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ABOUT
Megaphone is a magazine sold 
on the streets of Vancouver 
by homeless and low-income 
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for Voices of the Street and sell 
it for $5. All money from the 
transaction goes into the pocket 
of the vendor.
 
Vendors buy the magazine for 
75¢ an issue and sell the paper 
to customers for $2.

OUR MISSION
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Vancouver is a peculiar place. With all of us spending so many months under 
dark grey skies, steeling ourselves against the rain, we tend to avoid each 
other. In spite of its sometimes-maddening smallness, it’s easy to lose track 
of each other in this city. And it’s easy to feel alone, even on crowded streets.

Many of us are accustomed to the lonely quiet of a society that doesn’t 
pay us much attention. So sharing our life experiences in writing—even, 
and especially, our struggles and our pain—can feel like something of a 
revolutionary act.

In acknowledgement of the value that convening space for writing and 
reflection can have in all of our lives, Megaphone’s writing workshop 
facilitators work with people each week to draw out their experiences as 
individuals and, in so doing, bring them together in community. The result is 
an enduring warmth, generosity, humour, and strength that we see every day 
in the people who comprise Megaphone’s growing community of writers, 
vendors, and friends.

This year, 2014, marks the fourth year we’ve published Voices of the Street, 
Megaphone’s literary issue. This edition is divided into four sections named 
for lines from a piece of poetry appearing in each chapter. We’re tremendously 
proud of both the publication and what it represents: it’s a celebration of 
individuals working to build a more compassionate city.

We thank the writers published in this issue for their passionate, courageous 
contributions. We’d also like to thank Megaphone’s vendors who hit the 
streets every day, sharing the work of the writers who fill the pages of the 
magazine and this literary issue. And many thanks to the Hope in Shadows 
photographers, whose powerful pictures are published alongside the 
writing—they are poetry unto themselves. 

Our deepest thanks to our writing workshop facilitators, who give so 
generously of themselves at Megaphone’s weekly writing workshops, 
providing inspiration and encouragement to our diverse community of 
writing workshop participants. And also to the Megaphone staff and 
volunteers, who connect and contribute—your love is felt far and wide. 

Special thanks to all our sponsors. Without them, our writing workshops and 
this issue would not be possible. Organizations and institutions like these 
can build better cities. 

While it’s a courageous act to share our selves in writing, it’s radical, too, to 
stop and listen. So thank you, the reader, for opening your heart to the Voices 
of the Street.

Jackie Wong, editor
Sean Condon, executive director
Megaphone

there's Humanity Here
Chris Alaggia
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HEarT
BONES Home is Where My Heart Is

By Jewel Chapman

I like to walk down Hastings Street and see familiar faces
From Heatley Street to Abbott Street and all my special places
The Downtown Eastside community is very special to me
For people lying elsewhere they don’t get what I see
Volunteering when I can, I love to help my peers
Sometimes doing harm reduction or drying someone’s tears
Even though we’ve come so far we still have a ways to go
To show we’re all good people

Not garbage that you throw!

Jewel participates in Megaphone’s community 
writing workshop. “A lot of my poems, I try to 
put into music,” she says. Jewel has a piano at 
home and has been playing piano and writing 
since she was 11 years old. Of blending her 
poetry with piano, she says, “it’s therapeutic 
if not creative at the same time.” Jewel lives 
at Woodward’s and is among a dozen or so 
residents who are also former participants in 
the Woodsquat protests, “kind of iconic,” she 
says. She is active in the Downtown Eastside 
community, working to support social housing 
and harm reduction. Jewel is on the board 
of the Downtown Eastside Neighbourhood 
Council and helps coordinate the Sunday flea 
market at Pigeon Park.
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Is Anybody There?
By Ghia Aweida

I stand and knock
I knock until my knuckles bleed
I knock until my knuckles hurt
But no one answers
I assume there is no one there.

I shout, “Hello, is anybody there?”
I shout at the top of my lungs
I shout until my voice is gone
I shout until my chest hurts
I hear no answer

I assume that there is no one there
I get frustrated with the knock
I get frustrated with the yelling
I think I am being ignored
I start thinking about turning back.

I give up on the knocking
I give up on the yelling
I try to pry the door open
I enter the dark room
I take care as to where I step
Lest I tremble over anyone

I look around the dark room
I feel breaths around me
I reach for the light switch
I turn on the light
I see the faces staring at me.

Everyone jumps at me in surprise
They bring the food and cake
They gather around me and think
They honour me with a party
Yes, everyone was there
To plan a surprise just for me.

Ghia is part of the Intrepid Pens writing group.

Heart Bones
By Peter Bracking

Don't even try
To re-swallow your heart
Let it pound

Is the stilling 
Of a rib rattling 
Heart safe

The bones click loosely
The bones that form the 
hand
That curls hastily around 
your heart

In the Spaces
By Peter Bracking

In the spaces deep inside
The body spaces
Hidden between the bone 
and
The sinew where pain
Must be dug out
In those spaces safe
Almost inaccessible resides 
insanity
Free to root
With tendrils to insinuate, 
poisoning
From tip to toe
Or free
To emphatically explode
Annihilating every universe

Peter participates in Megaphone’s creative writing workshop 
at the Gathering Place. In addition to Megaphone, he has 
been published in Maisonneuve, Up the Staircase Quarterly, 
FeatherTale.com, Ascent/Aspirations, and street cake. As 
of March 2014, his forthcoming work will be published 
in Existere and the FeatherTale Review. He is the aristic 
director of Utter Stories, UtterStories.wordpress.com. 
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The Sweater
By Peter Kryszkiewicz

I hate tofu. I sneeze if there’s the slightest whiff of 
patchouli oil in the air around me.
I used to kill big animals up in the Yukon, gutted 
them with gusto, then ate them rare, with a little salt 
and pepper or maybe some barbecue sauce.
 
So you must have gathered my now that “warm and 
fuzzy” are not sentiments or physical attributes I 
admire. Redneck—that’s me.
 
New Age? Give me a gun!...ah, well, no. 

I better not 
go there.
 
But nobody’s all perfect. My girlfriend had the nerve  
to challenge my cold front and dislike for overt emotional displays 
by knitting me a wool sweater. It made me sweat, thinking 
of the love that went into it. 
And I have to admit, it’s warm, maybe lovely. 
 
But it stinks too, by now. I’ve worn it so many times on  
bushwacking trips without washing, it stands 
up and runs away whenever it meets someone from 
Kitsilano.

And, well, I’ve just recently been forced to wash it  
‘cause the person from Kitsilano offered me a job. So 
it’s...ah, well, it’s kind of fuzzy now. I put it on
again last week after an accidental fall into a snowmelt 
creek up in the mountains and, well...it was so 
warm and—you know—furballed, all linted up,
comfortably frazzled...

In short, warm and fuzzy, that it’s my favourite thing 
to curl up with these days—the girlfriend being 
long gone ‘cause I was allergic to her cat.

Peter participates in Megaphone’s community writing workshop. 

