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Cindy's Story - Staying Strong!
M

y name is Cindy. I've been hospitalized seven times at four different
mental hospitals since I was thirty-eight. I do believe my story is
important because it shows that anyone can be homeless. It's important
to me that you all understand that what I
write is the complete truth. Nobody could
make up the shit that I've experienced in my
life and homelessness. I feel at this time I
want to share a portion of my journey.

God Knows They Needed
That Buzz
My mother and Aunt Mary, who was also
divorced, each had three kids. Many times
we'd go on short trips. I do recall traveling
down Highway 29 on the way to Napa. Back
then there were only about five wineries in
the area. It was just no big deal. It was spring,
and the fields of mustard grass blooming
were blooming in their yellow enchantment.
We stopped in the valley at the Christian
Brothers Winery. It was an old monastery.
The two sisters, mom and Aunt Mary, told
us to stay outside. They were going in to
“sample” the wine. We all yelled “yuck.” After
an hour, we were bored. I was ten and my
older brother was twelve. We went into the
winery to find the sisters, and when we did,
they knew the party was over!! My mother and Aunt Mary were wasted.
They were talking so loud! There was so much laughter! God knows they
needed that buzz. They both did the best they could with all of us.

Money Doesn’t Make You Happy
Aunt Mary’s daughter, Vicky, became wealthy when she was Steve Jobs’
administrative assistant. No shit! Well, the cousin bought a lot of stock
which Stevie told her to buy. Millions, people!
The saddest part? Money doesn't make you
happy.
One time, when I was excommunicated from
the shelter for a week and desperately needed
a warm place to stay, the RJ shelter was filled.
It was very cold. There was nowhere to go. I
was scared. The snow was piled on me. It was 5
p.m. so it was getting dark.
My cousin, Vicky, didn't feel like helping me.
But here's the thing. I bet I'm happier than she
is right now in my public housing apartment.
I've never had a soft feeling for her. We’re six
months apart. A long time ago, on Channel
2, an Oakland television station, there was a
character named Mayor Art. He was kind of
like Captain Kangaroo. One day I was watching
Mayor Art. Guess who was on the show? My
cousin V! I thought, OMG. What is she doing
on this show? I think I was six at the time. I was
taking tap dancing lessons for a two-month
period, and I loved it! My mom announced one
day that she couldn't afford to pay for my dance
lessons anymore. This, I believe, was my first downfall as far as building
confidence in myself.
Continued on Page 4

Hey friends, we have an announcement. We have been searching for a way to produce this paper on a sustainable basis. It's not
fair to keep relying on the kindness of some of our closest supporters. You have kept us alive through the darkest period in living
memory and we appreciate it more than you will ever know, but it's not fair to keep relying on your kindness indefinitely. We have
decided to add an online, digital, expanded version of the paper. We are asking that you visit us online and "purchase" a digital
copy for only $2.00. All of the proceeds from those digital sales will be used to print hard copies for our vendors to sell. Of course
we will we continue to distribute printed copies of the paper at no charge if you are unable to pay $2.00. Here is where you can
find the online version. https://issuu.com/thespringsecho Thank you so much for your continued support! "The Echo Team"
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On the Margins

Every year on January 1 when I was a child, my parents gathered
aunts and uncles around our table to feast together. My father
of German heritage, a butcher, served a large loin of pork with
mounds of baked sauerkraut. My father passed down to my
brother and me the good-luck food of eating sauerkraut on New
Year’s Day. That simple gesture gave me a sense of belonging to
something greater than our family. I don’t know if sauerkraut
actually ushered in good luck, but it was the family gathered
that made all the difference. In this year of isolation and safedistancing, I think we all need sauerkraut and pork and every
other good luck food that will get us through this pandemic.
Families across our land eat such foods as cornbread, collard
greens, black-eyed peas, and
ham hocks on New Year’s Day.
We all want to ease the stress
of a new year or to provide luck
with money, family and future.
The most beautiful aspect of such
food is, of course, eating together,
telling family stories, laughing and
crying in common, and sharing the
richness of what it means to be
human with one another. Maybe
the luck we expect on New Year’s
Day is that we learn how to listen
and to trust one another. Food and family create bonds of love.
This year, more than ever, we need to be together. We need
to bond with folks who retrieve their New Year’s meal from a
dumpster or soup line. The pandemic has kept us apart. When
job loss, violence on our streets, hopelessness among our
youth, and grief among families who have lost loved ones due
to COVID-19, separate us. When we gather, we become more
aware of those who do not have family or a table around which
to belong. This year, we need help reaching out to our neighbors
who are starving for food, future, healthcare, and the bounty of
friendship.
This month of January also brings another extended family
together even in our differences. Each January 18 through the
25, many people remember The Week of Prayer for Christian
Unity. Since 1908, in the northern hemisphere, various Christian
denominations have reached out to one another to pray for not
only unity among believers, but for peace, harmony, and justice
for every person under heaven.
Page 2

†

There is a rich tradition that for, at least one week of the year,
Christian denominations can pray together in the name of
Christ Jesus. Prayer diminishes fear. Praying together teaches us
patience and goodwill. Praying through our differences creates
real bridges of relationships, not walls of pride and obstinance.
Prayer feeds us in ways in which we least expect. These traditions
are deeper than sharing good-luck food with family or strangers,
but they are ways in which our songs can harmonize in the
vocation of what it means to be Christians in our modern world.
The theme for January 2021, is: Abide in My Love…You Shall Bear
Much Fruit. One of the organizers, Fr. James Loughran said this,
“In these days of the Coronavirus threat, our world has become
smaller. We are one in the
response. More than ever,
we need to appreciate the
value of Christian unity.”
This year’s theme comes
from the Gospel of John.
Living in the love of Christ
offers us hope to survive
difficulties
and
even
hopelessness. The love
of Christ also compels
us to serve among our
marginalized
neighbors
and to offer love, consolation, and tenderness to people in
despair. In fact, we learn the most by interacting with people
who really need God, for they often are the teachers of justice
and peace. We all need to learn from the stories, turmoil, and
injustices of one another.
We all need a power greater than ourselves. This year, in the
gloomy days of isolation and fear of being ill, we gather our inner
resources to reduce fear in the new year. We do so not just for
our own good, but for the well-being of people who do not have
families, jobs, and the resources to survive on their own.
We need to continue to learn from our world-wide pandemic,
about how vulnerable we really are in our world. In this
vulnerability, we turn once again to one another for help, for
love, for communion, and perhaps this year, a faith and trust
beyond our own lives. We need more than foods of luck. We
need a steady diet of respect, love, consolation, and concern for
one another well beyond this first month of a new year.
Rev. Ronald Patrick Raab, CSC, serves as pastor of Sacred Heart Parish in
Old Colorado City, Colorado Springs, CO.

