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Four Years AgoFour Years Ago - We Remember! - We Remember!

Four years ago, on March 4, 2017, Crystal Tippens, AKA, Raven Canon, the founder of this paper, 
was found dead. During the days leading up to March 4, Raven reached out to her closest friends 

fearing for her safety. For many people in our community, her death remains a mystery. 

Crystal Tippens, AKA, Crystal Tippens, AKA, Raven CanonRaven Canon
Learn more about Raven, her heroic life, and her tragic Learn more about Raven, her heroic life, and her tragic death.death.
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This is the fourth anniversary of Raven's passing, and this has been the 
most diffi  cult issue we have ever published. It was originally scheduled for 
publicati on in March 2020, but the pandemic had other ideas. 

We would like to express our heartf elt thanks to all of the contributors who 
love and miss Raven so much. Four years is not long enough to come to 
terms with her loss because she meant so much to so many. We would also 
like to apologize for waiti ng a year to publish this issue. For many reasons, 
we believe it was the right thing do.

The front cover of this issue might shock some of our readers, and we 
thought long and hard before deciding to use these images. But, here 
too, we think it was the right thing to do. Violence is not uncommon on 
the streets of any city, but it is dramati cally worse among those who are 
experiencing homelessness. And, it can be especially perilous for women. 
Raven's batt ered face on the left  stands in stark contrast with the beauti ful 
and sensiti ve image that appears next to it. We think those two images 
make a powerful statement about Raven, about who she was, and about 
the courageous life she lived. But, more broadly, we wanted to underscore 
the perilous nature of life on the streets for anyone.

As you will discover by reading some of the arti cles in this issue, questi ons 
linger about the nature of Raven's death. Was the drug cocktail that caused 
her death self-infl icted or was it forced upon her? The offi  cial investi gati on 
seems to have concluded it was self-infl icted. People who were closest to 
Raven contend otherwise. We invite you to take a look at the police report, 
the autopsy, the arti cles in this issue writt en by her friends and draw your 
own conclusions.  You can reach us by email: contact@thespringsecho.com

A few words for those who wonder about the future of Raven's Dream, 
The Springs Echo. Living mostly from hand to mouth, we are doing our 
best to keep her dream alive. Our caring, dedicated team is determined to 
carve out a unique niche in this community. We strive to provide a voice 
for the voiceless, to help our neighbors make a few dollars, to educate the 
community about issues related to homelessness and housing insecuriti es, 
and to advocate for reasonable soluti ons. With the conti nued support of 
friends, we will soldier on! Please help us if you can; pray for us if you can't. 
We appreciate and love you all!

Please Donate Here:  www.thespringsecho.com

In order to ride the bus, people must feel safe getti  ng to the bus whether 
bus riders walk or ride their bike to the bus stop. Unfortunately, Colorado 
Springs experienced a record number of fataliti es of both pedestrians and 
bicycles struck by motorists. 

Will Colorado Springs begin to protect pedestrians and bicyclists?  Will the 
police release data on motorists cited for failure to yield to pedestrians?  I 
have been hit twice on my bicycle and our daughter was hit in a crosswalk 
walking home from school. Motorists were not cited in any of these 
accidents. Recently, I began driving again aft er not doing so for over 
ten years. Focusing on other motorists is easy to do while overlooking 
pedestrians and cyclists. 

To raise awareness, you are invited and encouraged to join Criti cal Mass at 
the intersecti on of Union Blvd and Consti tuti on Ave from fi ve to six on Friday 
evenings. Our goal is to create a Criti cal Mass of pedestrians and bicyclists 
that cannot be ignored by walking the crosswalks in bright, fl uorescent 
clothes and/or lights that demand att enti on from motorists. Yes, by law, 
bicyclists are required to walk their bicycles in a crosswalk. 

This idea of Criti cal Mass was developed in San Francisco aft er the death of 
a cyclist.  

Thank You,
Tom 

From the Echo TeamFrom the Echo Team

Please join us and stand up for the safety 
of all travelers on foot and on bicycles.  