Being Here 
Chris Alaggia
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Bloom Where You're Planted

lorraine holubowich

Love is Like Chocolate Milk 
By Don Gentry

Love is Like Chocolate Milk
Served up cool and creamy on a hot summer's eve
Flowing like a long gown, curves abounding
Or dispensed hot and steamy on a frigid winter morn
Curls of steam dissipating into the air

Love is Like Chocolate Milk
You think, if partaken of carefully and sparingly,
It'll last forever
But then you open the refrigerator door
And your once-full vessel is almost empty

Love is Like Chocolate Milk
It can be found in the most unlikely of places
I've found it down the farthest back aisle of the corner grocery 

In coffee shops at the late-night side of morning
Even at the snack counter of an X-rated movie theatre
(Chocolate milk that is...love is usually harder to find than that)

Don participates in Megaphone's community writing workshop.
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You Are Like the Wind
By Blaine

1.
You rustle through my thoughts
like the leaves on a tree
blowing through my hair
caressing me
I reach out to touch you
but I cannot
and, like the wind,
you are gone.

2.
You are like the wind
like a phantom
I see you dancing
in the tall grass
in the meadow
tantalizing me,
caressing me
I long to hold you,
but I cannot
because, like the wind
you are gone.

3.
Like a tall ship
on the ocean
You fill my sails
taking me
to faraway places
Like an eagle
you take me
to the highest heights
you lift me
I want to embrace you
but I cannot
because, like the wind
you are gone.

Freedom

deanna dunaszegi

4.
You are like the wind
You crawl through
My open sweater
I can feel you
Creeping up my back
Sending chills
Up and down
My spine
I shiver with anticipation
Awaiting your touch
But when I reach out
Just as the wind
You are gone.

5.
You are like the wind
cooling me, refreshing me
exciting my senses.
Whilst bending the branches
on the trees
You put your spell on me
I want you, I need you
but it cannot be
because, like the wind,
you are gone.

6.
You are like the wind
I feel you caressing me
fanning my passion.
But yet again,
when I reach out for you
you manage to evade my grasp
slipping through my fingers
and just like the wind
you are gone.

Blaine grew up in North Vancouver and 
was living at the North Shore Lookout 
Shelter when he started participating in 
a Megaphone creative writing workshop 
held there. He is an avid lover of the arts: 
he’s been playing the guitar since he was 
a child, he is a practicing visual artist and 
photographer, and, in addition to writing, he 
is part of the North Vancouver Arts Council. 
He enjoys the great outdoors and has taken 
many solo expeditions on snowshoes. He has 
three grandchildren. 
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Remembering Trev
By Ron McGrath

In memory of Travers Roy Wimble, 
1928-2012

Many saw him in the Student Union 
Building at the University of British 
Columbia. Many didn’t know him. 
Many wished they had stopped to 
talk to him, but feared intruding or 
offending him. Some say he looked 
like Abe Lincoln with his long beard. 
Some say he was a father figure. 

For six years, Travers Wimble, or 
“Trev,” as he was known by friends, 
sat in his chair at UBC while 
everyone hustled and buzzed around 
him. Lining up for Starbucks and 
rushing back to class, they noticed 
the old man sitting there. That is 
how many remember him. 

Trev was a kind man who didn’t 
bother anyone or ask for anything. 
He was a homeless man who lost 
his wife and daughter in a traffic 
accident. He didn’t like people 
asking personal questions. Nobody 
knew where he slept at night, but he 
could be seen every morning having 
coffee at McDonald’s or walking 
along University Boulevard towards 
campus. 

I knew Trev for about two years. I 
never thought he was 83. He was 
in pretty good health, and I know 
he liked it on campus and that he 
was a sensitive person. I guess we 
were alike—both sensitive and both 
homeless. 

travers Wimble
Geoff lister / The Ubyssey

But Trev also had the greatest home 
of all. It’s beautiful at UBC and he 
was treated like family there. He had 
everything he wanted there and very 
seldom ventured away from the area. 

I am grateful for having known Trev 
and I am grateful for the staff and 
university students that accepted 
him in their community. 

It’s been just over two years since he 
passed away. I want to pay homage 
to a man I bonded with for two years. 
Two men who became homeless, 
and accepted life on life’s terms. For 
living in the moment becomes all 
that matters. 

I often see people sitting in Trev’s 
chair after his passing. I think that’s 
Trev’s chair. To me, I remember that 
chair when I passed through the 
Student Union Building area, the 
first thing I used to do was check 
and see if Trev’s there in his chair.

We formed a bond together in this 
world that I am sure will continue 
into the next. 

His secrets are sacred to me.

Ron sells Megaphone at Macdonald 
and 16th outside Choices Market.
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Remembering My Favourite Toy
By Ceejai

Thinking of my cute little pink and white bunny—
I was so young.
Moving from foster home to foster home,
Hugging my bunny.
Crying big crocodile tears
Running down my chubby cheeks.
My hair in braids, sitting on the stairs,
Grabbing my stuffed bunny.

Playing outside, wishing for my mommy,
And not knowing where she was.
The only thing that could comfort me,
Was my dirty little bunny.

Driving in the car, with another social worker,
Leaving again, knowing that I am not wanted,
I punch my rabbit.

Throw it to the ground, only to say
Sorry. I love you my friend,
My cute little bunny.

Running in the hallway, 
Towards my sisters and brother with my mommy,
I drop my bunny.
Jump in the arms of my mommy,
With no bunny needed.

Travelling in the Greyhound bus,
Dark and on the road again.
Sad and lonely, knowing
I'm burying my daddy.
Squishing my little bunny 
In my arms.

Ceejai wrote this while participating in 
Megaphone’s creative writing workshop at Onsite.

WE
WErE
ChIldREN
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Superpower
By bg

Oh, I was a superpower
Riding the waves of creeks
By railways, we pirates secretly 
Lived by pretending we were children
Of families that didn’t exist
Rafts made of found wood
Sails and masts tied to perfection
As we fought each other
For lands and treasures
We both claimed 
Swords so deadly they’d break 
Their mighty blades of the pirates
Scrawny, child-like
Ribs, boots soaked clothes muddied
My captain hooked, pimped off to either
Side, tomboyed girl screaming, 
ambushing
Until the growling stomachs forced us to 
Flee to our pretend mothers, who
In dismay, laughed and fed these 
Sea worn kids. Oh to know the
Random sweet wet clothes and
Boots not condemned but encouraged
Innocent imaginations still swirl
In those giant waves of childhood
Memories.

bg participates in Megaphone’s creative 
writing workshop at the Rainier Hotel.

cha-cha's House
liz Knudsen
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By Stephen Scott

I remember the day clearly. I was four 
years old. My family was having a 
barbecue in the backyard, and I was out 
front with the other kids, where my family 
had a pool in front of the house. Two little 
girls were playing tag nearby and running 
around. I was sitting by the pool, got 
pushed over, and fell in. 

Since all the adults were hanging out 
around back, I was left alone in the bottom 
of the pool. Luckily, my uncle had returned 
to the front yard because he’d forgotten his 
sandal by the pool. He saw me in the water, 
jumped in, and pulled me out. 

I was unconscious. He tried to revive me, 
but no luck. The paramedics arrived and 
I was all blue. They used electric shocks 
on my chest and, lucky me, I came back to 
life. That day, my uncle saved my life. Also 
during that time, I saw an angel put me 
back to life from the sky. Since that time, 
my family called me the Blue Angel. 
 