The Longest Night - We Remember!
by Pat Holley

WE REMEMBER ...

On the evening of Monday, December 21st, we were honored
to participate in Monday night’s annual “Longest Night”
remembrance service recognizing our homeless friends and
neighbors who passed away during 2020. Special thanks go
to long-time organizer Esther Kisamore and Mary Lynn Sheetz
of the Bijou Community for their dedicated and tireless work
over the years putting this event together. Thanks also to
Reverend Randy Rentner, associate Pastor at Sacred Heart
Parish, Colorado Springs, and a special recognition and thank
you to the very talented Mary Sprunger-Froese for her moving
rendition of Silent Night and other songs. Finally, our thoughts
are with Steve Handen who was unable to attend the service
this year.

WE REMEMBER...
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WE REMEMBER

Michael Boren, 50
Kenneth Bryant, 62
Thomas Catalino, 59
Darrell Chambers, 55
Laura Crawmer, 59
Ivory Crowley, 65
James Edgar, 53
Mekonah Caleb Gregory, 37
Aaron Hanley, 40
Kyree Howard-Walker, 27
Charles Kollias, 57
Raelene Nicole Larson, 36
Wesley Lemkuhl, 73
Greg Leschinsky, 59
Robert Levesque, 66
Darrell Lilley, 56
Brenton Martorana, 40
Deborah McCarthy, 54
Cynthia Means, 38
Shawn Meehan, 47
Daniel Darrin Munoz, 30
John B. Parks, Age Unknown
Media Pate, 90
Kenneth Paulson, Age Unknown
Michael Pippin, 61
Robert Herbert Postlewait, 63
Glen Radie, 34
Elizabeth Reuse, 36
Anthony A. Rios, 49
Bryan Schreck, 59
Howard R. Stevens, 45
John Taylor, 64
Gregory Thimesch, 70
Richard C. Thorstenson, 52
Kenneth Torgerson, 65
Deric Van Fleet, 52
Michael Wells, 59

Christ
of
the
Homeless

by
Fritz
Eichenberg
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Cindy's Story - Staying Strong! (2)
The Naked Man Dies

A few years later, Joan developed soft tissue cancer above her elbow. Her
arm had to be amputated. How could this be? This family has gone through
Back to my Aunt Mary. While working at Cal Berkeley, she was sitting at her enough. However, the heavens weren't done. While Joan was going through
desk. It was in front of a big window. Apparently, a man was about to commit chemo, Dave found out he had Stage 4 Pancreatic Cancer. By that time, I had
suicide by jumping off the top of this building, naked. He did, in fact, do just moved to Colorado. I was not aware of Dave’s cancer. When I was told of
that; right in front of Aunt Mary’s desk! She saw it. Of course, it was a fast his death, I couldn't comprehend it. He was an incredible dad and a great
sighting on his way down. My Aunt Mary was a great conversationalist. I husband. I learned so much from this family. When I became homeless, I
wasn't back in those days. I believe she retired as head of the PR department would think of all their suffering and I could keep going another day. In one
of the last conversations I had with Katie, I told her I'd gone to Muir Woods
at Cal Berkeley. She's been gone awhile now
to see the Redwoods. I told her that I got close to the massive tree and when
I looked up, I got dizzy. Katie laughed and told me, “Cindy, you need to step
away then look up!” I laughed and said, “You’re so right.” I'm smiling now as I
recall that beautiful child. It was an honor to care for Katie.