Bus Beat
by Anonymous Ann



RavenRaven -  - by Judy by Judy 
I stopped to say hi to a friend and his dog, and he introduced me to Raven. 
We talked for a little while before they got into an argument which I found 
out later happens all the time. I was told I can't be friends with her and him, 
so I had to pick one. I told them both we are not in 3rd grade anymore, so I 
started to walk away. Raven followed me, and when we got near a 7/11 she 
asked if I could get her a drink. So I got us both a drink and something to eat, 
and we sat and talked for a little  while.

A couple of days later I went to Seeds Community Cafe where I volunteered 
and Raven showed up. We slowly became friends. If one of us had money, 
we would buy each other coffee and tea at Starbucks. We would hang out 
together at a park and just talk about everything. I tried to get her to eat 
healthy food at Seeds. She would order a pizza, and I would take her a salad 
which she would not eat. But, she always took a cookie to eat on the way out.

Then one day she told me about starting a street paper like they had in other 
states for homeless people to sell and help them along the way. I went to the 
library and looked up the street papers. When I saw her again, I told her I 
thought this was a good idea. I also told her I would write stories and sell the 
paper once she got it up and running, but that was all I could do.

So we talked about the progress of the paper; then she finally got it up and 
running. I made good money selling the paper. Then one Friday when I was at 

Seeds she gave me a Vendor Agreement and told me it was a legal document. 
So I signed my full name and the craziness began. I put some good music on 
and Seeds was full that day. Everyone who came in was told the story and 
they bought papers from me. Raven joked that I sold the paper to buy her 
coffee and me tea at Starbucks.

On the last Friday of Raven's life, I got a text from her at 4 a.m. asking  me to 
meet her. She needed coffee, so we met at Starbucks. We got our drinks and 
she was quiet. Later we both went to Seeds, and she just met vendors all day. 
Then when she got up to leave she said, "see you on Monday so we can talk." 
We hugged, and she got her cookie and left.

My phone kept ringing that Saturday. Then I got a text telling me to answer 
my phone. So I answered it, and I was told Raven died. I just sat there not 
knowing what to do because I was on my way to the Concrete Couch. On 
Saturdays I cooked for Food Not Bombs. Then I realized I had to tell Ruthie. 
So we went inside, and I told her. We both were sitting, then crying, and our 
phones were ringing. We started to answer our phones, and the first person I 
called was my friend who was with Raven the first time I met her.

I didn’t know Raven long, and I can’t believe it will be four years this March 
that we lost her. If you see a vendor out selling papers, please buy one and 
help us keep this paper going.
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RavenRaven -  - by Drewby Drew
Four years ago, I lost a friend. I lost a friend whose positive outlook on the 
world seemed perplexing to me. Crystal Tippens -- better known as Raven 
Canon -- entered the lives of my wife and I during a time when we had fallen 
on hard times and had almost became homeless ourselves. We had recently 
lost our apartment due to me spending more than a month in the hospital 
because my blood wouldn’t clot. Thank God that we had family that offered 
to let us stay with them. Because of this, we decided to start looking for ways 
to help the homeless. My wife and I had bought lunch for a few homeless 
people here and there. We got to see how grateful they were as they sat at 
the same table as us and we’re engaged in open conversation. This got us 
involved in a group called The CCA (Coalition for Compassion and Action) 
whose head honcho at the time, Trygve “Trig” Bundgaard had known Raven. 
Working alongside him, we got to know her. 

Raven was a strong-willed individual that would not let her homeless situation 
deter her from her dreams. She dreamed of creating a “street paper” as 
she would call it, that would give those suffering through homelessness in 
Colorado Springs a voice since she was seeing how maligned they were in 
the local media. She hoped that with it, she could provide others on the 
street with jobs that would allow them to attain self-worth again and allow 
for money from the paper to sustain herself and others as a way of “pulling 
themselves up by their bootstraps”. Planning like this I’d heard before from 
many others who we’d come across while working homeless outreach, so 
I didn’t really think she’d stick to it. Raven, on the other hand, proved me 
wrong. 