My uncle and I have always had a special 
bond. I will never forget when he gave 
me a stuffed toy monkey. I slept with 
my monkey all the time. I brought my 
monkey on my first trip to Vancouver from 
Montreal by bus, a five day trip. I came 
out west because I had planned to do tree 
planting in Prince George.  

 
When I arrived in Vancouver, I stayed in 
a hotel, the Holiday Inn. The next day 
I traveled to a camp in Oliver and was 
getting ready to meet my boss. I was 
looking for my monkey and panicked when 
I couldn’t find him. It had meant so much 
to me to keep that monkey, a gift from my 
uncle who saved my life when I was four. I 
had carried it with me for 17 years.

I lost the monkey forever, but I gained a 
koala bear. A tree planting friend in Prince 
George gave the koala to me. Today, I still 
have it, and it’s a reminder of another 
person who saved my life: that tree-
planting friend saved me from a grizzly 
bear in Prince George, who was on a hill 
just 100 metres away from me.  
 
Stuffed animals like a monkey or koala 
bear might not mean much to some people. 
But to me, they remind me of the people 
who saved my life.

Stephen sells Megaphone at the corner of Davie and Thurlow Streets.

Reminders of People Who Saved My Life
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The Hard Times
By Justin Burggraeve

1.
Not a can o'food to be found in the pantry
using pouch tobacco and a pack of Zig-Zags

Yup
Money was tight in those days

Keep the thermostat at 20
Keep the gas bill down, you understand

Milk is for coffee and cereal and cooking
Not to be drank by the glass

Three shirts, three pairs of jeans, ten pairs of socks
Underwear the same
Laundry...cold water only...every ten days

Keep the water bill down, you understand

It's Sunday
Big meal day
Roast beef
Mom worked overtime

I can smell the gravy
Mom brings in Friday's mail
I can see the red card
The same red card as last month

The final notice...
Hydro company shutting us off again

Yup
Money was tight in those days

2.
I'm walking into the kitchen
An open beer—Lucky Lager, the cheapest 
to be found—sits at its home on the table
Mother is at her chair at the head

—Her usual worried face—
In front of her “figuring”
An act of redundancy
Jotting numbers down, paycheque minus 
bills.

Somehow, if she just “figures” enough
The end result will change
—It doesn't—

But today she is more worried
The last time...
Grandma was dead
This time—

“Well, we're all done”
“Who's all done?”
“Beta Brands, that's it! Factory closed. They 
told us today.”
(It's one week after Christmas) 

No more work
No pension
No holiday pay
No severance
No nothing. We're through.”

She holds the tears
But she can't hold the house
All is eventually lost

“At least it can't get worse for us,” I tell her

3.
I awaken
Sit up
Another dream of when life was good 
Has gotten me through another night
Cold damp night
On the bench

At least I didn't wake up to some pervert 
Trying to molest me tonight
I think to myself

I reach into my pocket
Dilaudid 8
Start the day
I'll sit at Insite
On the nod
Drink coffee with Coffee-Mate...no milk
Smelling roast beef and Lucky Lager

One shirt, one pair of jeans
One pair of socks
Underwear the same
Laundry...not sure when

I'd give it all for somewhere at 20 degrees 
Celsius

"I think it frost last night,"
The minty fresh-breath bastard
On the next bench slurs out

I pick up a couple of butts 
On the ground
On my way to 
The pharmacy

Thinking of the good times...
Pouch tobacco and Zig-Zags

Yup 
Money was tight in those days

Justin participates in 
Megaphone’s creative 
writing workshop at Onsite.
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By Disco

My two-year-old son Mathias was 
diagnosed with Medulloblastoma, a type 
of brain cancer, which affects the brain 
stem and central nervous system. We 
found out he was sick on November 4th. 
He had five surgeries in 10 days. He could 
hardly say a word after three weeks. He 
was given a feeding tube. He didn't eat 
through any other means other than that 
tube for six weeks.

The fact that he made it ‘til Christmas in 
itself was a miracle. 

The day before Christmas, we had a 
blizzard in Vancouver. My son’s hospital 
room had a huge window. I went outside 
and started throwing snowballs at his 
window and dove into the snow like a 
big goofy kid. He just laughed, thought 
I was nuts.

The next morning, my father made 
Christmas dinner turkey, mashed potatoes, 
Brussel sprouts, and pie. I have to say 
it wasn't the tastiest dinner I had ever 
had—cold lumpy mashed potatoes (yuck), 
undercooked turkey, not enough butter for 
the Brussel sprouts (eww). The pie was 
decent. But none of that mattered. It was 
the greatest Christmas dinner.  

 
Mathias sat his frail two-year-old body up 
in bed and ate! By himself. He laughed and 
the whole family got the best Christmas 
present ever. He was happy for the first 
time in months. He was in his bed dancing 
to “Life is a Highway” and singing along.  

That night he pulled out of his stupor. We 
enjoyed five great months with him.  

That Christmas dinner was the most 
memorable meal. It wasn't the best tasting, 
but it was the happiest, most special meal I 
will ever have.

Then and Now
By Teresa Ng

When I was in Christian elementary 
school, I was wrestling and having fun. 
Every boy I was wrestling with, I won! 
My health was really good when I was 
young. Sometimes I would go with my 
friends to the store and purchase dried 
prunes and ginger. Every day I walked a 
very long distance from home to school, 
and from school to home with a big heavy 
bag of books. 

My life was easy, fun, and successful 
before we came to Canada. In Hong 
Kong, I went to United Christ Elementary 
School. I earned the highest marks in 
the whole class in math; in every English 
dictation and homework; and every Bible 
dictation and homework. I got 100 per 
cent. In Grade 6 and 7, I was a teachers’ 
assistant. Math and English for me were 
easy and fun.

In Grade 6, I got a scholarship to further 
my education. I gave the money to my 
father. 

After arriving in Canada, I went to Eric 
Hamber Secondary School and took 
Grade 9 math in Grade 8. Also during 
those years, I was the fastest runner on 
the track and field team. I worked very 
hard at this and practiced running around 
Langara College. 

My parents said I was obedient, pure, and 
polite. They wanted me to be a Catholic 
nun, a Catholic sister. My dream was to 

Teresa sells Megaphone and 
Hope in Shadows at several 
locations. She sells at the 
corner of Granville and West 
Broadway; at the corner of 
Granville and 14th; in front of 
Woodward’s; and outside the 
IGA at Richards and Robson. 
She’s an active volunteer in 
her community. “I’m proud 
of my artwork,” she says. 
She enjoys drawing flowers, 
painting, and pottery.

become a policewoman. I tried to be as 
religious and spiritual as possible by going 
to church a lot when I was young. 

I got sick later in life. I've been on 
psychiatric pills since I was 18. Now, I am 
turning 50. The side effects of psychiatric 
pills make me unable to keep a job. I 
haven’t had a business that doesn’t result 
in me getting fired.

I am on welfare now and I was on welfare 
after I completed high school. I like 
selling the Hope in Shadows calendar 
and Megaphone magazine. It's like I'm 
hiring myself for my business, like I am 
owning a business. It's nice to be polite 
and smile and say “Hi” to people. And I 
don't get fired. 

