unaccompanied
youth in the metro area. According to Sasha Bruce’s Communications Coordinator,
Lauren Sotolongo, the number of beds in
use fluctuates from night to night because
“the youth can be in and out, depending
on their situation.”
The Peterson brothers moved often,
from one rough neighborhood to another.
Lamont learned to defend himself fighting
in the street.
“When I was young: eight, nine, ten…
I’d always end up fighting older kids,”
Peterson said.
And that’s exactly how coach Barry
Hunter found him.
An older kid named Patrice “Boogie”
Harris observed Lamont, 10, defend his
brother, Anthony, against a 14-year old,
and recognized Lamont’s potential. Harris, who was keen on the Petersons’ sister
Takisha at the time, and is their brotherin-law today, was learning to box in Coach
Barry Hunter’s HeadBangers program, and
he brought Lamont and Anthony to the
coach’s attention. When Lamont and Anthony joined HeadBangers, Coach Hunter
was teaching a bunch of kids in borrowed
space at community rec centers. Hunter
has taught District youth how to box for
over 20 years. Today, HeadBangers Promotions works out of state-of-the-art facili-
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ties renovated by the D.C. Department of
Public Works in the Bald Eagle Recreation
Center, 100 Joliette Street SW.
Peterson says he knew at their first
meeting that Barry Hunter was different.
Having grown up in a rough neighborhood
with a seldom-involved father himself,
Hunter has worked tirelessly to keep children from delinquency on the streets
through positive development in his athletic program.

Anthony Peterson serves lunch to a guest at So Others Might Eat.
“He taught us more than boxing; he
taught us how to be men. We had no guidance, no adults. He gave us direction,”
Peterson said.
Lamont and Anthony took two years
off from boxing when they were placed
into the foster care system. After several
moves, they were returned to their father’s custody upon his release on parole.
Hunter remains Lamont and Anthony’s
trainer, and they are his greatest boxing
successes. While HeadBangers continues
to train youth, Hunter is also responsible
for promoting and training the likes of
the Petersons, Tony Thompson, and others. Boogie Harris also stuck with HeadBangers, and now is employed as a trainer.
The HeadBangers family is tight-knit,
having grown up together. Last Christmas Lamont and Anthony organized the
gym to cook dinner for several families
they invited over from D.C. General
Family Shelter. The brothers had recently spoken to shelter residents about
healthy eating habits and were inspired
to make a donation.

PHOTO BY MATAILONG DU

“There were a lot of kids there,” Peterson
said as he remembered visiting the shelter.
Over 40 children attended the dinner at
Bald Eagle. Each was given several presents from their Christmas lists, and their
parents received $50 gift cards.
Lamont Peterson holds the International
Boxing Federation (IBF)’s Junior Welterweight World Champion title, with ten years
as an amateur and ten years as a professional under his belt. Through their careers,
the formerly homeless brothers from Southeast have seen most of the United States,
Europe, and parts of South America.
“You’re pretty much competing against
the world,” is how Peterson described his
work. He has been fighting against the
world since he was eight.
In 2012, Lamont Peterson’s integrity
was called into question. When he was
preparing for a rematch with Amir Khan,
whose defeat won Peterson the IBF Welterweight title in December 2011, a
routine drug test appeared to reveal ab-

normally high amounts of testosterone in
Peterson. The match was cancelled and
Peterson’s title was under scrutiny, although the IBF would later report “these
levels would not have enhanced Lamont
Peterson’s training for or performance
during the bout.”
Peterson had been experiencing fatigue
and received a soy implant from his doctor to remedy the situation. Nonetheless,
Peterson lost over a year’s worth of fights
to public doubt.
He’s glad to be back in the ring, and
hopes his experience will lead to clearer
drug-testing standards for the sport. Peterson retained his World Champion title and
most recently defended it against New York
contender Eric Santana in August of this
year. The brothers’ ambition is unwavering: Anthony is seeking a Lightweight title
shot; and when asked if he has any more
titles in his sights, Lamont said simply “I
would like to have all of them.”
But where were the Peterson broth-

ers and Coach Hunter just weeks before
Lamont would dethrone champion Amir
Khan? During the last week of November,
2011, the trio could be found handing out
food baskets in a church hall with the late
Councilmember Marion Barry, speaking
with at-risk youth at Martha’s Table, and
serving meals at Central Union Mission.
“My time, my money - it’s no problem. I
just enjoy doing it,” Peterson said.
Peterson’s passion for giving back
comes second to love for his 5-year old
daughter, who he promises will never risk
his own childhood struggles. Lamont and
Anthony recently shared their story to
advocates and homeless youth staying at
Covenant House Washington as part of the
organization’s Sleep Out vigil. The Petersons believe it is important to tell others
people in tough situations what they’ve
been through, and encourage them to
keep fighting.
“I love boxing, but I’m not here for boxing,” Lamont Peterson said.
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Housing Facility Raises Bar for City Homeless Services

New resident Denver Hawkins speaks at La Casa’s ribbon cutting. PHOTOS BY ERIC FALQUERO
By Eric Falquero
Editor-in-Chief
Half a block from the Columbia Heights
metro station, across from IHOP, Best Buy,
and other restaurants and retail establishments, sits the District’s first seven-story
homeless facility.
A December 11 ribbon cutting ceremony
marked the opening of La Casa Permanent Supportive Housing (PSH) program.
The 40-unit building, which also contains
a community room, will serve chronically
homeless men, particularly veterans and
members of the latino community.
The building has gold certification for
leadership in energy and environmental
design from the Green Energy Council and
meets all requirements for accessibility
set forth in the American Disabilities Act
(ADA). Each floor features commissioned
paintings by Howard University students
and staff. Its modern design is right at
home next to other high-rises in the area.
According to the Department of General Services, “The District wants to break
the notion that homeless care facilities
are institutional, generic unpleasant
places to be… La Casa...will change the
perception of the public and the perception of the residents.”
From 1985 through 2010, La Casa existed as a humble building and several
trailers that provided 90 emergency shelter beds and 40 transitional beds to the
homeless community.
The Columbia Heights Metro station
opened in 1999. In 2002, the parcel of
land La Casa sits on came under scrutiny
by Donatelli Development, Inc., when the
city designated land near the Metro station as part of a redevelopment plan that
would include the reincarnation of La Casa.
Donatelli has since constructed condominiums, apartments, and retail in the form of
Highland Park and Kenyon Square.
“When I found La Casa, the trailers

were ratty and unclean; there was a terrible hypothermia death. It was in a terrible
state, in a gang controlled neighborhood.
Poor quality, poor area, poor results,” Jim
Graham, four term city council member
for Ward 1, described to the audience at
the ribbon-cutting ceremony. “But it did
a lot of good work too. I’ve met people
along the way whose lives were saved!”
Just under four years ago, La Casa was
an empty lot. While the promise of new
and improved facilities was well received,
the question of what would happen to
shelter residents while the land was refurbished hung in the air for five years. Residents made several suggestions regarding
what the new facilities should include: job
training, basic toiletries, better food, and
more permanent housing.
All 40 units at the new La Casa are single room occupancy (SRO) spaces, where
residents do not have to pack up and
leave each morning. “People doubted La
Casa would ever come back. Now everyone is calling me: ‘Jim, can I get in there,
can I have a key,’” Graham chuckled.
Many services make up the District’s
Continuum of Care for the homeless, including prevention services such as rental
assistance, emergency nightly shelter, and
several types of housing. Transitional housing offers support such as case management
and treatment for mental health or addiction, but with the inherent goal of transitioning, these programs generally come
with a time limit of six to nine months.
La Casa’s original transitional housing
program, managed by D.C. Coalition for
the Homeless, moved to 1131 Spring Road,
NW and continues to operate as La Casa
Transitional Rehabilitation Program.
Compared to transitional housing, Permanent Supportive Housing (PSH) offers
more comprehensive services. The United