Meth Is Horrible!
My Beautiful Katie Dies

The year 1995, my husband worked at the nuclear shipyard at Mare Island,
California. He worked the swing shift. One evening when he came home, he
In 1993, I was asked if I would consider caring for an 8-year-old female child lit a candle and put it on top of the refrigerator. This was due to the power
that was very sick and dying of AIDS. She lived with her father Dave, and her being out in our subdivision. He forgot to blow that candle out. My husband
stepmom, Joan. Also, part of the family were Molly, age 2, and Michael, age then went into a bedroom that we called the den so he could smoke meth.
1. These were the children of Dave and Joan. Both parents were teachers and The smoke alarm was hardwired in the hallway. The candle melted and came
couldn't take any more time off to care for Katie. My own daughters, Sarah, down with the wick which caught the corn broom on fire. The fire flashed up
to the top of refrigerator and caught our daughter’s school papers on fire. At
12, and Rachel, 8 1/2, were in school all day, so I said yes.
this time the smoke alarm still hadn't gone off. When I woke up, I could hear
When I met Katie, she was so pale from AIDS. Stick thin, but in my eyes she the sound of the fire. I ran into the kitchen. Then the smoke alarm went off.
was beautiful. I had no medical background, and the parents couldn't afford There are no words when you see your house on fire. Everyone got out!
a nurse. I gave it my all. Katie was hooked up to an intravenous feeding tube
and a morphine pump. She only ate once in the 5 months I cared for her. But But there was another problem in the cabinet above the refrigerator. That's
let’s don't forget Molly and Michael. They were lovely little rascals. I worked where the paint stripper was. The fire turned into a chemical fire! This is
three days a week, 7 a.m. until 4 p.m. On my way home I would play a cassette what happened. The arson inspector explained to me that when the heat of
tape of the Police singing Fields of Gold. I knew that Katie would be running the fire and the paint stripper combined, carbon rolls developed. They roll
through those Fields in Heaven. It’s how I dealt with her impending death. through the air. When they hit surfaces, they start to eat into whatever it
Once we went to a park where I knew the play equipment was very near a hits. We couldn't live in our house for six weeks. State Farm paid for a motel
during this time. When we went to the motel, we asked for two rooms with
parking spot. I carried Katie to the swing holding on to her IV.
an adjoining door in between the rooms so our daughters could come into
The toddlers, Molly and Michael, sat in their car seats and patiently watched our room if needed.
me with Katie in the swing. I then put Katie back in the car and took Michael
and Molly out for them to swing. It was a happy day with lots of smiles. I This is what my husband did. He left in our Subaru wagon and went back
had no fear that, somehow, I would contract AIDS from Katie. When Katie’s to our house in the early morning hours to wait for the mail. He knew his
mother, Jerry, was pregnant with her she had no idea that she was given paycheck would be there. Then he bought more meth. We didn't see him for
tainted blood with the HIV virus during a transfusion after surgery. When a while. I had no car. We went to the motel in only the Subaru. My parents
Katie was 2, her mother Jerry passed away suddenly of pneumonia. Katie was came to help. They took me to our home to pick up our other car. Meth is
tested; she too was sick. When Katie was 3 years-old, her dad met Joan. They Horrible!
married and had Molly and Michael. The whole family went on a last wish
The Happy House
vacation to Disney World.
Ten days after she was back from that vacation, Katie passed in her bed. When
her parents came to check on her, she had her arms crossed on her chest. I
was also told she had a big smile on her face. Her dad, Dave, told me that he
thought the reason for her smile was because her mom herself wanted to
guide her to heaven. The next time I saw Dave his hair had turned white. I
never believed in that phenomena. Here he was standing in front of me with
his new white hair. I felt at that moment that nothing in my life could ever be
as horrible as beautiful Katie’s passing. I was wrong.
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The very first visit to the Happy House for me was in the Bay area. It was
Kaiser’s mental hospital. I was thirty-eight. My handsome husband had
gotten himself addicted to meth, or crank, as we called it in California. He had
a well-paying government job. I was eight-months pregnant with our second
daughter. I found him at a local motel, and I was bewildered. This was the
start of eleven years of crank use. I was getting weaker, and I didn't know
what was happening. I ended up having a breakdown over it all. I went into a
state of dementia; this is what I was told. I didn't know myself.

Cindy's Story - Staying Strong! (3)
Dan's family had a long history in the Eleven-Mile area starting in 1920.
His great grandparents had a silver stake in the area, but they didn't get
My roommate at Kaiser was eight-months pregnant by a Catholic priest at her rich! Dan's parents owned the Eleven-Mile Country Store for twenty-five
church. But there was a problem; he had flaming red hair. I started walking years. They also owned two pioneer cabins which had many arrowheads
around the hospital on a walkway. I started to get better after ten days. One that were found in the logs of the cabins. There were many of Dan's
day, while walking, I saw that priest. He was tall with bright red hair. He had family buried in the cemetery off of 26th Street going back ninety years.
come to see the woman he had knocked up. He didn't want her to attend
Dan had a love of horses. In the 90s, he bought forty acres and put a home
church any longer. It would be obvious whose baby it
on the land. He had nineteen horses. During late spring, he
was.
would saddle all nineteen horses and trailer them down to the
Eleven-Mile store. The best part after trail riding was that he
The Crazy Bus
would make dinner in the National Forest for everyone. Dan was
the 3rd generation to graduate from St. Mary's High School. You
About seven or eight years ago I took a large overdose.
wouldn't know it to look at him, but he was very much a Catholic.
My blood pressure dropped to dangerous levels. I was
semiconscious, but I made it, although I went to the ICU
After he passed, for at least six months, whenever I would hear
for 48 hours at Penrose Main. I was then picked up by
a diesel truck coming down Las Vegas, I would think it was him.
the Crazy Bus and taken to Cedar Springs. That hospiBut no! I would never see him again. I have a picture of him
tal should be shut down. I visited their lovely campus
on his bike (Shovelhead) in my living room. I used to hold that
of inhospitable accommodations three times. They did
picture and talk to him. I would say, “I'm really sad that you left
nothing for me. Let us just say they have a tight budget.
me alone.”

The Priest’s Baby

You Can Do This!
I lived in upper Cheyenne Cańon for twelve years with
my boyfriend and our two Aussies. My boyfriend, Dan,
had stomach cancer surgery in December 2016. In
January, the very next month, our landlord informed us
we had to vacate as he was turning our home into an
airbnb. We were very low on funds due to the fact Dan
was sick and couldn't work. I should mention we always
paid our rent in the past. On March 3rd of 2017, we left.
We were now homeless. We didn't stay together. Dan went to Eleven-Mile to
stay in a very small trailer without heat. I went to SRM. We were both very
much devastated.

I know one thing for sure. After he passed, I knew he was around
me. I know he held my hand on the coldest days and he would
whisper in my ear, “You can do this.” And I did. I made it!

You Can’t Give Up
The homeless die on the street and in shelters. Poor nutrition
is one culprit. Then pile on a case of the flu, bronchitis, and
the worst, pneumonia. You sleep in close quarters. You’re in a
weakened state. You are run down, but yet you must go on. You
can't give up.

The Longest Night

I was lucky. About 3 1/2 years ago, I went to The Longest Night ceremony held
The beautiful life we had in the Cańon was over. We would no longer wake to in the unfenced backyard of a gracious couple’s home. We all held candles.
deer in our yard. There would be no more sightings of other wildlife that we After each person’s name was read that had passed away, we all said, “We
enjoyed for twelve years. We wouldn't hear the Will Roger's Shrine chimes will remember.” I will always remember the ones that didn't make it.
play again. It was all gone. Here's the most important part of my story. When
the city came out to meet with my former landlord, he was told the house
11 December
had to be torn down due to the fact that it was over the property line.
It’s cold, about thirty degrees today. There’s a light snow. The weather is
We lost our home to greed. I was married for twenty-eight years prior to everything to a homeless person. I had a good friend that stayed at SRM.
my relationship with Dan and we owned three homes, so I understood my She announced one day that she could be a homeless meteorologist. Then
landlord’s position. However, you don't throw human beings out especially she said it was ten degrees outside with a windchill of zero and we’re f*cked.
when we lived in that house for so long.
I laughed! My point? She's right. You can become so cold that you panic. I
know many homeless people that suffered frostbite. Some of those cases
The last five years that I lived with Dan we were good friends. I took care of were severe frostbite. I recall one woman who was a drinker. She fell asleep
him through many seizures. When he underwent stomach cancer surgery, under the Tejon underpass. It was five degrees outside. Her feet turned
I took care of him. We still loved each other. I think I just didn't want to let black and she needed to have them amputated. I was horrified when I heard
him go. Dan's lineage was pure Irish. He was an old school biker. He rode this news. When she was staying in the shelter she would be intoxicated.
an ‘82 Shovelhead and an ‘02 classic Harley. When I met him, he had a long We'd be in the same bunk room, and she would verbally assault me. I still
beard, and his muscular arms were tatted. His eyes were a beautiful green. cared about her.
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Nothing Prepares You