It's like a community, to make friends and 
be friendly to people. 

Hope in Shadows vendors and Megaphone 
paper vendors are poor. The business 
helps people to help themselves. I am 
really happy that I can make enough 
money for myself to survive and make a 
living every two weeks.

Disco is a former participant 
of Megaphone’s creative 
writing workshop at Onsite. 
He now lives in the Fraser 
Valley and has been off 
drugs for over a year. 

Christmas Dinner at Children’s 
Hospital, a Memorable Meal
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Fishing on a Sunny Day
Benny Blanco

Fishing Day
By Peter Thompson

As I was walking along Lost Lagoon 
in Stanley Park, looking at the lagoon 
brought back memories. I sat on a bench, 
recalling memories of a lake called Blue 
Lake, which is about 3.5 miles north of 
my dad's place in Boston Bar.

It was lots of fun in both summer and 
winter. As kids, we used to go skating 
there, and build a nice fire to keep warm 
afterwards. We'd roast wieners and make 
hot chocolate. In the summer, we swam. 
There was a rope on a tree you could 
climb, swing way out, and let go. I used to 
like to swing out upside down so I could 
dive in head first. This was a favourite 
pastime for my family and friends.

As we got older, me and my brother 
would go ice fishing. On one of our 
expeditions, we packed a lunch and some 
coffee. Coffee over an open fire tastes 
great. We brought a hatchet to chop a 
hole in the ice, as the ice gets about a 
foot or more thick. On the lake we got 
some dried tree limbs, enough to make a 
fire and keep it going.

Later we started across the lake to look 
for a good spot to fish. We were halfway 
across when suddenly we heard this big 
creak, enough to send chills up your 
spine. The hair on my neck was standing 
up. I looked at my brother. His eyes were 
big and round. He was going to bolt for 
shore. I grabbed his shoulder and said, 

“Stand very still for a minute. We are 
going to walk very slowly to the shore.” 

We made no sudden movements in case 
there was a crack. Running would cause 
it to break even faster and nobody would 
find us until the spring thaw. Amazingly, 
the ice never broke. When we got to 
shore it was a sigh of relief. 

I asked my brother if he was okay and 
if he still wanted to fish. He said sure, 
so we went to the other end of the lake, 
chopped a couple of holes in the ice, 
baited our hooks and did some fishing.

For bait we used salted fish eggs, which 
is very good in the winter. After a few 
hours, we had some hot coffee and lunch 
and got warm and toasty.

It gets dark early in the winter so 
we had to break camp and head for 
home. We both got a good catch of fish. 
The journey home was long. We had 
snowshoes as the snow gets very deep. 
When we got home everyone enjoyed our 
rainbow trout.

That day was nice and sunny but it still 
had that bite of chill in the air. Looking 
at Lost Lagoon in Vancouver and its 
resemblance to Blue Lake, I cherish this 
memory of fishing day with my brother.

I remember us as kids. I carry him with 
me in my heart.

Peter is a proud and longtime Megaphone 
vendor who sells at Robson and Howe. He 
enjoys writing because it helps him express 
his feelings. It also enables him to connect 
with the people in his world in new ways.  
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I Wish I was There
By Frederick Miller

I dreamed of my old house where I grew 
up. It was late fall—all the leaves were 
turning orange and yellow. There was a 
light wind with dust devils swirling by, 
and I noticed a tumbleweed rolling down 
the road. As I walked up the sidewalk 
to the front door, I thought about how 
much grey hair I have now, and all the 
time that has slipped by. It’s been years 
since I’ve made this walk to the front 
door of my old home. As I approached 
the door, I wondered who all could be 
there. I knocked on the door a couple of 
times. “Is there anyone home?” 

After the third knock, someone finally 
answered the door. It was nobody I 
knew. I asked if my parents still lived 
here. They told me the prior owners had 
passed on, and it had been a year since. 

I grab the door to steady myself. I’m not 
prepared for this news. No one told me. 
I was right: nobody cares about me. I’m 
truly, finally alone. 

At that moment, I wish so much that 
I could go home. As I walk away, the 
wind picks up and blows the leaves that 
remain off my favourite tree. 

Frederick is a former participant in 
Megaphone’s creative writing workshop 
at Onsite.

Garden By the tracks
daniel Benson
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“ Everyone has a story to tell, and  
we all need to hear all kinds of stories. 
It’s what makes us human. Megaphone’s 
writing workshops help bring the quiet, 
necessary stories of some to the ears  
of others.”

   –    Yann Martel, author of Life of Pi

Megaphone runs writing workshops in 
treatment centres, social housing buildings 
and community centres across Vancouver. 

Help support Megaphone's mission to give 
people a voice by making a donation at 
MegaphoneMagazine.com.

Photo credit: Geoff Howe

DONATE
truly local
since 1990

choicesmarkets.com
/ChoicesMarkets @ChoicesMarkets



36 37

THE  
LoNG
WALk

Contemplation

Colin Beiers

Better 
By Bradley Gunn 

Early on was going well, 
Looked like life might  
Turn out well, 
It gets better.
 
Eighteen now, look at me. 
Sorry, son, you got the “C” 
Sure hope you get better, 
Took the drugs that 
Saved my life, 
Hurried up and took a wife.
 
Hurried, things were looking 
better. 
My kids they come 
I’m back on aim. 
Couldn’t get any better. 
Things can only get better. 

Thirties now, see though shit, 
I knew I could lose my shirt. 
Can’t believe I let her 
Take the drugs. 
They took my life.

Oh my god, I miss my wife. 
Never should have let her 
On the street! 
Are these my feet? 
Think I’ll write a letter 
To anyone who needs to know 
When you only have one way 
To go 

Things can only get better.
 
Bradley resides at the Lookout 
Shelter in North Vancouver. He 
wrote this while participating 
in a Megaphone writing 
workshop at the shelter.
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Free Trade

Mike McNeeley

Destination Detour
By Allison McArthur

Piss blood and tears in the alley for years. 
Where needles and spoons warm cold blood for 
daughters, sons, mothers, and fathers. A corridor 
of self-destruction where lives are revived today 
to overdose tomorrow. A welfare roulette where 
the house seldom wins; a sense of entitlement 
without self-discipline. Who take and demand 
from compassionate hands support through 
defeat as life on the street has needs to continue 
this spiral down. Where harm reduction debates 
the outreach to reach you and catch you when 
you fall again. Open doors for addictions where 
tough love never greets you. Supporting free will 
to live in despair, as the cost to you and for you 
weighs wearily and high. This plight challenging 
our faith and hope in humanity. A destination 
detour built to flag your flailing in. A venture 
through hell, not around, where reality will bite 
and gnaw to devour your pain. A gift to heal your 
life and live again.

Allison wrote this while in Megaphone’s 
Community Journalism 101 class in spring 
2013. She started writing as a therapeutic 
practice. “My poetic spin on painful thoughts 
helped minimize their lasting effect on me, 
hence allowing me to view and store these 
memories in a healthier and creative state,” 
she says. “I equate creative writing to having 
a conversation with my soul; it has helped to 
validate my feelings as well as strengthen my 
voice. As I listen to my inner voice, it helps 
me stay in touch with the essence of being.”
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Metaphor
By White Lightning

I am the cartridge pen
            that always leaks
 Blue ink, stained hands.
 