The original La Casa building and trailers compared to the new Permanent Supportive
Housing center.
States Interagency Council on Homelessness reports that multiple studies show
this method is more cost-effective than
allowing someone to remain homeless.
In the PSH single room occupancies,
tenants sign a lease, rather than seeking
to comply with varying programmatic requirements. Advocates say it normalizes
the arrangement. The Community Partnership, which manages D.C.’s continuum of
care, selected Friendship Place through a
competitive RFP process to manage the
new La Casa.
“We know that the solution to chronic
homelessness is housing, and specifically a
Housing First approach to Permanent Supportive Housing,” Jill Carmichael, Division
Director of Friendship Place, said as part of
the Way Home Campaign.
New resident Denver Hawkins also spoke
at the ribbon cutting. Hawkins has been
homeless for some time, and a prime candidate for placement in PSH - but most PSH
units are not ADA accessible. For Hawkins,
who uses a wheelchair, that means he needed to keep looking.
Amber Harding, a staff attorney with
the Washington Legal Clinic for the Homeless who has worked with the District’s
PSH program since its inception, calls ADA
access it’s own “continuum of problems.”
There are varying levels of access:
“full,” “usable,” and “no-stair” for people
that can generally walk around, but cannot handle stairs. Fully accessible locations

have sinks with no cabinets under them to
make space for wheelchairs, appliances
and clothing racks that are closer to the
ground, etc. Most ADA compliant units are
usable - with ramp access, elevator or lift
if necessary, and some “grab bars.”
The city’s “scattered site” program
means that most PSH recipients find a
private landlord that will accept their
voucher. Harding has seen other “beautifully designed” ADA accessible PSH
buildings in the city, but they are few
and far between.
“We should surely incentivize development of this fashion,” Harding declared.
Hawkins, who stayed in the original La
Casa shelter, is just happy to have been
placed somewhere.
“There’s so much to be said - I didn’t
start here looking like this ... moving in,
I’m able to take a shower and clean up. I
just got a haircut yesterday,” Hawkins said,
wearing a suit and tie for the event. “It’s
no kind of life [out there]: sleeping in hotel
lobbies till they tell you to leave, people
avoiding you because of the smell...”
La Casa’s assistant director describes
the new facility as doing just that - defining community and providing the homeless
population with dignity and respect.
“You need to clean the streets up,”
Hawkins said, “there needs to be more
places like this built: for females, for people in wheelchairs, for amputees.”
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German Street Paper Vendor Gives Guided Tours
By Marc Dauenhauer, Street News Service/ FIFTYFIFTY - GERMANY
"My name is Markus. I've been living
rough for four and-a-half years. I sleep under a bridge." With these words I begin my
guided tours, which I have been running
for a year on behalf of fiftyfifty and the
cultural centre zakk. I ended up on the
streets because my flat was too expensive
for me, and then I lost my job. When I first
became homeless, I just hit the road and
ended up here in Düsseldorf. I found some
good mates here who I still meet up with
in the evenings for a beer and to watch
the football. It was these people who told
me about the street magazine, and in
2011 I became a fiftyfifty vendor. Before
that I just used to collect bottles and live
off what I could find in skips and bins.
At the beginning of 2013 I took part in
making a cinema advert for fiftyfifty. In
it, a social worker spoke to me about the
project she was involved with: an alternative guided tour of the city called 'Living
on the Streets.' When I first heard about
it, I was a bit skeptical. Why would people
be interested in the way homeless people
live and get by? But I still wanted to give
it a try, because I was interested in telling other people about my life. Also, it
was important for me to get other people
to see homeless people from a different perspective. People who took part in
these guided tours would find out what
they could do to help others, and what
facilities exist in Düsseldorf. At the same
time, I started to think about what places
I wanted to show people: day centres,
emergency night shelters, hostels, places
where homeless people used to sleep and
places where you could buy fiftyfifty. But
also the places for dealing drugs and the
red light district, which, I'm afraid, are
also part of Düsseldorf.
Of course, I was pretty nervous before my first guided tour: Would people
be able to hear what I was saying above

the noise of the traffic? Would they ask
questions I didn't know the answers to?
Would they ask me things that were too
personal? So far, everyone has been able
to hear me and no-one has asked me
anything I couldn't answer. I've not had
any negative feedback up to now, either.
On the contrary, my worries that nobody
would be interested in an alternative
guided tour were unfounded. At the moment I'm doing on average three tours a
month, as are my colleagues.
What I really like is when I get letters
from people who have been on the tours.
I've been invited for coffee quite a few
times after a tour. If I wasn't 'Living on
the Streets,' that kind of thing wouldn't
be happening to me. If it wasn't for these
tours I would rarely get to speak to 'normal' people, apart from the regulars who
buy fiftyfifty. I mean, who wants to have a
conversation with a homeless person?
People have really gotten a lot out of
our two-hour tours. They've learned that
homeless people aren't all the same.
There's good and bad, like everyone else.
And they've learned that every homeless
person has to deal with their own fate.
There are lots of reasons why people become homeless.

A participant in an alternative
guided city tour reports:
This has nothing to do with picture
postcards or tourist attractions. Quite the
opposite. Two homeless former vendors
of the street newspaper fiftyfifty lead
you through a tour of their world and
tell you about their life on the streets.
This is no freak show, no waxworks display of human misery. It's a confrontation
with a living reality that is hidden from
most people. Suddenly, Düsseldorf, the
city of the rich and the beautiful, be-

fiftyfifty vendor Patick guides tour group. PHOTO BY CHRISTOF WOLFF

comes a city of crass contrasts where
grotesque poverty and social injustice
exist as well. This tour, organised by fiftyfifty in collaboration with the cultural
centre zakk, shows a life lived between
exclusion and discrimination on the one
hand, and a commitment to improving
the lives of the homeless on the other.
Fiftyfifty is not just a street paper. It's
also a kind of social refuge for homeless
people who are confronted by multiple
practical problems, about which the
'tourist' learns a great deal in the course
of the tour. Where do you send letters to
someone who is homeless? What address
do they put on their ID cards? Where do
homeless people sleep? Where do they
eat, where can they wash themselves?
Why do so many of them acquire a dog?
What does the day-to-day discrimination
faced by homeless people actually look
like? How do minor breaches of the rules
lead to criminality? Where are the shelters? Where can you get support from local authorities, and can it be gotten from
the private sector? Where can you get
a hot drink in the evenings? How much
money do you need to survive on the
streets? What part is played by addiction
and drug-related crime? On the tour you
see familiar places with new eyes, and
this gives them new depth. At the same
time a bridge is built between different
worlds. The fate of the poor becomes
tangible, housing and social policy stop
being abstract concepts. But these homeless people aren't patronised as victims,
something which gives the report about
them a high degree of credibility. If you
can walk through Düsseldorf with open
eyes and ears, and keep them open in
this part of town, then this tour comes
warmly recommended.
Translated by Peter Bone
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Try to Have Joy

Joy and Happiness

A special shout out
to my best friend,
Jesus Christ, Happy
Birthday. You have
been a friend through
thick and thin. You listen when I am down;
encourage me to go one, with a smile on
my face, when I think of your love.
Please remember the joy of family during the holidays. Sometimes it’s hard to
get along as a family on. When that happens, stop and think - don’t you really
love your family? That’s the idea, love one
another. Some people have no family and
would love to have one. The holidays bring
stress, lots of people can’t cope. Take your
time and just try and live and show love to
each other. I am hoping that everyone has
a good Christmas, and that they feel love
or experience some type of joy.
Peace and love to you all, and Happy
Birthday to my personal friend, Jesus Christ!