Raven had used her time by contacting others who had done just what she was 
planning and following in their footsteps. She contacted people who set up 
other street papers and began to use her personality as a resource to connect 
with individuals that she’d met in the Springs that were understanding of 
what the homeless go through and wanted to help. 

She reached out to restaurant owners, pastors, activists, independent 
journalists and a cameraman from a local news station. She put together a 
small staff of people suffering homelessness themselves who would deliver 
her paper with her as the Editor in Chief. She did this all while living in different 
locations, none of which she could call home.

She started writing in her tent on a smartphone, protected by a small puppy 
that she'd taken under her wing because it was homeless too. I'll never forget 
one of her earliest articles that described the sounds she could hear so vividly.
It brought tears to my eyes. I remember my wife and I providing her with an 
electric space heater that she would use to keep warm while she was staying 
in someone's shed for the winter. She was there because some of those on 
the street didn't want her to share their stories and was therefore facing 
threats from the negativity that was swallowing up her community. 

She was happy that we had picked out a red space heater since she said 
that she'd loved the color and I think her puppy was happy to have the heat 
too. During her time there, her keyboard on her phone stopped working and 
she was forced to use a speech-to-text app and make corrections where she 
needed to keep on writing. 

Here she showed us an interview that she had conducted over the internet 
with the Dalai Lama which would be in next printed issue of the fledgling 
Springs Echo and how her dog "Neni" was going to be the mascot. 

Soon, she would have someone watch her dog because she couldn't keep it 
on the property she was staying on and it passed away due to them not taking 
proper care of it. Poor Neni. Soon after, she would have a misunderstanding 
with the owner of the property who -- from what I remember --accused her 
of doing something that she didn't do. 
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RavenRaven -  - by Drew by Drew (Conti nued)(Conti nued) 
Aft er being told to leave the shed in the dead of winter, she went to stay at 
"His Urban Presence - House of Misfi ts" ran by Edwin "Pastor Fed-Ex" Aldrich 
and his wife Karen since she felt safer there. During this ti me, a neighbor 
establishment even gave her a room in their back area to use as an offi  ce. It 
was Christmas before we knew it, and I had no idea what to get her besides 
the stupid beauty products that are packaged in bulk. Aft er giving her the 
gift , I'd felt horrible to see that she needed a Bluetooth keyboard even more 
since everything she had been working on was with an even worse operati ng 
keyboard and text-to-speech apps that cause frustrati on. 

I remember her speaking about wanti ng to earn a Pulitzer nominati on if her 
paper gets large enough. She conti nued to contact other citi es and states 
and insti tuti ons making connecti ons to kindred spirits across the world to 
even Glasgow who were going to pay for her trip there to be part of an 
internati onal "street paper" organizati on. Soon enough, she was staying with 
a few friends in their apartment on the city's south end. Her paper was taking 
off  and her small business venture was beginning to grow. Then one night, 
she supposedly had gott en into an argument with one of her friends in the 
apartment and decided to stay the night on the grounds of the Myron Stratt on 
Home. This is sadly the last ti me anyone would have seen her alive. She was 
found with drug paraphernalia in her possession that, during the whole ti me 
I'd known her, she was vehemently against. I believe she was found by those

people she was trying to steer clear of due to the threats she had 
received. I believe that she was injected with something that stopped 
her heart and could be writt en off  as an overdose. 

My fondest memories of her are of her introducing my wife and I to 
others and saying to them that we were people whom you could trust. 
She was so happy to have the CCA take up the logo of a raven and be 
asked to be their mascot and vocal spokesperson; aft er her death they 
would change their name due to the CCA also being the Correcti ons Corp 
of America who keep the jails stocked with wrongly accused individuals. 
They would be renamed Blackbird Outreach as another homage to our 
friend Raven. She was beaming to be taken seriously by so many in the 
city, even by the Mayor. She didn't deserve what happened to her, and 
it breaks my heart just thinking about how her killer or killers got away 
with it. 