Every time my sheath is 
                        unveiled
 
My point divides itself—
Puncture wounds lance
My ink casing.
 
Smears abound
            as fluid runs
Down the front of a 
            Peter Pan collar
Maroon pleated skirt
            skewed bow tie
            on a pixie cut face
 
Profile of a black silhouette.

White Lightning participates 
in Megaphone’s creative 
writing workshop at the Drug 
Users Resource Centre.

Shoddy Slip-ups
Neil Benson

In spirit, I am more than willing
To take on the three Rs to manage
My addiction to crack rock cocaine,
Detoxify, let me tell you why
Discover uncover Recover.

The first R is followed by Relapse
Forgive yourself; stay in good grace
Reason being old habits die hard,
Tangled in sham, broke and in a jam,
The third R is Rehabilitate.

To have insight would be meaningless
If it is there without a function,
Insight is good for many reasons
The chief point being empirical
Trial and error is okay aay.

The fine arts field a soothing method
If it gets the desired results,
More power to your good intention
Saving lives of those wanting saving,
Extending the shortened life cycle.

Hope for the best, have faith in yourself,
There is no one else that will do it
A motif: easier than done.
Familiar to many a one,
To believe in each other have faith.

Faith is a form of moral support,
Cooperating, we can build a fort,
It is not costing me but I lose
A long life, and extended lifeline

In good time, we will heal, time will tell,
In good time, time will take us away.

Neil participates in Megaphone’s 
creative writing workshop at the 
Drug Users Resource Centre. He is 
active in the Downtown Eastside 
community and works to address 
issues related to environmental 
restoration, harm reduction, and 
cultural erosion. “We’ve been 
colonized, put into residential 
schools,” he says. “I was conceived 
in residential school. Just before that 
school year was out, I was born. I 
don’t know what happened, but I 
was abandoned in a log cabin. My 
grandparents found me.” Neil has 
studied arts and social sciences 
at the Institute of Indigenous 
Government. These days, he writes 
prolifically and can often be found 
spending time in the Hastings 
Folk Garden. The garden, he says, 

“brings me joy in the same way that 
writing does.”
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Signs You Might Be Poor
By Emma Sebastian

“Tailor-made” does not refer to your suit
You have ever taken back empties to print a resume
You take back empties
$400 is a lot of money
$50 is a lot of money
You purchase a single roll of toilet paper because it is all you can afford
Beans and pig ankles is your husband’s signature dish
You are sick of beans and pig ankles
You fix hems with double-sided tape or freeze clothing instead of taking it to a dry 
cleaner
You know what a “half-butt” is
You know what a “butt-smoke” is
You have ever stolen toilet paper from a public place
You have calculated the price to volume ratio of wine
Thrift stores make you happy
A street artist buys you coffee
You have ever considered “buttery noodles” a meal
You do not care if your clothing is dirty or has holes
You catch yourself eyeing up someone else’s empties
You buy dollar produce
You have eaten something incorporating wieners or tuna fish in the last 48 hours
You have to ask your mom to buy you ketchup
Your mom buys you groceries (or toilet paper)
You’ve hand washed your work shirt
You have not been to a dentist in two years
You cannot afford Advil
You have waited more than one hour in line for something free
You can’t afford therapy
Andre’s medium dry becomes an option

You drink Growers
Your husband’s anniversary gift is from the Salvation Army
You are wearing shoes purchased with a voucher from the Sally
You are wearing second-hand underpants
You avoid paying for transit because you cannot afford the privilege of being treated 
like cattle
A beggar rescinds his offer of a bus transfer because you need the quarters for the 
phone
You are willing to walk 20 minutes uphill to use the free internet at the library
You have touched blood, saliva, shit, or vomit for minimum wage
You ask to be on the guest list because you can’t pay cover (most important of all, you 
don’t give a fuck)

“Usable scraps” is in your repertoire
You search for a dime
The soap you like is a ‘luxury purchase’
The clerk at the liquor store covers when you are short
Your hands are ragged two weeks after working for $50
You have pawned something
You distrust the police but know some of them by name
You have to get your face punched in for someone to finally give you a bus ticket 

Therefore, I propose the citizens of Earth who do not work for themselves or someone 
they respect collectively choose a day off to do something free. We can call it Do 
Nothing Day. Just to make a point. Be well.

Emma participates in Megaphone's community writing workshop.
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100 Feet of Sidewalk on Hastings
By Johnny Jaworski

Elderly Asians shuffle on the sidewalk
Bartering for street sellers’ goods.
A stick-thin girl in a tight miniskirt
Purchases rock from a dealer and winks at a passerby
Can I pray for you? asks a man in a shiny suit
Leaning down and peering at a heroin addict
Partly concealed behind a shopping cart shoving a
                                        needle in his arm.

Regal Place

Brian Ward

Johnny is an avid writer who participates in 
Megaphone’s creative writing workshop at 
the Gathering Place. He is also a graduate 
of Megaphone’s Community Journalism 101 
and 201 classes at SFU Woodward’s. 

“I would like it to be known that I am not 
only an avid reader, an historical fiction 
junkie, but I also devour the words on pages 
of books like sucking air into my lungs as 
a need to keep me alive!” he says. His late 
mother inspired him to write and do things 
to keep his brain active. He plans to keep 
doing creative work throughout his life. “I 
feel that by the time I reach 60, I will be at 
the peak of my creative powers, so don’t get 
down on yourselves, all you young pups out 
there. It just takes awhile to grow into your 
skin comfortably.”



46 47

Welfare Office
By Dominic Haye

I was on my way to the welfare office on Powell and 
Main. I got to the office only to find out that they close 
everyday at lunchtime. 

I wish I knew this ahead of time. 

I sat on the stairs in front of the office, smoking 
menthols and observing the happenings of the area. 
Crack addicts shuffled around while the heroin users 
littered the sidewalks, half asleep and harmless. I gazed 
at the trees which ran along the streets. Autumn was 
here. Trees remained bare as their leaves trickled down 
into storm ways, covering parked cars and sticking to 
stop signs. 

I felt like the trees; I had nothing to offer. Cold and 
bare, I was an ornament. My existence complemented 
the ambience. I felt the stillness of apathy. The lack 
of motivation was eerie—I felt it crawl up from my 
stomach into my brain. Its voice was loud: fuck this, 
fuck this, fuck this.

Dominic participates in Megaphone’s community writing 
workshop.  

Soul Cut
By Angharad Giles

Short, uneven strands of hair encircled
my drawn face.
Her punishment, her satisfaction.

During moments of self-loathing
I viciously attack my hair,
cutting off any reminder of my 
femininity.

My focus is on destroying any sign 
of attractiveness,
to punish myself by creating 
that which is pitiful to the eye.

I cut my hair exactly as my mother did
years ago.

Afterwards, the self-hate and self-anger
are replaced with shame and remorse.
I avoid the mirror like the plague.

I'm feeling better today.
Perhaps I'll lay these scissors down
to rest.