Christmas is a day to give to the Lord
your love and heart. It’s His birthday, and
also mine. A Christmas baby: what great
love and joy I brought my mom and dad.
It snowed so high when I was born. They
both carried me home in their arms. What
great sparkle and glitter to share - so
much Christmas joy.
Jesus was born in a manger - what great
joy and happiness he brought his parents.
He is the the high king and Christmas the
season and the reason for Jesus.
We celebrate by giving and receiving,
sharing and caring. There are lots of toys
for the children getting a good night’s rest
on Christmas Eve - waiting for Santa to arrive with his Reindeer. Kids leave cookies
and milk for Santa.
Christmas is shared memories of the
ones we’ve lost - they will always be remembered in our hearts. Enjoy Christmas
and Christmas dinner: you are sharing the
table with all the angles who are now
watching over us. And don’t forget the
honey ham with pineapple, potato salad,
greens, string beans, mashed potatoes,
and whatever you like to drink.
I hope 2015 will be the best year for
everyone. Bring in the New Year with a
smile. Merry Christmas!

By Jackie Turner, Vendor

By Sybil Taylor, Vendor

Thankful to God
By Scott Lovell, Vendor

Santa’s List

By Sasha Williams, Vendor
There are many
things that could help
as I end the year with
a growing 22-month
old and try to establish a place as home.
I am lucky to have
received rapid rehousing through the Virginia Williams Family Resource Center. I
would love to be able to get a WiFi connection - a hotspot would actually be best
so I can take it with me whenever I transition out of here. The T-Mobile Hotspot is
available pretty affordably - and if I get
help getting that it would be no problem
taking care of the monthly bill and I could
do a lot more while I plan to transition out
of this shelter.I need a secure connection
while trying to focus on Eboni's and my
education as well as trying to manage my
Street Sense business.
Getting a reliable mobile phone would
help me to connected to family and my
housing provider, but most importantly to
get my daughter after I finish my classes
and consistently check my email. We don't
have furniture or appliances to make our
home livable. I would like to get Eboni a
jumpsuit for the winter and a LeapFrog
learning table for Christmas.

I need to pay my aunt for looking out
for Eboni while I am taking my training,
also I need to catch up with my school
bill at Stratford Career Institute for Real
Estate Appraisal. And pay my phone bill.
I realize that I need help getting groceries too because after getting sick we just
get the food from Walmart or Giant and
microwave it, because we don’t cook in
the building.
I have five big plastic clear bins for my
storage in my room at the shelter. I would
love to get Eboni some more L’il Critters
vitamins and a multivitamin for myself
with omega formulae. To end our list, we
love socks, hand towels, body towels, and
washcloths. I usually go to Forman Mills
By Iverson Mall or New Carrollton Station
so that I can have a couple of outfits and
boots as well as shoes and Eboni, too.
As we move forward to the New Year I
wish Santa would think of us but we will
see. I’m progressing as a filmmaker too - so
a semi-professional camera will be on this
list eventually. Everything just adds up so
quickly when you’re starting over again.

I am very thankful
to God for the people
that have been added to my life. I have
a lot of new friends
at Farragut North
and in McLean.
This time of year people often come up
to me to learn what act of kindness that
they can do for me. Last year someone
helped me with a trip to Charlotte NC to
see my granddaughter. This year I am using my gifts and paying to help my granddaughter shave a good Christmas.
This is a season of giving - so help
someone who can’t help you back. It’s not
about money, you can take a few minutes
just to ask “how are you today?” That will
help someone. Show you care. That is all
some people want. I am thankful to have
people that care about me. That is why I
am no longer homeless, because people
cared about me.
When no one cares, it’s hard to care
about yourself. So to all my family, friends
and customers - I want to tell you THANK
YOU FOR CARING! Thank you for sharing
love with me. There are a lot of caring
people out there, but some of them don’t
know what to do to help. I say pray on it
and whatever God tells you to do, do it.
I hope everyone that reads this has a
very special miracle happen in their life
before the New Year comes in. God blesses you to be a blessing to someone else.
Veda, you are going to be missed. Love
is the greatest gift of all.

God, See Us Through
By Barron Hall, Vendor

In the name of God, graciously merciful…
Christmas: the day we set aside for the
remembrance of Jesus. This season we are
in protest of two black men killed by two
white police officers. Yet we have never
protested the murder of young black people by other young black people. Everyday we avoid addressing the war going on
between poor people of color. We are at
war with each other due to lack of money,
lack of housing, lack of food, and lack of
jobs… the lack of basic education on what
brought us this far in a country that uprooted us as a people, stole our culture,
and confused us in the way we believe in
God and govern ourselves.
God brought us through and God will
see us through. Jesus was born in a manger, the same as a dirty stable. He showed
us how believing and trusting our Creator
will sustain us no matter what - in this
world and the hereafter.
Have a merry holiday.
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Poor Tax

Holiday Movie Review

“He’s making a list and checking it
twice...” Ah, the holidays. Frosty the
Snowman, Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer, the Virgin and child, Chanukah candles, presents under the Christmas tree...
and, of course, Santa Claus, the jolly old
elf who brings gifts to all good little boys
and girls...and maybe a lump of coal to
those who have been a bit naughty!
Should those of us who “panhandle,”
who beg for money at Christmastide, be
able to solicit the kindness of strangers wherever and whenever we wish?
Or should our government require us to
register and be taxed, as Caesar Augustus decreed two millennia ago? Caesar’s
decree that “all should be taxed” forced
Mary and Joseph to travel to their home
town to register and pay their taxes unto
Caesar. But, along the way, as a bright star
lit their path and three Magi, wise men
from the Orient, searched for the newborn Savior to give him gifts, unto Mary a
child was born away in a manger, in the
little town of Bethlehem.
I ask you, dear readers, to send me your
comments on whether beggars should be
licensed and pay taxes on their income.
After all, they do receive money from
passers-by on the streets, much as waiters
and waitresses and bartenders get tips,
salesmen (and salesladies) get commissions, strippers get bills stuffed in their
stockings (I wonder if Santa thinks they
are naughty or nice?), and faith leaders
ask their flocks for money to do “God’s
work.” Don’t forget the politicians who
shake down all the lobbyists when they
run for re-election!
Would licensing beggars interfere with
their freedom of speech? Does failure to
require registration of panhandlers open
us up to terrorists and criminals posing as
street people?
Inquiring minds want to know what YOU
think, dear reader: Should the District of
Columbia require panhandlers to register
and be licensed? Send your comments to
me at: garyjminter@alumni.duke.edu
And I hope Santa is good to you!