Ronald

On the days where it was just freezing cold, as we got up to get dressed, it
would be quiet in the room. We all knew what was waiting for us. I applied
a thick layer of Vaseline on my face so I would have some protection from
frostbite. I layered up with three pairs of high-tech, long underwear. I'd put
hand warmers in my snow boots with three pairs of wool socks, a jacket,
hat, and gloves. One-by-one we left the shelter. We'd push the door open.
Nothing prepares you for that freezing blast of cold air. Within an hour, I
would become cold waiting in the soup kitchen line. Then we had to wait
for the Resource Center to open at 8 a.m. Most of us would take off our
boots, turn on the hand dryers, and stick
our boots inside the dryer. It worked! I am
thankful every single day that I'm indoors,
and I always will be.

Ronald would trade his meds for cigarettes. When you stay at a shelter
you watch others. You learn who to stay away from. Ronald was absolutely
harmless. He never ventured off, and he certainly would never go on the trail.
He suffered a horrible death. I will always remember him. He'll always be in
my heart.

Don’t Give Up Hope
The old friends you had in the past become
no friends in your future. When you go
indoors or get housing there's jealousy and
resentment. If you’re a camper, somehow
the friends you left behind will want to use
your apartment for showering, cooking,
and staying warm. At some point you have
to let go. You must move on. You start
a new life. When you stop helping your
friends, they usually turn on you. Most
aren't on a housing list – they’ve given up.
For yourself, you didn't. When I first moved
into Greenway Flats, I felt guilty. Looking
out of my third story apartment window
facing east, I could see and hear it all. When
it's freezing cold, I can't stand seeing the
homeless below knowing that they’re so
cold. I try and keep coats and jackets that I
pick up at thrift stores, even warm blankets,
to pass out. I can always make a sandwich
too. If someone looks down and out, I will
tell them don’t give up hope. EVER.

All Are Children of God
The friends I had before becoming homeless,
I don't care about any longer. For myself, you’re a different human being
now. You survived something that they know nothing about. They just don't
relate to you in any sense. When you were struggling, they weren't. I have a
few good friends in Greenway. I treasure them. They are honest, respectful,
and caring. They are the positives in my life. I used to think that my family
wouldn't leave me homeless. Really, what could they do? My daughters
live in Portland. They have their own lives. All the homeless people are
courageous. They keep up the good fight. No matter what, they keep going
because they have too. You must put one foot in front of the other. No
matter how much physical pain you're in, you can't stop, or you will die. My
greatest hope is that one day homelessness will end. They are all children
of God. They all matter.
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“Thanks, Lady!”
What made me saddest when I was at SRM were all those
young kids. If you want to see the failure of the foster care
system, come by SRM or RJ Montgomery shelter. They turned
18, time to get out of the house! It's unacceptable to be gay
or transgender. They’re kicked to the curb! Some runaways,
too many reasons, there’s no excuse for these young people
to be homeless. I decided that while I was at SRM I wanted to
make a difference. Mind you the sex offenders walked among
all of us. I noticed this kid - his jeans were torn straight up his
leg. “I need to speak with you,” I told him. He resisted speaking to me, but he finally caved. I wondered what happened to
his jeans. I was now showing care towards him. He stated that
he was hit by a car on Las Vegas and South Nevada. His jeans
were cut by the paramedics with scissors. “They told me my
leg was broken. I didn't want to take a ride to the hospital.” I
want to pull him in. I let him know that within the next three
hours his leg would become very painful. I didn't see him the
next morning in the courtyard. It was ten days later when he
came up to me. “Thanks, lady.” I spoke with you because I
care about you. I would see him once in a great while. We
always smiled at each other... it’s just a fond memory.

Cut A Bitch
I had a friend tell me recently that I walk down Las Vegas
Street like I would cut a bitch. Her words!! I told her, "no
that's not it at all. I walk with pride, confidence, and self-respect because I made it through homelessness." I don't, and
will not, tolerate disrespectful comments towards me. And
most know that about me. I'm the person that will sit down
and talk with you. If you’re hungry, I'll make you a sandwich.

Don’t Go Into The Woods
All these kids want is love and care, which they’re lacking. Such potential.
What meant the most to me was when some of the young woman would
come back to the shelter to tell me, “thank you.” “I didn't need a thank you.
I spoke with you because I care about you. I am so happy you’re doing much
better.” I have three street daughters. Crystal, who I haven't seen in over a
year. I believe she's in prison. I have love for her. AJ. She's on a different path.
Ivy or Ladybug, I haven't seen in two months. Where do they go? If you’re
very mentally ill or retarded, or something else, you’re at the mercy of the
Wolves. It used to be, “don't go into the woods.” I never did.