Angharad participates in Megaphone’s 
community writing workshop and lives 
in the Downtown Eastside. ‘Soul Cut’ is 
one of a collection of poems Angharad 
wrote for her book, in progress, called The 
Refining Fire: A Poet’s Rhyme & Reason. 

“I write to share experiences that offer 
insight and validation to others,” she says. 

“I also write to remember my own journey, 
to hold onto courage and hope during 
dark and difficult times, and to seek my 
creator’s grace and mercy to guide me 
and carry me when I feel too weak to take 
another step.”
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The Long Walk Back
By Kip

The buses stopped running, 
So I started walking—
From telephone pole 
To telephone pole,
Timing my average speed,
With how many poles per city 
block
I can rush past.

Will I make it to that place
Where the remedy waits?
I walk, transfixed
By the hope
He'll still be around,
Holding the powder
That keeps me 
Marching fast.

I’m wet. I stink.
I’ll smell worse
By the time I meet him
Five miles down 
The wrong way.

I have his money.
He has my dope.
He better be there—
If he’s not,
The agonizing walk back 
Will be so much 
Worse.

Kip participates in Megaphone’s 
creative writing workshop at 
Onsite.
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ShEDDINg
SkIN Dreams

by Paula Armstrong

I had a dream where I had stopped smoking
I quit alcohol, drugs, and other mood changers
My body was becoming trim and muscular again
Running up and down the stairs did not leave me breathless
My piano playing invited me to sing to my heart's content
I loved life and noticed the simple pleasures of being in the now
A quiet mist of confidence filled my insides 
Where there was only fear and sadness before
I believed that anything was possible
I could achieve whatever I set my mind to
I lived at this Rainier Hotel place
Where there were endless possibilities
And even God loved me!
Wow, what a dream.
But then I awoke...to find I wasn't dreaming
This is my new life

Paula participates in Megaphone’s creative 
writing workshop at the Rainier Hotel. 
Paula has lived at the Rainier Hotel for 
5 years. She spends her time honing her 
jazz piano skills, catering meetings at the 
Drug Users Resource Centre, and running 
a drug and alcohol support group for with 
the other residents in the building. Paula 
credits the support she’s received at the 
Rainier to her growth in recovery. Paula is 
grateful to Megaphone for encouraging her 
to write and at 57 years young, feels like 
her life is just beginning.



52 53

In Praise of Having No Backbone
By Shawn McCutcheon

A squid lives on the bottom of the sea,
I live at the bottom of society.

Whenever we get into tight places
we seem to get through it
no matter what size.

Squeezing our way 
through the problem,
moving on, and sometimes
leaving a mess behind us.

Nevertheless, we survive 
tight jams.

Shawn participates in Megaphone’s 
creative writing workshop at Onsite.

Searching for Signs
By Kris Cronk

The idea of writing again never really 
entered my mind until 1999.

I was doing some hard time in prison. 
A Montreal jail is no place for an 
Englishman. Guards and prisoners alike 
treated me, and all the English-speaking 
inmates with disdain. On top of that, 
the woman I’d moved to Montreal with 
deserted me after my incarceration. I 
was ready to do something drastic.

But then, with the new millennium 
approaching, the prison announced a 
writing contest on the theme, “What 
does the new millennium mean to you?” 
I wrote a poem, declaring that I would 
win this contest with an English poem. If 
that was possible, anything was.

The New Year came and went without a 
winner declared. Finally, come February, 
the announcement came. I had won. An 
English poem had won the French poetry 
contest. It was titled, “Dare to Dream.” 
Some Megaphone readers may remember 
it. It was published in Megaphone in 
2012, and I read it later that year at the 
Vancouver International Writers Festival.

They posted it throughout the prison, 
but the thing was, most of those in the 
jail wouldn’t be able to read it. A miracle 
is something that seems impossible but 
happens anyway. To me, winning the 
contest was a miracle, one that set me 
on a new path. I would stop being who 
I was, start living right, and take care of 
myself and the people I care for.

So as soon as I left that Montreal jail, I 
headed to Ottawa where I had hopes of 
finding Maureen, the girl who left me 
in Montreal. I would make it up to her 
if it took the rest of my life, because the 

truth was I was the one who deserted her 
on the unforgiving streets of Montreal. 

I did find her in Ottawa, and we started 
up where we had left off. We soon moved 
to Winnipeg, where I knew a priest who 
would help me find work. I would work 
for the reserves in northern Manitoba 
before I got a ticket to grade lumber in 
town. We stayed in Winnipeg for three 
years. I thought it was going really well, 
and we were happy.

Then one day my aunt called to inform 
me that the peewee softball team I 
played for the summer I moved in 
with Grandma was being inducted 
into the sports hall of fame back in my 
hometown. Hockey players Rob Blake, 
Nelson Emerson, Chico Maki and others 
also would be inducted.

Talk of going back for the induction 
scared Maureen because we couldn’t 
afford both of us going. I told her that 
because it upset her I wouldn’t go, but 
she insisted I went because she believed 
I would never forgive her if I didn’t.

Something with Maureen changed after 
that. She would always need to know 
where I was at all times. I knew she was 
scared I would go and never come back.

I first met Maureen in Toronto. I was 
leaving Kingston and was deciding 
between Montreal and Toronto to start 
hitchhiking to. I decided on Toronto. 
Maureen was a shock collar for a crew 
of 12 in the Moss Park area of Toronto. 
Whenever someone failed to perform 
their duties appropriately she would be 
there to remind them how it was to be 
done. She was also a hooker, and a mom.



54 55

She had a weight problem, but by the time 
we got to Winnipeg she had lost 85 pounds. 
She had lots of extra skin as a result, and 
was still embarrassed by her appearance, 
but I didn’t care. I just loved her.

Things really went bad quickly, though. 
She began to disappear for hours on end. 
We fought more and more often about my 
upcoming trip. 

What’s more, one day a neighbour 
decided I needed to know she was 
hooking again while I was away at work. 
Later, I was going through the medicine 
cabinet looking for Tylenol when I found 
something that was the biggest shock of 
my life: she had stashed her crack pipe 
there. I was devastated. Along with the 
pipe I found a cloth and razor blade. The 
cloth had blood on it.

When I confronted her with these things 
she was glad she didn’t need to hide 
anymore. She showed me where she 
was self-mutilating the extra skin under 
her arms. There were slashes all over. I 
decided to quit my job to spend more 
time with her and hopefully fix this.

It was because of my induction trip that 
she went over the edge. When it was 
time to go home for the induction I never 
went. Maureen’s psychologist suggested I 
don’t go for the sake of her health.

Three years of building a life with her had 
gone down the tubes because of baseball. 
Or maybe it was just time for me to move 
on. It was as though “Dare to Dream” led 
me back to Maureen and baseball was just 
a sign of change to come.

When I was 13 years old, winning the 
Ontario rural softball championship was 
perhaps a sign of change to come, and 
soon after the thought of writing entered 
my thinking.

I think people break down into two 
groups when they experience lucky 
or traumatic events in their lives. The 
first group sees things as more than 
coincidence, more than luck. They see it 
as a sign that someone or something is 
looking out for them. There are people in 
this group who see events they look at as 
tragic but that there will be something or 
someone to help them and that fills them 
with hope.