From literally nothing, she found the inspirati on and strength to change 
her situati on and was poised to change other’s situati ons too. I'm so 
glad I got to tell her how wrong I was originally about "The Echo" and 
how much she was an inspirati on to me personally before she passed. 
She had decided on the "Springs Echo" due to Denver having the street 
paper the "Denver Voice." I thought that was prett y interesti ng and also 
ingenious. Before my hospital stay, I didn't understand the plight of the 
homeless. Aft er meeti ng and getti  ng to know Raven on a personal level,
I understand much bett er and can sympathize with the ways in which 
someone can become homeless virtually overnight. 

I'm glad Raven's memory lives on in The Echo and wish to see it reach 
the heights that one day she had hoped it would. 
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 Raven Raven -  - by Steveby Steve 
Raven Canon was in a panic. The week had been fi lled with agony and ecstasy, 
and panic came in waves punctuated by high hopes and joy. We had gone to 
press with the second editi on of the Springs Echo and Raven had convinced 
fi ve new vendors to stop panhandling and sell the paper.

Then her phone service got shut off . As we fi gured out how to pay the bill with 
the Echo debit card, she tangled tantalizing news that she had spoken with 
City Councilman Bill Murray about Mayor John Suthers’ latest moves to clear 
downtown of homeless people.

The next day, a Thursday - March 2, 2017 – panic was back with an early-morn-
ing text: “Are you available to meet with me as soon as possible? I’m in crisis 
mode.” I called her as soon as I arrived at the Pikes Peak Justi ce and Peace 
Commission's offi  ce at Grace & St. Stephen's Episcopal Church. 

What was the latest crisis - vendors fl aking out? A blunder we missed while 
editi ng and proofi ng the new editi on? A police crackdown?

She spit her words out as fast as I could listen. She feared for her life. Something 
about a local drug dealer – “Marco” - out to get her. She said he had been 
bringing drugs into the Last Sanctuary, a homeless tent city that sprung up 
next to the Springs Rescue Mission the previous fall.

Raven had taken me on a tour of the Last Sanctuary, where she and her dog 
lived in a tent unti l the city ordered the parking lot cleared. She was determined 
to prove that homeless people could govern themselves and manage a camp 
with order and respect. Drug dealers coming in only undermined that eff ort. 
Raven said she had fi ngered Marco to the police and somehow that news 
fi nally got back to him.

Before the phone call ended, Raven begged me to keep the Springs Echo 
going if anything happened to her. I promised and tried to calm her down.  
We would talk again soon, I said. 

The next morning – Friday, March 3 – I texted her bright and early: “How did 
last night go?” She responded with a cheery: “A lady never kisses and tells!”

The next day, Saturday, March 4, Raven’s body was found in a pavilion not 
far from the Myron Stratt on complex on South Nevada. It was a place where 
she would someti mes store food and belongings, off  the beaten path. I was 
shocked and puzzled – as far as I knew, she was staying in the Southgate 
apartment of Cayla Norris, a friend who got arrested as one of the Sit-Lie Four 
to purposely disobey the city’s draconian loitering ordinance.

Early news reports said the cause of death was unknown, but the coroner’s 
offi  ce stated it was probably not weather related. The Gazett e quoted Cayla 
saying Raven was stressed Friday night and asked if a male companion could 
stay at the apartment. When Cayla expressed discomfort about a stranger in 
the house, Raven decided to head out for that fi nal night.

We have all praised Raven for her vision and courage – such a ti ny litt le thing 
taking on big bureaucracies and politi cians – and laughed about her taste for 
the dramati c. But I am sti ll haunted by the possibility that she was murdered 
in the line of duty. 

Colorado Springs Homicide Detecti ve Jerry Schiff elbein has assured us there 
was no foul play and her death is now described as “accidental drug overdose.” 
Apparently there was a needle in her arm that chilly March morning. But 
questi ons linger. 