Cindy's Story - Staying Strong! (5)
I Wanna Go HOME
I wanna go HOME. I need to go back. It would help my soul heal. I'll fly into
Oakland and rent a car. My first drive would be to Hayward Drive by the duplex
where I shared a bedroom with my mom for nine years.
My brothers shared the other bedroom. I'll probably
stop to recount all those memories. I'll move on to the
house on Eldridge Avenue where we lived with our new
stepdad. I used to sneak out of my bedroom window
to experience some teenage fun. I felt at that time that
my mom and stepdad didn't really care about me, that
much. At fourteen, I hitchhiked with friends to Fillmore
West in the city of San Francisco. I saw a group play
there called Elvin Bishop. Soon after, Fillmore West shut
down. This was when I was fifteen. My boyfriend at the
time was eighteen. Van Morrison was playing at a small
club named Frenchie's. My boyfriend got in the club.
I was too young, so I snuck in the back. Such a blast! I
hitchhiked many times with girlfriends to Winterland in
San Francisco.

she would wrap herself. I'm talking at least 500 gifts! I would always weep.
It meant so much to all of us. When I heard that Dawn Marie was leaving
SRM, I was heartbroken. On her last shift, she came over and sat on my bunk.
We held hands. I thanked her for all that she had done for us. I wept and
said goodbye.I went over to that thrift store again today.
I bought another Christmas tree. I got all my ornaments
out. I had forgotten about the ornament I had for Dan in
his memory - a capital D shining with glitter. I put it in the
very front, so I would see it every time I looked at the tree.
I look back at those Christmases at SRM and the first one at
Greenway. How very far I've come. I thank God every day
for the gift of my apartment. When I wake on Christmas
morning this year, I will have peace and joy in my heart. I
will look at that D ornament and smile.

The Frozen Woman.

I never wanted to lay down on the cement to sleep.
It was filthy. Let's just say I had standards during my
homelessness. I showered every day. I wore make-up and
fragrance. I wasn't going to let my lack of housing take that
I recall seeing Black Sabbath and many more bands.
part of me away. The large trash bag I carried with me was
Going back to the 6th grade, every year, we'd go on
the answer to giving in to laying on the ground. While I was
field trips to Steinhart Aquarium San Francisco. On one
resting at the women's shelter, another woman showed
trip, the bus driver got lost and we ended up in Haightup. She was so cold and hardly clothed. Her skin was
Ashbury. Our teacher jumped up and yelled, “There's a
purple. The Resource Center was closed. I took action. I
hippie.” When I came home that day my mom asked if I
put her in my warm blanket. I rubbed her legs to get her
learned anything. I told her I saw a hippie.
circulation going. I had also put a sleeping bag in line to
save my place. I made a tent out of it and we both got
I would then continue my trip to Vallejo, stopping to
under it. I told her to start breathing hard blowing the air
look at the first house my husband and I bought for
out. I did the same. Then I rolled her up like a hot dog in a
$33,000. I would check to see if the crabapple tree was still standing where bun!! She came in that night. Luckily the shelter had clothes and a coat. I told
we hung a wooden swing for our baby girl, Sarah. I would then move on to her she would make it because she had fight in her.
the house on Canary Street in Suisun where the house fire took place. The last
place would be the beach. It was so hard for my mom being a single parent.
That Jacket!
Often we'd just go to the beach, even in winter when it was foggy cold. We
didn't care!! My brothers and I would find big pieces of kelp and whip each I would always go to the last tree at the SRM women's shelter parking lot.
other. So much fun. My trip back home would then be complete.
There was a place to sit down. It was a very cold winter day. My coat had been
My hope would be that all the dysfunctionality I grew up with would feel
softer in my heart. Flying back home to Colorado, where I fought to stay alive
during my homelessness, I will open my door and step into my Greenway
Flats apartment and say, “there's no place like home.”

Dawn Marie
I was at the mission for two Christmases. I tried to be upbeat. The homeless
gloom takes over especially since it was only six weeks after Dan's death. I
made the most of it. The first Christmas at Greenway Flats, I went to the thrift
store on Tejon. I bought a small white Christmas tree. I decorated the outside
of my door with garland. Christmas is about celebrating the birth of Jesus the
Christ. It’s not about how much food you can stuff in your mouth. I disdain the
gluttony during the holidays when so many people go hungry. The insanity of
gift giving. There's an angel that used to work at SRM. Her name is Dawn
Marie. She also volunteered at Marian House. This beautiful soul would make
sure everyone, and I mean everyone, would receive a Christmas gift which

ripped off at the Resource Center. It was closed for lunch. A woman pulled
up. She asked me if I would like a jacket she was holding. YES!!! Thank you so
very much!! She told me her husband had just retired from the Air Force and
he wanted to give his jacket to a homeless person. It’s the small things, the
random gestures, that make an incredible difference to the homeless on any
given day. I will never forget that jacket!

I’ll Be Their Voice
I Was Homeless For 820 Days! I stayed at SRM. I've had a home now for
seventeen months at Greenway Flats. Every morning when I wake, all I feel
is joy!! Knowing that I will never be freezing cold again. Nor will I be starving
ever again. I will, for the rest of my life, advocate for the homeless. I'll be
their voice when they can't speak. If I have a coat or food, I will bring it to
them on the street. They are forever my brothers and sisters. I mentored
many young people during my homelessness. I had to make a difference.
In the end, I hope I did.
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The Pandemic and Street Vendors
“I hope the whole community will
rise again”: Street paper vendors
look beyond the pandemic
For society’s most vulnerable and marginalised, 2020 – and the pandemic
that has defined it – has exacerbated problems already familiar to them:
food security, unstable housing, social isolation, income, and access to social
services as they are weakened at a time they’re needed most. Street papers,
which exist to alleviate that strain, have been impacted too. It’s been hard, but
the effects they’ve felt have not been uniform. As the new year approaches,
INSP checked in with street paper vendors of differing circumstances across
the world to reflect on these past months and to look forward with some
hope.						
By Tony Inglis

The new year is here, and with it some hope that there is an end of the
coronavirus tunnel in sight – a vaccine, and the potential for homeless,
refugees, and other marginalised people to receive it early on – even if the
social and structural consequences of the pandemic may be felt into the future.
INSP checked in with street paper vendors of differing circumstances across
the world to reflect on these past months and to look forward – sometimes
with an understandable sense of anxiety, and sometimes with hope.