The second group sees things as pure 
luck, a turn of chance. When these 
people experience the same events they 
are suspicious. For them things are black 
and white, but deep down they think 
that whatever happens they’re on their 
own, and that fills them with fear.

I ask myself what kind of person I 
am: am I the kind who sees signs and 
miracles or do I think we just get lucky 
or unlucky?

Is it possible that there are no 
coincidences, that things are just meant 
to be?
 
Kris sells Megaphone at Seymour and 
Dunsmuir outside the Tim Horton’s.

Pigeon Park

Kwes
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It’s a Blanket of Snow
By Karen Stelfox

It’s a blanket of snow. 
Look there’s a snowdrop 
Peeking out, it’s growing
Being sheltered till, well
You know it needs space 
To grow, to bloom, to flourish, 
To be full; potential and colour 
So we can look and see:
Isn’t that beautiful. 

Gratitude
By Suzanne Kilroy 

Since I've been selling Megaphone, my 
life, and my outlook on life, has been 
really pretty positive. 

Working on the street from Davie to 
Seymour was a memory of my past I will 
never forget. That was a time where you 
could work and make seven or eight bills 
a night, and wherever you went, all of 
the hookers were respected.

If you were a hooker, you were wined and 
dined. Not all, but most, dates gave you 
gifts. It was actually fun being a hooker. I 
made some good money, met some good 
people, had great clothes, good times. 
Things were groovin’. It was great.

It was not a time of “Wham, bam, thank-
you, ma’am, get the hell out of my car,” 
like it is now. These days, things are 
different. What has the world come to? 

When I was growing up, the guys were 
hockey players, some were cowboys, and 
some were even both. But now, you’ve 
got guys going Dutch, asking women to 
pay for things, even looking for sugar 
mamas. Give me a break. The day I give a 
man anything besides washing his shorts, 
ironing his shirts, and making lunch is 
the day monkeys fly out of my butt. 

My dad built a barn and four houses for 14 
of us. I think we turned out okay. There 
was a time in the past people had worried 
about me. With my grandma taking care 
of me, I was one of those kids who always 
had a runny nose and dirty shirt. 

But I was always happy and was always 
eating something. I’m surprised I had not 
turned out to weigh more than I do now. 
Though I had been a hyperactive child 
with a runny nose, I also had always 
shared whatever I was eating. I did not 
understand, for the longest time, why 
people did not want to share my food 
with me. 

Eventually, as I grew, my shirt stayed 
cleaner. At some point, I learned to blow 
my own nose. It was weird: though it had 
seemed now I found myself, trying to 
find my own place to eat, all of a sudden, 
everyone else wanted what I was eating.

Being hyperactive and talking with a 
full mouth, at times with uncontrollable 
playfulness and excitement, Grandma 
often yelled at me or pulled my ears—
thank God I don't have ears like Dumbo! 

Though my dearest grandma had lost 
patience with me from time to time, I 
knew she had loved me very much. 
Sometimes she would spank my butt and 
I would cry for a minute or two. Then 
my hyperactivity would kick in, and I 
would be smiling again. Then, as I sat 
beside her trying my damndest to be 
quiet, I would turn to my best friend 
and Grandma—along with a snotty nose 
and dirty shirt—and offer them some of 
whatever I was eating. 

Though she was upset, she could not 
help but giggle at the sight of me smiling. 
Then she would reach over and kiss my 
forehead or give me a little hug. 

It was not much later, though, that we 
would be back at it again.

So, I have dedicated this piece to all of 
the readers, subscribers and supporters 
of Megaphone. I want to give you a 
reminder of how valuable and important 
Megaphone really is. 

When Megaphone published my first 
story about myself as an Indian Princess, 
it was republished in a street newspaper 
in Johannesburg, South Africa. I was so 
proud.

When I started writing, I was not so well. 
At times, even now, sometimes I lose my 
focus. But these days, my life is nowhere 
near what it was in the past.

Through selling this paper, I now have 
choice. And decisions are easier to make. 
Now, things are healthier. 

Suzanne sells Megaphone in Gastown.

Karen participates in Megaphone’s creative writing 
workshop at the Rainier Hotel. “This is my first poem,” 
she says. “I’m proud of myself. I keep moving toward 
through what’s set before me, which leads to being proud 
of my family—my sister, dad, and brother. I’m proud of 
my two sons, Mike and Dave. They’ve come through a lot. 
They’re very fine young men.” 
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Living in the Downtown Eastside
By Cynthia Mack

I first saw Hastings Street back in late 1983.
The reason I came over here is I had two sisters 
and a brother that I never really knew. I remember 
being scared and excited at the same time.

I would really like to talk to a group of teenagers, to 
let them know what it was like for me and so many 
others who have lived and survived down here.

Sure, when you first come down to Hastings it's 
like a big party that never ends. 
But when you wake up you are hooked and you end 
up doing things that you are not gonna be proud of.
And you end up hating everything that you do, but 
you can't stop.

Hastings Street has a way of grabbing you and not 
letting go.
I have left four times but have always come back. 

Now it's so different for me. Why? 
Because I am not letting it control me.
Meaning I don't work the corners anymore and I 
am not using any kind of IV drugs. 

I am now in school and really fighting a good battle.
And I am winning.

Who I Am 
By Bob Dennis

My name is Bob. I’m a Megaphone vendor 
who spends much time outdoors selling 
the paper, and time writing for the paper. 
Many of my clients and peers know I have 
a mental health issue. They respect me. 

I was teased at school. I got started 
taking drugs, mainly chemicals, while 
living at home in the late ‘60s because of 
my learning disability. But I passed into 
grade 11.

My father was an alcoholic, abusing me 
and my brother David the most, sometimes 
my brother, and even my mum. The 
family was very unstable. I started getting 
counselling in the early ‘70s and continue 
to see counsellors today. 

I was hospitalized in Mach 1974 for six 
weeks. I received 12 shock treatments. 
Once out of the hospital, I was out of 
school. I moved in with my sister Lisa 
and her husband Dave and worked as a 
dishwasher at a restaurant. They lived in 
a rough railway town. 

I moved back to Vancouver in 1978 and 
landed a job in the kitchen of a logging 
camp. I was so proud to make good money, 
mix with loggers and not drink too much. 
I was proud of what I had achieved. 

My dad, meanwhile, finally started 
showing an interest in my life. He was 
trying to stay off the bottle at the time.

In 1980 I left the camp and was 
dishwashing at The Bay restaurant in Park 
Royal South in West Vancouver. 

Fourteen years later in 1994, my 
schizophrenia worsened. The family 
thought I was putting it on, except for my 
brother Steve. This went on another nine 
years until I popped some medication and 
beer. I landed up in intensive care unit 
at St. Paul’s Hospital in a coma on life 
support for 10 days. 

If you have a loved one suffering from a 
mental illness, take him or her to your 
physician. They can direct you where to 
take him or her for counselling. Mum 
and Dad, they are the only ones who 
treated me nice —and some friends and 
Megaphone staff, and of course my clients 
at Cambie Village. 

What I have now, I had to do and make for 
myself. But I’m doing good. 