In our house we
had many Christmas
traditions. Mom recycled cards thirty years
before it became a
term. We hung the
previous two years’
cards from the "rafters" and she used the
older ones to decorate gift boxes. We
baked cookies and made crafts. We sang
carols and shared eggnog, nuts and tangerines. But my favorite tradition besides
the the gifts, were the old movies we only
watched this time of year.
Three of the films featured homeless
or street people as main characters: The
Lemon Drop Kid (1951), A Pocketful of
Miracles (1961) and It Happened On 5th
Avenue (1947). Here’s my review:
“The Lemon Drop Kid”
stars Bob Hope and Marilyn Maxwell. Hope plays
an inept racing tout who
unintentionally cheats
a major mobster.To stay
alive he must now swindle
money with a fake charityto aid "homeless
old dolls." This film marks the debut of
the popular Christmas carol "Silver Bells."
Hope is at his ad libbing best in a suit
made warm by a stolen dog coat complete
with fleas!
“A Pocketful of Miracles features Glenn
Ford, Hope Lange and the incomparable

By Gary Minter, Vendor

This Christmas Joy
is Up to You
By Chon Gotti, Vendor

I am, I am, black color of sand
Unique am I
Brave, daring young man
Gaining respect through life’s ending spots,
Forever unique but crazy I’m not.
Just doing my thing with a go-go swing,
Big buff with smiles of joy I bring.
This beautiful poem is fairly new,
Your Christmas joy is up to you.
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HAPPY HOLIDAYS!
Stay on the Path

By Ken Martin, Vendor

By Aida Basnight, Vendor
Bette Davis. Other familiar
faces include a Pre-Columbo Peter Falk and Sheldon
Leonard, who gave Bill
Cosby his big break with
"I Spy." Like the Lemon
Drop Kid, this film is based
on Damon Runyon short stories with the
customary cadre of colorful cuddly but
criminal characters. The story is about a
superstitious mobster named Dave the
Dude (Ford), who is convinced by his doll
(or moll) to help poor Apple Annie masquerade as a "rich dame." Oh what tangled
webs we weave...
It Happened On 5th Avenue is possibly the first
film to focus on housing for
homeless veterans (indicating we don't learn from
our mistakes). It stars Don
Defore, Gale Storm (greatest stage name ever), and Charles Ruggles.
While it's not "Gone with the Wind," it is
a cute classic film that is definitely well
worth watching. You may recognize Gilligan's Island's Skipper (Alan Hale, Jr). in an
early supporting role.There's laughs, love,
conflict, redemption and a hobo with style
and a heart!
If you don't like all three movies, two
outta three ain't bad. If you don't like any,
there's a rumor of casting for "The Grinch,
Part II." I suggest you try out!

Here we are again
with the celebration
of overindulgence of
our favorite foods and
other sweet things to
eat. Thanksgiving and
Christmas are my two
favorite holidays. Thanksgiving because of
the bright and beautiful colors: oranges,
rust and yellow. Christmas for the multicolor lights and the slushy, soft snow.
I spent Thanksgiving with my Mom, who
did most of the cooking. I did the cutting
and whatever else she wanted me to do.
We had good conversation: she did most of
the talking, I listened. Our Creator speaks
through people to give us messages. As always, Mom reminds me that the Creator
has a plan for me and that everyone including me is unique. Even Identical twins
have the same fingerprints and face, but
are different in their thinking and their
task here on earth.
I thank God on a daily basis for giving
me a home with a front door key - to be
able to close my door behind me. I pray
on a daily basis to give the other homeless
people shelter, to please give them homes
as my loving god has done for me; and to
protect them in this harsh world as he has
done for me.
I do become frustrated and impatient
as to what my own purpose is supposed to
be. I had to be reminded that I was homeless for a relatively short time compared
to others - that I have received many
blessings for walking in the path that God
created for me. When I stray from that
path, God will set a fire under my butt
to set me back on it and serve the purpose He/She created for me to do on this
Earth. So I just do what is right and keep
doing what I’ve been doing - more will be
revealed in God’s time, not mine.
To all my customers, new and old:
thank you and have a Happy Christmas/
Holiday/ New Year! Be safe during these
joyous times.

Thanks for Your Love
By Joe Jackson, Vendor

First I want to thank God for giving
me the strength to last this long on the
street. My name is Joseph Jackson and I
want to thank all my customers in Tenleytown for the support you have been giving me there. The holidays are coming. I
need your love. I have some family coming into town and I want to make sure I
can give them something. Thank you for
all the nice people that live around the
area, for the love you have been showing to me.
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MERRY CHRISTMAS!
By Terron Solomon, Vendor

Merry Christmas
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Angels

Chimney

Presents

Jingle Bells

North Pole

Santa Claus

Reindeer

Candy Cane

Silent Night

Mistletoe
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You Think You Know So Much…

Dicipline

Ever wonder why there are so many
homeless Washingtonians? I used to wonder, but things are starting to become
quite evident. Let’s see what the “decision-makers” don’t.
The ones who wield the power don’t
seem to wield an equal portion of logic.
Okay, I am beating around the bush. Don’t
want to say I’ve concluded the people
who we’ve trusted don’t care enough to
fix things or they are burned out so badly
they overlook the obvious resources and
how they themselves appear to the discerning eye.
The second week of December, totally
by accident, I learned about the ribbon
cutting at the “New La Casa Project.”
Never mind that I’m at the agency’s office
two or three times weekly. I later learned
why the potential residents/customers
weren’t invited. (Another story.)
Ever the entrepreneur, I decided to
pack up and skedaddle over there to sell
some papers. I just knew this would be
the most lucrative spot of the day. I’m
thinking all these well-to-do homeless
advocates in one place will be an iconic
issue to boot...I’m gonna have a vending
good time!
Little did I know these representatives
of the non-domiciled really, really, really
don’t care.
Strong words, you say? Damn right. But
their inaction lead to that rational conclusion. With more than 40 participants,
I should have sold out. So much for my
brilliant forecasting. I sold TWO to the advocates for a whopping total of $4 in donations, the minimum requested amount.
What saddens me most is one sale was
to a person I’ve known for more than
40 years. I wonder whether the person
bought the issue either because he knew
me or because the content is significant to
the enhanced performance of his mission
and the others’ to end homelessness.
Those blues didn’t last very long how-

On November 4,
2014, Adrian Peterson, a running back
with the Minnesota
Vikings football team,
was fined four thousand dollars for a using wooden switch to discipline his four
year old son.
Child abuse is one thing and discipline
is another—the government must know
the difference.
I myself came from a family that used
discipline to bring order to the household,
something especially needed for those
growing up in the Southeast area.

By The Anti-Apathetic, Vendor

ever. An uninvited layperson, a passerby,
offered the change in his pocket. He said
"I don't have enough for a paper, but I
want to help.” This modest gentleman
gave me nine quarters, one dime, and a
Metro token. That made his contribution
$4.20, an amount exceeding the gifts of
the two previous buyers, who are paid at
least six figures annually! (By the way, I
made sure he had the paper.)
As a vendor I’m rejected several times
an hour by lay persons. It’s to be expected. But to be rejected and ignored
by people you know...is not. The really
disturbing part is that no one said, “I subscribe.” Or, “Great paper. I get it from my
vendor, #..., near my workplace.” Or, “I
read or contribute online.” Or, “I’m not
familiar; tell me about it.” No “Are you
homeless, how can I help?”
To most of those people I was nothing
but a nuisance “paper boy.”
Little did they know I have studied social rehabilitation and been sober for 34
years. I have been the manager and administrator of the most transitional program of all. Nor did they know how hugely
disappointed I was by the TREMENDOUS
degree of apathy.