First, Raven was not a drug addict. Her problem 
was alcohol and she had a year of sobriety under 
her belt. Why would she suddenly run out into the 
night and shoot up? 

Who was the male companion she wanted to 
bring to the apartment that night – did he end up 
accompanying her and was he ever interviewed by 
police? 

Was there evidence of foul play that police ignored 
because Raven was considered just another 
homeless druggie? 

Who is “Marco” and have police had contact with 
him?

Finally – the most daunti ng questi on: Are we ready 
to die for our cause? It’s extremely important to 
live for peace, justi ce and sustainability. Live the 
dream every day, even though our most powerful 
dreamers have oft en paid the ulti mate price.

We miss you, Raven – sti ll!
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Sometimes there is no making sense of loss.  

I feel it deeply in my heart tonight. 

I received a phone call this evening alerting me to a death in our community.  

As I rushed to the scene only to find I could be of absolutely no help, I began 
to wonder how we as a society got here. Two people have lost their lives in 
our community over the last eleven days.  At least three more are behind bars 
tonight as a direct result of their having been in the vicinity of the deaths.  
One is charged with murder and two more were arrested for outstanding 
warrants when they were only the witnesses in the death of another.  

From veterans dying on the streets of cancer to children who are hungry 
without enough to eat, I never thought I would see these things in our land.  

America the Beautiful?  HA!  People leaving their precious belongings behind 
because they had too much to carry as they are frightened away by the cops, 
and now it's called trash.  

Home of the free?  Where am I free?  I can not even wrap my brain around 
all that has happened in the last few months. I fear the worst is yet to come 
if we don't help the vulnerable now.  As I watch tears fall from even the most 
seasoned homeless person, I realize that it's bravado that keeps them alive 
most of the time.  They frighten you because they are themselves frightened.

All any of us really want is a place we belong, a place we can call home. What 
do we have when we have no home?  Often we feel we are not worthy of 
love, of hope, of, well, anything good at all.  We have all made mistakes and 
been like the prodigal child who longs for forgiveness and love.  Many of us 
feel, however, that we have gone too far over the side of evil and we can 
never return.  

I am living proof that we can come back from the brink of death.  We can 
return our souls to the realm of the living.  I didn't do it alone.  I couldn't have 
because I hated myself too much.  I had to have people love me until I could 
learn to take a step on my own.  I fell down often, and I still do.  I get back up 
now instead of laying down and waiting to die.  The only reason I have the 
strength to get back up is because people took the time to care.  They gave of 
their time, love, money, resources, and many other things to help me learn 
not only to stand, but to fly.  

I urge you all to take a lesson from people like those in the Coalition for Com-
passion and Action, Pikes Peak Justice and Peace Commission, NAACP, ACLU, 
Seeds Community Cafe, Catholic Charities, Ecumenical Social Ministries, His 
Urban Presence, Concrete Couch, and the many other wonderful examples 
of how to treat people right.  To those who helped me stand when I had no 
strength, who saw my beauty when I was covered in dirt, who heard my voice 
when it was only a whisper, I say thank you.  You have my humble gratitude. 

May I be allowed the honor of passing it on.

RavenRaven -  - by Raven by Raven (1976 - 2017)(1976 - 2017)



Look For The Helpers - There Are Always HelpersLook For The Helpers - There Are Always Helpers
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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***

Client Services
(Mon - Fri 9:00 - 2:00) Main Lobby

Birth Certificates, IDs    866-6535
Bus Passes      866-6282
Financial Assistance    866-6282/6435
Housing and VI-SPDAT    866-6282
Utility Assistance     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)   866-6283
 Walk In and Appointment
Nurse: (Tues, Wed, and Fri 9:30 - 2:00)   866-6432 
 Limited Walk In
Doctor: (Tues and Wed 11:00 - 1:00)   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    866-6283

 Ring doorbell at left of entry door

Catholic Charities Services
14 W. Bijou St.

Open Daily 7 a.m. - 7 p.m.

Sacred Sacred 
HeartHeart

CatholicCatholic
ChurchChurch