Bob is a longtime Megaphone vendor who 
sells in front of the Choices Market at 19th 
and Cambie.

Cynthia participates in Megaphone's creative writing 
workshop at the Rainier Hotel. Cynthia has been 
living at the Rainier for two years and is excited to 
be moving forward to a brand new place in Mount 
Pleasant. Cynthia is a powerful First Nations woman 
who encourages and supports other women in the 
DTES community.
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Resting
Colin Beiers

Remembering My Father
By Sid Bristow

My dad was the best dad a young man 
like me could want. I didn’t meet him 
until I was 17 years old. I’d heard lots 
of rumors about him, knew he was 
a bootlegger. In our hometown, they 
had what they called a blacklist, which 
meant you could not get liquor from 
anywhere. When he made the list, 
that’s when he started selling liquor to 
others who had been blacklisted.

He never collected a government 
cheque, nor had a driver’s license. He 
did own five vehicles. One was a flatbed 
truck. All were insured. He would give 
those who had a habit a deal. They 
would drive him wherever they wanted 
to go—liquor store, wood gathering, 
fishing, etc. They could only drink 
enough to get rid of the shakes. He 
would feed them and get them drunk at 
the end of the day.

Dad taught me money management 
even though he only had a Grade 3 
education. His wallet was always about 
an inch thick. “Keep the small bills up 
front, don’t let people see the big bills,” 
he said.  

He took me with him when he paid 
his rent a year in advance. If me or my 
brother borrowed any money off him 
he wrote it on a pole in the kitchen. It 
wasn’t long before that list of notes got 
to the bottom of the pole. 

Our best days would be when we went 
fishing, trapping, or wood gathering. 
Once while fishing on the Thompson 
River, the motor on our small boat 
caught fire. I immediately jumped 
overboard, but my dad just stuck his 
hands in the flames and undid the 
motor. And there I was, standing neck-

high in the middle of the river, probably the 
only spot where that could happen. My dad was 
laughing so hard. 

He said, “Well, you can get the motor, seeing as 
you’re wet already.” His hands were fine, just a 
little hair missing, because he did it so fast. 

He only lived to be 45 years old. He went by the 
name Wally. He died of liver disease. The best 
advice he gave me was on his deathbed.

He looked at me and said, “Do you want to trade 
places, son?”  

I immediately said, “Pitter patter, let’s get at ’er.”  
He then said, “Don’t you ever trade places with 
me.”  
I said, “Okay.”  

At the time I drank a lot and those words were 
with me every day. It took a couple of years 
to quit. I had to see a court-appointed alcohol 
counsellor. 

After the third meeting she said to me, “So you 
think you’re pretty tough, eh?”  

“Yes,” I replied.  
Then she said, “If you’re so tough, how come 
you can’t quit drinking?”  
I remembered what my dad had told me, looked 
her straight in the eyes and said, “Piece of cake.” 

I just quit. I have not had a drink since.  

There is much more to tell. Maybe another time.

Sid sells Megaphone at the corner of Cambie and 
Broadway.
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Anaconda
by David W. Jamieson 

I've been slithering 
along the gutter,
this decrepit version
                        of my life
 
Now
I am shedding my skin
being reborn, a new life
strong, free
                      full of hope    

David participates in 
Megaphone’s creative writing 
workshop at Onsite.

The Downtown Eastside
By Misty-Lee Davis 

When I first got down here, it was a complete and total scare. 
But now I realize that judgement was unjust and unfair 
 
Once I got to know some people from the streets, 
They were nicer and friendlier from overcoming incredible feats. 
 
I used to consider myself better than any of them 
Until I hit rock bottom, somewhere that I’ve never been. 
 
That’s when I realized down here I’m accepted no matter what 
People will house and feed you, without expecting a cut. 
 
I know there is a lot of heartache and pain. 
But how I deal with that was once part of my game. 
 
Holding onto what little hope I feel I have left 
I was taught to hold my head high, and give it my best. 
 
Now I’ve been staying completely clean of all hard drugs and hate. 
Now I have a good life and can easily fulfill my fate. 
 
I couldn’t do this out of the Downtown Eastside 
Believe me: location wasn’t the issue, moving doesn’t help, I’ve tried. 
 
I really do believe I was brought down here for a reason 
Because I got out, my addiction is at the end of its season 
 
I now need to help those who want the help to quit 
In this big scary world, I now know where I fit 
 
The Downtown Eastside is my home. I don’t wanna move. 
I know where I’m happy. I’ve got the Eastside groove.

Misty-Lee lives in the Downtown Eastside. “I write 
because it helps me see the brighter side of life,” she 
says. “And I’m so proud of my children, and all the 
people that I meet daily that are able to make a life 
downtown, in or out of addiction.”
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Ebb and Flow 
By Jim Ryder

Turned away from the world 
because of abuse in my past. 
The pain has lessened somewhat  
but the scars all seem to last.  
To do what they did 
made no sense to me.  
Yet the only reason given was: 
“This is the way it has to be!” 
I was too young 
to question what they said 
and now that I’m older  
it’s left me feeling like I’m dead. 
So, I’m trying to mend myself.  
I know there’ll be a solution 
because I sure don’t want to die. 
Yes, things look bad 
but I’ve come so far along 
weaving verse after verse  
until the stanzas turn to song. 
And as the songs pile up, 
like stars beside my name, 
when I chip away the shame. 
Every breakdown that I’ve suffered, 
every fall that I took 
was a path I had to follow 
it was written in the book.  
It took support from friends and family 
and some hard lessons learned, 
but, like any other force of nature, 
the tide has finally turned.  
So, now I’m bruised and battered  
yet my feet are on the ground.  
And it seems everything I’ve needed 
was put there, to be ‘round.

Jim is a longtime member of Megaphone’s community of writers and 
vendors. “I have been actively writing since 2008 and have found that 
Megaphone writing workshops were instrumental in helping me find, 
define, and refine my writing technique,” he says. “With the third of my 
self-published books of poetry, Cygnet, I think I have turned a corner, 
metaphorically speaking. Thank you to all Megaphone staff, volunteers, 
vendors and readers.” 

Structure, Peace, Humility 
Melwyn Morning Bull
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Now and Then
By The Bear Whisperer 
 
Now and then you’ll need to be straight as an arrow. 
 
Now and then you’ll need peace and quiet. 
 
Now and then you’ll need a shoulder to cry on. 
 
Now and then you’ll need to empty your wallet for something you love. 
 
Now and then you’ll lose someone you love. 
 
Now and then you’ll have to scream your head off, and say what’s going on. 
 
Now and then you’ll need to laugh. 
 
Now and then you’ll need to see the sun shining. 
 
Now and then you’ll need to pass gas. 
 
Now and then you’ll go to the washroom. 
 
Now and then you’ll need to relax. 
 
Now and then you’ll have to thank the creator for being alive.
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The Bear Whisperer participates in 
Megaphone’s creative writing workshop 
at the Drug Users Resource Centre, where 
he teaches a Cree language class. He is 
currently working towards completing 
his Grade 12 education through the 
Downtown Eastside Adult Education 
Centre. He enjoys gardening and making 
dreamcatchers. 
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