Is Change Really Underway?
By Reginald Black, Vendor

Earlier this month, mayor-elect Muriel
Bowser held public engagement forums
to garner suggestions on how Washington
can move forward. On December 3, at a
hearing in the Old Council Chamber, members of the community offered suggestions
on how the city can address some of the
problems associated with homelessness.
Jamie Larson suggested that Mayor-elect
Bowser appoint a director for the DC Department of Human Services who views
advocates as allies rather than adversaries. “We need a political leader that will
work with us,” she said. O’Donna Daniels
spoke about homelessness from personal
experience. “It’s hard for me in the shel-

ter,” she said. “There are a thousand
people in there. I’m a working class person and I’m not able to afford a stable
environment. I feel like something should
be done here.” Robert Warren, a founding member of the advocate organization
Shelter, Housing and Real Change (SHARC),
recommended that the incoming mayor
listen to those who have direct experience with the problem of homelessness.
Street Sense vendor Angelyn Whitehurst
said a comprehensive platform for health
services is needed, and the District of Columbia can set an example for the nation
in this area.
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OPINION

By Leonard Hyater, Vendor
For example, I had to be in the house
before it got dark and if I was not in before
dark there were consequences for my action. When it comes to raising a child, the
government needs to let the parents raise
their own child. The parents must teach
the child the difference between right and
wrong, and that’s when discipline comes
in, which brings order.
Without discipline there is chaos in
the household. Have you seen kids today, some of which are very disrespectful? The solution starts in the home, but
now, if the parent decides to correct the
child the government wants to hold it
against them.

What Happened to Hope and Change?
By Jeffrey Mcneil, Vendor

In a recent interview with a reporter
from Black Entertainment Television
(BET), the President stated that racism is
“deeply rooted“ in America.
With the recent events in Ferguson and
the Staten Island death of Eric Garner, I
understand why the president feels he
needs to interject race. However, I believe the President has blown an opportunity to bring the races closer together and
instead, created more polarization.
He could have used his pulpit to say
that although racism exists, things are a lot
better today than in the past, and that his
presidency is living proof that many people
of all colors want to move past race.
Who could have dreamt this scenario,
that the man who electrified the nation
with a message of hope and change in
2008, would today sound like another
disgruntled racial opportunist grumbling
about the grievances and injustices of
the past?
It’s disappointing. True leaders don’t
cry about adversity; they rise above
it. Imagine how this world would be if
Winston Churchill had told his countrymen that surrendering to the Nazis was
practical because of intense bombings,
or if Roosevelt had told the nation that
because the Japanese sank most of our
battleships at Pearl Harbor, the best thing
to do was surrender.
However, this president wants many
African Americans to believe he’s an ineffective president because of a few Republicans that might be racist.
He should have given the predominantly
black audience straight talk about what’s
wrong with the black community, explaining that, yes, racism exists and whenever
the Obama administration finds blatant
discrimination, everything possible will
be done to exterminate it.
However, he also should have said policies cannot make sure your kids are in
school instead of on the corner. While

blacks should be outraged about Ferguson and the death of Mr. Garner, they
must show the same passion when Jaquon shoots Lil Wee Wee over a pair of Air
Jordans. They should have marches and
protests over gang bangers that shoot innocent children over blocks and corners.
African Americans who are so outraged
about injustice and racism should go after the industries that portray blacks in an
unflattering manner, such as Hollywood
and the music industry. They should stage
rallies against absentee fathers, players
and pimps that disrespect black women
by smacking them around.
If the President were serious about addressing African Americans and the criminal justice system, he would have told
them, yes, we should always be vigilant
on racism, but blacks need to take responsibility for their behavior. He should
have emphasized that the reason whites
aren’t getting locked up as often as African Americans is because they don’t
draw attention to themselves. You don’t
see whites caught on tape red handed,
strong arming someone over Cigarillos or
Swisher Sweets. Nor are they out in broad
daylight having street fights or carrying on
on buses and trains.
Suggesting racism is “ deeply rooted “ in
American society sends a wrong message
to future generations of African Americans
that no matter what you do, you will never
be accepted because you’re black.
Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for
they do not know what they are doing,”
and I feel African Americans are destroying an opportunity by urging our president
towards a blacker stance.
I encourage president Obama to be
the man that once electrified the nation
with the rhetoric of hope and change
and refrain from divisive rhetoric that
doesn’t brings the races together but
divides people.
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MY KATRINA: Part 24
By Gerald Anderson,
Vendor
PREVIOUSLY: I helped load folks onto
the helicopters, including a 400-pound
woman, who had passed out from fear.
It took eight of us to load her onto the
copter. I was feeling shaky ‘bout it, not
only the way everything be vibrating but
also because my mind went back to the
80s when a plane crashed in New Orleans.
I was more and more nervous. I know it
comin’ to me next...
After they took around 120 projects
folks—roughly one-third of project residents—we smokin’ cigarettes, sittin’
around talking, and playing cards. The
wind was blowin’ so crazy. From the balcony, we watching trees falling and we
see a big ole telephone pole go down.
I told the guard, “That hurricane is still
here! If I wasn’t listenin’ to y’all, I’d be
sneakin’ out, the way I’m prone to. But
the way all them trees and that pole fallin’, I could be dead!”
I wanted to see more action. I knew
more was goin’ on out there.

Otherwise it was a pretty quiet day.
Next day, the same thing. Another 115 left
on helicopters and boats. We were heading out—for real!
I overheard the guard sayin’ “We down
to 110 people now.” That’s when I went to
pieces—I was next to go. Tomorrow gonna
be my day. I gotta pump myself up like I
did all this time goin’ through Katrina. I
tell myself, If they gotta take me by boat
or helicopter I just want outta here.
But then the guard say, “Come with me.
It time for y’all to be escorted out.”
I say, “Who me?”
The guard I been laughin’ with tell me,
“Man you afraid to fly to the Convention
Center? You still gonna have to fly again
to get to the airport. And then to someplace far.”
I never been on a plane before. When I
was in prison we be escorted in handuffs
and shackles on greyhound busses and
school busses.
The guard tell me again, “Today your

lucky day. It’s your turn to roll out on the
helicopter.”
When I hear that, honestly, my heart
went to beatin’.
I was lookin’ at everyone else go, now
it was my turn. I’m not afraid of heights,
because when I was a kid I used to jump
off roofs. I don’t know about you, but
when I was young, y’know, we used to
take mattresses and wrassle on them,
jump off buildings on them. Sometimes
without them.
The helicopter—it was on a hill and
they put out like a ladder with a big ole
board over it, so we wouldn’t slip off
and get hurt. And we walk that plank
into the helicopter.
On board, you stand up the whole time
and they clamp a safety belt around your
waist. I put a helmet on. After we being
locked in, they come back and check to
make sure you locked in good before the
helicopter pull up.
The guard I been talking to say, “You

will get a job, and go the straight and
narrow way.
But a lot of times that never transpired
because society doesn’t let it go like that.
Once a criminal, always a criminal. Jobs
do a background check and see you’ve
been locked up, and that’s a great cloud
over your head.
Then I got out of the hole but the story didn’t end there because The Mountain Steal Mill girl still needed the yeast
to make her wine. After I got out the
hole, my friends handled my situation—
they jumped her and she didn’t bother
me no more.
I never drank, but that stuff was said
to be like grain alcohol, it was so strong.
Some girls would use nutmeg, swallow a
teaspoon of that, and it made them high
like they smoke some weed and can’t stop
laughing. (Don’t try this at home; it can
make you so sick you want to die.) I never
did nutmeg either. I had a bad stomach.
At Christmastime we decorated the
cottages. It snowed in the mountains and
we’d go sledding down a slope we called
Death Hill. One girl sledded into a tree
and lost all her teeth. We made snowmen and we had Family Day. We had talent shows and of course I won for singing
“Shake You Down” by Gregory Abbott. It
was like a college campus. A lot of the
inmates said they never want to leave.
A lot of Spanish women said they live