Japan

The Big Issue Japan, along with other east Asian street papers, was the first
to understand how the coronavirus may affect their work and the lives of the
country’s socially excluded population.
“People were gone, and sales were in the single digits, sometimes zero,” says
a 64-year-old Tokyo-based vendor who only wants to be identified as ‘ST’.
The initial slump in his income was made up by support from the magazine’s
Italy
“This year has been very challenging and filled with sorrow for everybody,” fundraising and a special subscription service developed in response to the
says Lawrence Odion, a 26-year-old, originally from Nigeria, who sells street pandemic. “I don’t know what I would’ve done without it,” he says. ST has
papers. It’s a sentiment people at all levels of society should be able to agree been living in a 7.3 square metre room with a roommate for over a decade.
with. Lawrence works with Zebra, a magazine based in the South Tyrol region “It makes me feel safe because it’s a private space with a roof. I’m not a maof northern Italy. Back in the early throes of 2020, the severity with which terialistic person, so here with just a futon to sleep on is enough for me,” he
COVID-19 hit Italy was frightening, and yet still seemed far away to many, says.
despite warnings that should have been heeded from its impact in east Asia.
ST still has anxieties about being on trains and in public bathrooms and superThe onset of a year that became defined by the pandemic seems both markets because of the virus despite the precautions he takes, and worries
exceedingly long ago and painfully fresh in the memory. Most people’s lives deeply about how the pandemic has run roughshod on the city’s businesses.
have been affected. For society’s most vulnerable and marginalised, it has “I started walking. At one point, I was surprised to see more people in the
exacerbated problems already familiar to them: food security, unstable park than usual. I guess we all think the same way,” says ST. “When I went
housing, social isolation, income, and access to social services as they are for a walk the other day, I was stunned to see there were only two stores
open in the shopping arcade. It was painful to see the posters of ‘temporarweakened at a time they’re needed most.
ily shut down’ or ‘closed’. A few of the izakaya and restaurants had banners
Street papers, which exist to alleviate that strain – providing employment to saying: ‘We will go out of business if we don't do something. Please help us’.
those who are homeless, in poverty, excluded from the job market or on life’s “I still can’t find hope for 2021. Rather than hope, I'm more concerned about
fringes – have been impacted too. It’s been hard, but the effects they’ve felt whether we'll really host the Olympics in Tokyo. Vaccines, athletes, visitors
have not been uniform. For every group that has found times tough, there from oversees…would people enjoy it? I'm optimistic that the world returns
to normal with the end of COVID, but it’s difficult to predict what will happen.
have been some glimmers of light.
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The Pandemic and Street Vendors

Sweden

Sweden has turned heads with its hands-off approach to the pandemic. For
those selling street papers, it has meant there has been little disruption to
their ability to earn an income. Gothenburg-based magazine Faktum did not
have to halt selling or pull its vendors from the street. Vendors even saw an
increase in sales as regular customers who would usually be away on holiday
stayed in the cities.
“We are in the front line when we sell the street paper, but I don’t have much
choice. I need the money,” says 58-year-old Faktum vendor Thomas Jakobsson
USA
66-year old Al Mayfield continues to sell Street Spirit in Oakland. The trag- about his experiences these past months. “For a month now I’ve had my own
edies of coronavirus are nothing new to Al. He lost two brothers at a young apartment, but before I lived at a place which I shared with other people. And
age – one to medical issues and another to a motorcycle accident – and, after I knew they had coronavirus there. Food was served at a buffet table and that
being violently robbed in 1994, fell into a coma. He survived, but had to have didn’t feel safe. I tried to keep my distance because I don’t want to get sick.
a plate installed in his stomach and his leg amputated. He has been shifted
around homes due to circumstances outside his control and bandied about “I’m such a cuddly and physical person so I think it's shitty. I used to give a
hug to people when they bought the paper sometimes, but that isn’t possible
homeless shelters.
anymore.”
Through it all, there has been support – the Citizens Neighborhood Assistance Program, the Berkeley Food and Housing Project, and Street Spirit. He Thomas has spent the pandemic getting sober and writing an autobiographical
now lives in subsidised housing with one of his surviving brothers in North story for a book Faktum is publishing.
Oakland.
“‘Thank goodness’, that’s what I feel for 2021,” says Thomas. “Hopefully
Most of all, he has missed church during the pandemic and hopes to be back. COVID has calmed down and, since I’ve become sober, I can move on. I have
“Church is in my heart,” he says. Despite a life full of losses and grief, and now contact with my children again. My daughter said ‘Dad, it feels like you came
this global disaster, Al is an optimistic person. He is still selling street papers back from the dead’. I'm so happy about that. I have positive things to look
and living his life. “Try to grasp hold of the good stuff and be happy about it,” forward to. I try to spread joy. And when you give, you get back. It's easy, yet
difficult.”
he says.
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COVID-19 on the Navajo Reservation
The average individual in the United States uses close to 100 gallons of water
in a day, but the Navajo Nation has had a precarious relationship with water
for years. The Arizona desert is very dry, and the bedrock is difficult to break
through. Even if you could dig deep enough to reach water, the uranium mining of past decades has made much of the ground water unsafe for human
consumption.

The arrival of the virus
Day to day life was difficult enough, but then COVID-19 hit. In the early days
of the pandemic, the Navajo Nation had some of the highest case rates for
the virus in the United States. The Federal Government did little to help. The
situation got so bad that Doctors Without Borders stepped in to help control
the spread. The guidelines to stay safe were simple: Wash your hands, wear
a mask, and social distance. When water is scarce, it is difficult to follow the
guidelines because it is difficult to clean and wash your hands if you have
access to such little water. And it is difficult to social distance when you frequently need to drive into a city center to get more water.
Arizona does not have a statewide mask mandate, and outside the reservation, mask usage is somewhat scarce in the smaller cities. As of October 14,
there have been 10,780 confirmed cases on the Reservation. That is nearly
one case per 30 people. Simply put, the Navajo Nation is not in a strong position to fight COVID-19 without help.

Surviving COVID-19 on the Navajo Reservation
COVID-19 has hit the Navajo Nation hard and living through the pandemic has
been challenging for many on the reservation, such as those with limited or
no running water, those with no electricity and those fearful of contracting
COVID-19 and bringing it back to their community if they go shopping for
supplies. At the local level, many individuals have stepped up to help those in
need of support.
By Giles Clasen The Denver Voice
Every day, Franklin Martin walks to the Chevy truck he inherited from his
cousin, who died too young in an alcohol-related driving accident.