better here in prison than they did free
at home.
Unfinished, but The End. Editor’s
note: This is the last installment of
Veda’s oral history. She told me this
story on Wednesday, November 19 and
she died suddenly on Monday, November 24. It was my privilege to work with
her. - Susan Orlins

ready buddy?”
I say, “I cant do nothing but be ready
right now.” Then the heli pulled up in
the air, and my stomach dropped. My
heart dropped too. Like they both still
on the ground.
Helicopter open, no door. Damn! I looked
down, but I didn’t look too much down. I
look side-eyed down. I wasn’t closing my
eyes. I wanted to see what going on.
All you could see was big hard water
waves, crashing into the Queen Boat and
all them ferries.
Honestly I was really worried—maybe
we have to jump. The helicopter controls
might get stuck or something.
I was more afraid of crashing than of
jumping. Remember I was a lifeguard
and there be water everywhere. But you
couldn’t tell which was the floodwater
and which was the river.
Everything in my stomach move, but
not as much as when I see what I see fifteen minutes later.
(to be continued)

LIVING IN VEIN: Part 7
By Veda Simpson (posthumous)
Vendor
Previously: I got into a fight with a girl
who wanted me to steal yeast for her so
she could make hooch, homemade wine.
When I told her no, she swung at me and
missed. That’s all she wrote, because I
whoopped 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 prison guards found out through
gossip that I was the aggressor. They came
for me and put me in the hole. Three days
later, I had a hearing. They found me
guilty and so I had to stay in the hole for
two weeks.
In the hole you were locked in your
room, and the only thing you did was
come out every other day to take a shower or make a phone call. But like I said
before, I never got in touch with my family back then so I never made any calls.
I kept my sanity by reading the Bible.
I kept in my thoughts: the time I’d had,
the time I had left, what I was gong to do
when I got out.
They were the same thoughts that
always go through a person’s mind when
they get locked up, that they are not
going to use drugs anymore, that they

A service was held to celebrate Veda Simpson’s life at the Church of the Epiphany on
Friday December 5, 2014.
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VENDOR WRITING

Home Free

Reflections From the Land of Double Rainbows

By Juan Calejon
Vendor

By Judson Williams
Vendor

Jesus replied, “Foxes have dens and
birds have nests, but the son of man has
no place to lay his head.” Luke 9:58
I’m so proud of you for buying this paper! It is hard to give: our mind can create
so many reasons not to give… so easily!
Many cultures approach the act of giving
as a virtue that must be developed in order to be saved, in order to transcend this
experimental ground of existence. Some
people give only when they are sure the
recipient of their generosity is going to
make a good use of whatever is given, and
that is good! Some people give without really feeling it, just to be saved in the eyes
of God or because they were told it is the
right thing to do. Well, even if the intention behind the act is not as “good”... it
is still good!! Some other people give just
to get rid of greed, it might sound selfish,
but hey - still a very good reason to give!
But some people are so good at giving that

they give with the intention and the will
of truly helping another being with all
their heart, with all their love… those are
the ones that get the top benefit from this
practice. It is so nice to see happiness in
the face of people, one of the benefits of
this “vendor” job is that you notice how
people that give are happy. It is hard to
give and it is hard to understand the mystery of life. One thing I’ve seen...when
people give, they rejoice in the power
of a delighting force, so unique that the
mystery of God finds a difficult spot to
hide in this sublime moment. All we got is
happening in this moment; and this moment is gone. Even our own body is nothing but a “lease,” honored by the magical
supreme act of giving, which is birth, and
the inevitable moment of death, when we
give it all up! So what do we really own
besides this practice… a home.

By Chris Shaw “Cowboy Poet” Episode 22

LOVE YOU JUST THE WAY YOU ARE
Inside Senator Marsh’s Bentley, his
private ‘pimp-mobile,’ so to speak, the
puffy pol leaned intently over his cowering “moll,” Wanda Price, who was sobbing
and shuddering afresh, not fully recovered
from her ordeal under Ferret’s knives.
Marsh growled like an injured jaguar.
“Woman, you are an embarrassment...I
don’t know what keeps me botherin’ with
you. Wanda bawled more loudly, and wiping runny make-up away with a crinkly hankie, feigned affection by leaning against his
seersuckered shoulder. “--Naw, quit your
SHAMING me--”
Wanda tore back, still dabbing at her
watery grey-blue eyes and mug. “I-I’m so
Gol-darned sorry, Marsh, l-look here...”
Marsh sniffed, dusted off his lapels,
and pulled a crisp small envelope and a
rolled $50 bill out of his breast pocket.
“I know what keeps us comin’ around for
more, Here...”
Marsh, glancing quickly to assure himself
that Lyman his driver was focused on more
important matters (like the road ahead),
tugged a mirrored shelf down from the
compartment divider, and shook two hefty
lines of a certain white grain across, the
thicker of the pair for his consumption; the
remainder for his ‘consort’ , Wanda!
“What--GSNORFF!!-- about Harris? Will
he be ugh-kk-o-Okay??”
Just shut up and enjoy, Dammit, Marsh

muttered. “None of your concern about
Harris-- the slug...”
Back at Seventh and Penn, at the improvised “carny”, Skipper allowed the
grizzled Box Willie squeeze a creepy hug
out, then allowed Billy to break up the
“love-in.” Billy gave an eighty-mile stare
into Box Willie’s peepers. Then, he calmly
said. “Your son, who we know as ‘The Ferret,’ is trouble. WE down here don’t dig his
behavior. Can you do something?”
“Like WHAT, d’you suggest,” Box rasped.
“Such as take him back out on the
road,” spat Billy.
Box Willie Williams turned away, jabbering angrily, with a dash of frustration
coloring his words. “There’s no controlling
that boy--His mother, she was the devil...”
Billy and Skipper left the lot. “Next year
they’ll probably bring the GRATEFUL DEAD
t’ markey Square, ‘stead of this ole ‘Bunco’
show--if I have anything to do with it..”
Skipper smiled knowingly. Billy clearly
could work such a miracle, but now her
sultry brow clouded up with concern. “So
where to now, hmmm?”
Billy took Skipper firmy by the bejeweled right hand. “C’mon- Let’s take the bus
up Seventh Street to New York Ave, I believe we need to drop in on poor Rev’rend
Rand--see how he’s makin’ out!”.
(to be continued)