Delivering Supplies

At a local level, individuals like Alicia and Franklin also set out to help others.
Martin’s life has been marked by the loss of loved ones since long before “We started collecting supplies and delivering them as soon as we could,”
COVID-19 came to the Navajo Reservation. Today, however, that loss feels Alicia says. “It’s not right to say, ‘No’ when someone needs help, and people
closer than in years past because the spread of coronavirus has hit his peo- are dying right now. Our people need help.”
ple uniquely hard. Martin could replace the truck; it is well over 20 years old
and has the miles to match. Still, Martin likes the connection to his past that The work started slowly due to the fact that the two were learning how to
it provides him with, even though his memories are laced with tragedy. He organize a relief team. With permission from the restaurant where she was
working, Alicia took water to give to families. Her restaurant had been shutdoesn’t want to forget the people he has lost.
tered due to the virus, and she had been furloughed.
These days Martin uses the truck to transport water and other supplies to
individuals in need on the Bodaway-Gap chapter of the Navajo Reservation. Then she started thinking bigger. In April, Alicia started a GoFundMe camHe and his daughter, Alicia Martin, started hauling water and other supplies paign and raised $10,000. She brought in help to manage the money side
of things and ensure the donations went to supplies for her people. Things
to individuals living on the Navajo Reservation in March of this year.
were moving rapidly. Then Franklin was diagnosed with the virus. He spent
To live in the Arizona desert without running water requires each family to two weeks in the hospital recovering. By the time the two got back to delivhaul water to their home. Navajo families often live on less than 100 gallons ering water and supplies, three family members — Franklin’s aunt, uncle, and
cousin — had died from COVID-19. The Martins continued delivering supplies
of water a week to cook, clean, and drink.
even as the battle against the virus took a personal toll on their family.
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Joyce Dale lives in a home that has no working plumbing. The foundations
became damaged during the freeze and went unrepaired for years. Dale qualified for a subsidy to help with her housing, but her home was deemed damaged beyond repair, so she is not permitted to use the subsidy to repair the
home.
Cheryl Osorio and her family live in a house that is not connected to the power grid and has no running water. Osorio uses a generator to power her house
when needed and uses her wood stove to cook and purify her water.

“I’m fighting to keep mice and other wild things out,” Dale tells me. “I’m so
ashamed of my house, how it looks. I wish I lived in a better home in a place
with water. I wish we could repair what we have.”

Osorio and her family hadn’t been willing to drive into Page, Arizona, during
the pandemic. The city didn’t enact a mask mandate until June 24, and the
trip to the tourist town seemed too risky.

The house has been re-sided with plywood over the years, and she stores
boxes in her bathroom — because the plumbing doesn’t work.

Osorio is grateful to the Martins for the supply runs but says that living conditions on the Reservation remain difficult. “I want to move out of here,” Osorio
says. “I feel like we’re forgotten with everybody else getting help. This has
been going on a long time. With COVID-19, it’s different: it is scarier.”

She and her husband repeatedly apply hand sanitizer and are isolating themselves to avoid COVID-19. She fears that if she were to get COVID-19 she
would not make it through. She is medically vulnerable due to having had a
stroke.

Doing what they can

The Martins eventually started receiving help from other sources. Compassionate Colorado [a local community project that processes food and supply
donations] delivered four trailers of food, water, and cleaning supplies to the
Martins in June.

“People don’t understand what we are going through on the Reservation,”
Alicia states. “We were forgotten long before COVID-19, and now we are
struggling more because of years of being abandoned.”

The Martins insisted that every can of food, diaper, and water bottle be
cleaned with bleach before going into storage. They couldn’t risk carrying the
coronavirus onto the Reservation. The items in highest demand have been
hand sanitizer and Clorox wipes. “They are like gold,” Alicia says.

The Martins are doing what they can to help people during COVID-19 but are
already thinking about what they can do for their people once COVID-19 is no
longer a threat. They have set up a nonprofit — Families to Families Ajooba’
Hasin — and are close to raising another $100,000 on GoFundMe. Franklin is
running for president of his Navajo Chapter.

From bad to worse
The problems for the Navajo people started long before COVID-19. A land dispute between the Navajo and Hopi tribes led to a freeze on all development
and construction on the Navajo Reservation.
The Bennet Freeze, as it was known, was intended to encourage negotiations
between the two tribes. Instead, it prevented individuals from legally repairing or replacing their homes.
The Freeze lasted over 40 years, until the Obama administration removed it in
2009. But the ramifications continue to impact individuals.

He and Alicia have been talking weekly with their nonprofit board to organize
deliveries and seek out much-needed supplies. They work six days a week,
often for 12 or more hours a day. The Martins are hopeful that their work can
help their people today and create more opportunities for their people in the
future.
They have no plans to stop!
To donate to or learn more about the Families to Families Ajooba’ Hasin COVID
Relief Fund, visit https://www.gofundme.com/f/clean-water-for-navajo
Courtesy of Denver VOICE / INSP.ngo
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Exhausted

Scot "Cowboy" Anderson
I can't go to the mission. They won't
let me in. R.J. Montgomery says the
same thing. I've done something
already that has got me banned.
My fault; perhaps. But why can't
I blame all the rest of those out
there that say they will help but
really don’t? Are we to blame for
our own bad decisions or are we
just victims of bad situations? But if
I'm living this life my way, is it really
the best or the only way?

seasoned camper, the answer is no.
You already feel like you don’t need
a place. You just need to find a spot
with LOTS of privacy. You can build
it out of what you find for free. You
might also be the kind of person
that is scared of society except for
that small group of people that you
can really trust, and the thought of
people finding you or living in a car
is not appealing. If you are just too
old to be in the cold, it hurts.

If you had a blanket to spare, would
you share it or give it away? How
about hand warmers? It's cold out.
How about a facemask? If I had a
tent maybe I could just huddle up in
there in blankets. The only clothes
I have are on my back; these aren’t
winter clothes, but I don’t care.
Can you spare some change for
something to eat? I can't go to
the soup kitchen either…I don’t
remember why I got kicked out. I
went to the church, but they said
here's your food; and some clean
clothes. But you cant stay here. So
where can I go if I can't stay here?