I had a dream. Would you believe it consisted of two tee-shirts?
One actually exists. My sister loves it!!! Could you visualize something out of Old
Town, NM… (hint… land of the Lobos and the Jackanapes). Could you see three native
Americans on horseback? In their hands are items that Charlton Heston would take pride
in. The caption above says “Homeland Security” and below it states “Fighting terrorism
since 1492.” What? No laughter? I guess it was my bad. Philly loved it at one time. My
guess is it’s more of three nightmares.
The other tee-shirt was only potential. There existed a photograph of four people
leaning on a barbed wire fence. It was a snap shot of three musketeers and one imposter.
You guess who is the imposter. On the imp’s left is a Yale graduate UVA Cavalier M.D.
who was part of the Carter Administration’s Veterans Advisory board. He left DC disillusioned during the Watergate scandal (unfortunately) because everytime he returned to
DC from NM, he found out that his Watergate apartment was ransacked and items were
missing. He hated the snobbish Ivy League. He hated the bean counters who overturned
his authorization for Veterans Assistance. He loves astrology, the Florida Gators and
he fell hopelessly in love with an unavailable woman. He introduced me to something
called “Tass-a-wolf.” On the imp’s right are two other males. The one on the extreme
left is Jim. His wife died first of cancer (she introduced me to macrobiotic cooking),
then him. She died broken hearted because Jim nagged her to come to NM. I think he
died in Monaco nagging me for not writing to him when he needed my support. The most
important person is on the imp’s left shoulder. Josh is the black sheep (pun intended), of
the R.J. Reynolds tobacco family. In some ways, we understood potential things (books,
movements philosophy, esotericism, etc.) We had mutually and (separately) read “The
Report from Iron Mountain on the Feasibility and Desirability of Peace.”
I miss all three guys.

The Trash Can

Homeless Athletes

I was sitting in the back yard of the
YWCA. I was just smoking a cigarette
and drinking some coffee. A girl comes
out with her garbage. She leafs through
some papers, she throws them away. She
reaches back in the trash, picks a few papers out.
She tears off the bottom of one paper, my mind starts to wonder what was
so important about this piece of paper.
She looks at me, as to say “You should
not see me doing this.” A curious person
might have wondered just what was on
that paper. An S.O.S you help me to one
of her friends. Or, I am standing in the
building. Or, a message to a friend go to
so and so room at this particular time. My
mind started racing at this time. I saw her
later on. She just looked at me crazily. I
was really tempted to look in that trash
can. That thought played on my mind all
night long. I told one my friends about it.

How do you
help homeless
young athletes?
Good people want
to help. Some
young athletes
won’t admit they
are homeless or
cowboy camping
or sleeping under the stars…or in trucks
or cars. There are also would-be race car
drivers. I just wanted to live somewhere
else. Don’t give up. Keep trying.

By Patty Smith
Vendor

By Ron Verguer
Vendor

Part 2 of Ken Belkosky’s Star Trek
will continue in our next edition:
The Winter Reading Issue!
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Common Ground

To Veda

By Brian Carome, Executive Director
Thank you Reverend Charles and all
of the good people at the Church of the
Epiphany for hosting us here today and for
the hospitality you demonstrate every day
at this wonderful parish. I am Brian Carome, Executive Director at Street Sense.
Welcome and thank you all for joining us
here today.
Common ground. In bringing us here
today, Veda, once again, helped to create
a piece of common ground. Some of you
were Veda's customers. At Street Sense,
we talk all the time about the vitality of
the common ground created at the crossroads where our vendors work -- where
the lives of persons who are housed and
persons who are or, like Veda, once were
homeless, intersect and discover how
much they have in common. Some might
say that the corners where Veda - and for
that matter where the rest of our vendors
work – transform into sacred ground when
relationships between our readers and our
vendors take root and grow.
Within the walls of Street Sense there
is a special common ground. We are not
staff and clients. We are colleagues. We
publish and distribute a newspaper... together. We create stories, poetry, plays,
films, illustration and other art...together.
Today, we are here to grieve ...together.
I know I am grieving. I know I miss Veda,
especially that beautiful voice of hers that
welcomed me off the metro every morning. That smile. That surviving spirit of
optimism. That gift she offered me, that
belief that maybe I too can fly. Yes, today
we are here to grieve...together.
Today, we are also here to celebrate.
To celebrate the life of a remarkable,
tough, generous woman. A woman who
conquered so many demons along the
way and lived not just to tell about it,
but to tell about it with a smile and a firm
conviction that the rest of us can conquer
whatever demons afflict our own lives.
Faith. Family. Friends. These are the
only things of real value. I have faith
that Veda did not feel alone at the end
of her life. And that is my hope for all of
us, especially our vendors -- that we know
companionship. That we feel the bonds
and support of community. That no matter what our housing situation, we feel we
have a home.
Let's be at home together today. In this
common, this sacred ground that Veda has
blessed us with.

By Phillip Black,
Vendor “The Cat in the Hat”

A Most Memorable Memorial
By Ken Martin, Vendor

Veda Simpson’s Street Sense sendoff was, from my viewpoint, as she would have wanted it to be. Festive, sobering, filled with love and respect and aglow with the Holy Spirit.
There were stories and testimonies about Veda from vendors, staff, and family and,
far from least, her beloved customers and readers.
Testimonies included: her love for animals; the birds that flocked to her instead of
migrating to Florida; childhood memories from her older sister of Veda as the defender;
her songs of praise for the Lord; and her indomitable spirit.
There were performances of Veda’s favorite hymns by “Staging Hope.” But two
things stood out in my mind: one was how everyone in the building was permanently
and positively moved by Veda’s presence in their lives; and two, I shall be permanently
affected but her absence.

My Friend Veda
By Gerald Anderson, Vendor

Letter to the Editor:
To the Streets Sense team,

Hello to all my readers and friends—my
customers. I take time out to share this:
It’s a lot going on so fast. Just a few days
ago I got a call from my sister in New Orleans that my brother died. A few days
after that I was talking to my editor, telling her “Happy Thanksgiving.”
And then she asked me did I hear what
happen to Veda. I say no. She say that
Veda die.
I had just texted Veda at 7 a.m. that
morning to say, “Gm.have a bless thanksgiving.”
Now me and Veda was real close. When
I left for a while Veda stepped up for me,
taking care of my customers. Not only
that, she mentored me a lot about selling
the paper.
Honest, she was a good friend to me.
When I went to the program, she supported me. When I came out she reached
out to me too.
We shared a love of football. When her
Forty-Niners beat my Saints, she texted
me “Who get is better than the Forty Niner s no nobody.”
I text her back and say “You got that.”
She say “Thank u.”
I’m really going to miss her and my
brother. I will still stand strong.
RIP to both of them. God bless them.

I am writing because I learned in your last
issue about the loss of Veda.
I have seen her many many mornings in
Metro Center and some in Farragut North,
always singing, wishing all of us good
morning, no matter if it is cold or hot or if
people are in bad mood, she always had a
smile at the end of the escalator. She made
me smile in the inside because she reminded me of my granny back in Spain.
I learned about her loss when I bought
Streets Sense from a really nice guy near my
home. I felt so, so sorry and my message for
those selling Streets Sense is that you are
not invisible, we see you every morning and
we are glad you give us a "good morning"
or sing a song like she used to do.
THANKS to each and every one of you.
Best,
Elvira

When I went to see Veda at her home
a few months ago, I was amazed to see
how well trained her cats were. I walked
in and two of the cats were watching TV! I
couldn’t believe what else I saw: Eight cats
living in her house and twenty-one cats living outside! At dinner time, all eight cats
lined up one by one to get their food.
One of the cats tried to get in front of
the line and Veda said “no, get in the back
of the line.” And to my very eyes, the cat
went to the back of the line.
So I asked Veda, “How did you get the
cats so well trained?”
She said, “It’s easy: They’re my babies.”
After that, I followed her outside with
a big bag of cat food and every cat came
running toward her. Then Veda said, “What
did I tell y’all? Get in line or you won’t get
nothing.” And every cat got in line!
How can anyone train 29 cats? It’s hard
for me to train one dog. But that was
Veda. She loved her cats so much, and
they all loved her.
Veda also had a certain way with people.
Everyone loved her and so did I. She wasn’t
afraid to speak her mind, and she would put
you in your place if you got her wrong. She
met my kids at Eastern Market and they fell
in love with her. She touched everyone’s
lives that she came in contact with.
Veda was more than just a Street Sense
vendor; she was my inspiration and my
motivator. But most of all, she was my
friend. Rest in peace Veda Simpson. We
all miss you so much.