Mentally, it's harder to heal from
homelessness than it is to heal
physically. We all know this. It is
more challenging to the brain than
it is physically challenging to the
body. There is a point at which we
ask ourselves, "do I care or not?"
"Do I care if I live or not?" And, "do
I care if the decisions I have made
affect you or not?"

So if a person refuses services;
refuses help; whose fault is it? If a
person chooses to stay homeless,
should they be forced into
housing? And if they were forced
into housing, what would that
occupied space look like after they
are gone? Some people couldn’t be
handed an apartment and know
how to maintain it and keep it up
- keep it clean and inviting. Some
would never leave once they found
that blanket of security feeling.
But, oddly enough, some would
never accept it because they don’t
want that responsibility or they just
couldn’t handle it, mentally.
So how do you know if you're
mentally able or if your "just
don’t care attitude" is what runs
the show? Are you the kind of
person who believes "I can handle
anything?"
Do you feel that
nothing scares you, and you have
all the right stuff to sleep outside
in the elements escaping the
wind cold and snow? If you're a
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When you’ve exhausted all your
sources; when you've
wasted
everybody's time, and worst of all,
when you've lost the reason to live,
is this the part of life when you try
to blame someone else for your bad
choices? Or, when you are mentally
and physically… NOT CARING
ANYMORE…..this is that moment
when you realize you can get no
help from others. It is also at this
point that you realize if you don't
try to help yourself, no amount of
help you get from someone else, in
the long run really, even matters.
So, help yourself, and ask for help!

Participating in Movements
for Justice
Fr. Richard Rohr, OFM

I think there are three basic levels of social ministry, and none is better than
the other. I believe all are the movement of the Holy Spirit within us for the
sake of others. I like to imagine a river flooding out of control—symbolizing
the circumstances and injustices that bring about suffering—overflowing its
banks and sweeping those in its path off their feet.
At the first level, we rescue drowning people from the swollen river, dealing with the immediate social problem right in front of us: someone hungry
comes to our door and we offer them some food, or invite them inside. These
are hands-on, social service ministries, like the familiar soup kitchen or food
pantry. Such works will always look rather generous, Christian, charitable,
and they tend to be admired, if not always imitated.
At the second level, there are ministries that help people not to fall into the
swollen river in the first place, or show them how to survive despite falling
in. In general, these are the ministries of education and healing. Most of the
religious orders in the Catholic Church in the last three hundred years went
in that direction, filling the world with schools, hospitals, and social service
ministries that empowered people and gave them new visions and possibilities for their lives.
Finally, on the third level, some ministries build and maintain a dam to stop
the river from flooding in the first place. This is the work of social activism
and advocacy, critique of systems, organizing, speeches, boycotts, protests,
and resistance against all forms of systemic injustice and deceit. It is the gift
of a few, but a much-needed gift that we only recently began to learn and
practice. It seeks systemic change and not just individual conversion.
I don’t think most people feel called to activism; I myself don’t. It was initially
humiliating to admit this, and I lost the trust and admiration of some friends
and supporters. Yet as we come to know our own soul gift more clearly, we
almost always have to let go of certain “gifts” so we can do our one or two
things well and with integrity. I believe that if we can do one or two things
wholeheartedly in our life, that is all God expects.
The important thing is that we all should be doing something for the rest of
the world!
We have to pay back, particularly those of us born into privilege and comfort.
We also must respect and support the other two levels, even if we cannot do
them. Avoid all comparisons about better or lesser, more committed or less
committed; those are all ego games. Let’s just use our different gifts to create
a unity in the work of service (Ephesians 4:12–13), and back one another up,
without criticism or competition. Only in our peaceful, mutual honoring do
we show forth the glory of God.
Adapted from Richard Rohr, Dancing Standing Still: Healing the World from a
Place of Prayer (Paulist Press: 2014), 84–86.
Reprinted with Permission of the Center for Action and Comtemplation.

Scot "Cowboy" Anderson

Housing for All!
For Colorado
Springs
It Is

$21.94

Per Hour
Colorado's
Minimum
Wage Is

$12.00

Per Hour

In Colorado Springs,
the Fair Market Rent
for a modest two-bedroom apartment is
$1,141. In order to afford this level of rent
and utilities - without
paying more than 30%
of income on housing
- a household must
earn $3,803 monthly
or $45,640 annually.
Assuming a 40-hour
work week, 52 weeks
per year, this level of
income translates into
an hourly Housing
Wage of $21.94.

How Much
Do You Make
Per Hour?
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Look For The Helpers - There Are Always Helpers
Catholic Charities Services
14 W. Bijou St.

Marian House Soup Kitchen

Open Every Day 10:30 a.m. - 1:00 p.m.
(No take outs. Must eat in the dining area.)

Mail Monday - Friday (9:00 - 10:15) West side of courtyard

All Services

***By Appointment Only***

The
PERK
DOWNTOWN

The
PERK
DOWNTOWN

Client Services
(Mon - Fri 9:00 - 2:00) Main Lobby
Birth Certificates, IDs				
Bus Passes						
Financial Assistance				
Housing and VI-SPDAT				
Utility Assistance					

866-6535
866-6282
866-6282/6435
866-6282
866-6283

Enter on east side of building at end of sidewalk, ring doorbell

Medical Services
Main Lobby
SET Clinic Schedule (Fri 10:30 - 1:00) 		
Walk In and Appointment
Nurse: (Tues, Wed, and Fri 9:30 - 2:00) 		
Limited Walk In
Doctor: (Tues and Wed 11:00 - 1:00)			

866-6283
866-6432
866-6283

Enter on east side of building at end of sidewalk, ring doorbell

Hanifen Employment Center
(Mon - Fri 9:00 - 2:00)
Employment, Job Searches, Resumes
To schedule an appointment			
Ring doorbell at left of entry door

866-6283/6285

Open Daily 7 a.m. - 7 p.m.
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Sacred
Heart
Catholic
Church