The Street Sense “Family” Memorial
By Angie Whitehurst, Vendor

We sang
We danced
We prayed.
Lauded Veda
And cried a silent, tearful commune.
Her life a journey
Of ups and downs,
Balanced with change
And success to the end.
And life fulfilled a job well done.
We will remember her under this earthly
sun.
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The Struggles in Life

COMMUNITY SERVICES

By Charles Davis
Vendor
The struggles in life evolve
around self. That’s why I trust my
faith, because sometimes when
things get a little bit too tough
on me mentally or physically, I
pray. That is why I always keep
my faith in God, the Father and
the Son. They look over me at all
times, no matter how the good or the bad is going.
But I still want to continue my education to the
fullest and also go back to work again once I finish
with my Social Security Insurance (SSI) benefits case
because I really don’t want that to set me back.
I am still handicapped and I need those benefits because being homeless is a serious struggle. So, I really
hope and pray that one day I will get out of this strug-

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

gle of life that I am living so I can get my own place
and try to live a normal life. Living on the streets can
try to take you down but don’t let it take you either
down or out because it is very real out there.
So, Street Sense family, thank you for motivating
me to achieve my goals and may God bless you.
And, Veda Simpson, we miss you! May you rest in
peace :) !

Housing/Shelter

Clothing

Outreach

Transportation

Education

Legal Assistance

Food

Showers

Medical/Healthcare

Laundry

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

SHELTER HOTLINE:
1–800–535–7252

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Vendor Badge #
Name

Address
Phone
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By William Higginbotham, Intern

ed him and said “Don’t worry, you’ve got
a long life ahead.”
That thought made him so happy. He
called and told me what he’d seen.
“Sybil, God is really real, and his angels…” he said. “Sybil, they are real - I
saw them.”
He smiled over the phone and said
“Sybil, I want to live a long life and
enjoy my family wish from God. I want
time for myself and family. I just want
my health back.”
After the ordeal my father returned to
the nursing home - but his doctor
ordered him not to stay there,
and he was sent to Washington Hospital Center.
But I really think Dad’s
wish was granted, because now he’s home!
He just arrived home
and he’s already doing so well. We are all
happy to see him and his
smile! He’s still not getting
around a smuch as he used to,
but he’s taking it very slow. My father does therapy and exercise every day.
He received the best home care: meals,
baths and exercise all on schedule. I help
out when and how I can, and a nurse still
comes by to check on him.
In the end, my father still has colon
cancer.He is slowly gaining back some of
the weight he lost suddenly, but he cannot take chemotherapy because he is too
weak. Hopefully once the weight comes
back chemo can be used to reduce the
tumor. My dad still needs healing rayers
from everyone out there!
Thank you everyone for the love,
thoughts and prayers you have shown me.
God bless you all and please keep praying
hard for us!

Street Sense
1317 G Street, NW

United Way of the
National Capital Area

VENDOR PROFILE: PATRICIA JEFFERSON

By Sybil Taylor, Vendor

From being a soldier to a hero to a survivor, my father was a strong army man
who believes in fighting till the end and
never giving up. He was staying in a nursing home where I and my family thought
he was getting the best of love and care.
But we recently found out that was not the
case. After experiencing blood clots and an
infection, my father had been moved away
from his roommate into an isolation unit.
There he had no one to talk to, no TV,
radio, or clock only four walls and a be
to sleep in. (With a small dresser for his
things.) He was sad. He felt mistreated. He prayed for God to
help, and a times he cried.
A few Sundays ago he
had a visit from my Aunt
which cheered him up.
But later that day my
mother and sister received a phone call
from Providence Hospital, saying my father had
been rushed there from the
nursing home.
“Your husband is not responding,” they told my mother. “He’s not
opening his eyes, not breathing, not talking or opening his mouth…” the staff continued. “We’re trying to bring him back.”
They did all the work on him to bring
him back. After a lot of prayer, they succeeded. It turned out that my father had
gone into a diabetic coma after receiving
an overdose of one of his medications.
They could have killed my father, he
may never have woken up. But the Lord
brought him back to lie - it was not his
time to go. Thank God he is alive and well.
“It happened so fast,” he told us.
While he was in the hospital my father
told me he saw a smiling angel standing
over him in his room. The angel comfort-

United Way NCA
Designation Code

Permit #568

“Being homeless for so long … you often
get a bad attitude. It’s due to being possessionless, being still in one place and
not being active.”
Patricia Jefferson uttered those words
in our recent interview. Yet, in spite of
her personal experience with homelessness, she seems to be an exception to her
own rule. She exudes a positive attitude,
a quiet determination and is anything but
still. Her early adult life did not foreshadow homelessness. She moved out of home
in her early 20s and got an apartment in
Maryland. She held successful administrative and paralegal jobs. Then she lost her
job in the mid ’90s due to budget cuts.
And, just like that, life changed.
“After losing my job I found myself
back at my mom’s house, unemployed and
struggling to find full-time employment,”
she recalled quietly. The surprise of losing her job catapulted her into a desperate search for alternative employment.
“It was a very long, exhausting process;
it became so frustrating. There is a point
where you give up. A year into searching
I was still unemployed.”
Fed up with the lack of job prospects,
Jefferson signed up with a temporary job
agency. The jobs were helpful, but they
never enabled her to get back on her feet
properly. Things took another nasty turn
when Jefferson’s mother moved out of the
area. It left Jefferson withnothing but her

minivan and some belongings. The temp
jobs paid for her fuel and her food. She
lived out of and slept in the van.
“I never expected it to happen to me,”
she said. “Of course you don’t expect
that. But what can you do when it happens? I had no choice but to accept it. You
can’t let it beat you down. You just have
to fend for yourself day to day.”
And fend she did. After two years of
subsisting out of her vehicle and working
temporary jobs, she found a shelter where
she could claim a bed.
“It was a place where I could leave my
belongings, had my bed, a locker. … Those
things can mean a lot when you haven’t
had a place to do that for so long.”
Through her stay there Jefferson came
to learn about Street Sense. She joined
the paper in 2006 as a vendor, a position
she called her “first real long-term job”
since becoming homeless.
“Since joining the paper, Jefferson has
been a standout vendor, selling up a storm
and frequently writing articles.
“Once you get into selling Street Sense you
get used to it and you begin to really like it.
She credits Street Sense with helping
her finally get back some of the important things people often lose when they
become homeless: a place in the community, a voice and an income. Read the
extended profile online! Patricia is our
featured vendor. www.StreetSense.org

THINK THE GUN LOBBY

IS INVINCIBLE?

THINK AGAIN.
"Everything you want in a page turner."
"A gripping story"
"Compelling characters."

Remember, buy only from badged
vendors and do not give to those panhandling with
one paper.

"Beautifully structured."

A SPY CAME HOME

a novel by H.N. Wake

Interested in a subscription? Go to page 15 for more information.
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