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Upstairs from the Insite safe injection facility off Main and Hastings, people 
pull up chairs to a table stacked with paper and pens. For the next hour, they’ll 
work with a facilitator to write poetry and short stories. This is Megaphone’s 
creative writing workshop at the Onsite residential treatment facility, a  
workshop that has been running weekly for six years. 

Megaphone has published many pieces of work produced at Onsite, the  
flagship location of its writing workshop program, since its beginnings in 2009.

The Onsite workshop is a place where many people start writing for the first 
time. Fred Miller remembers his beginnings there as a writer: “The Megaphone 
writing workshop made me realize that sometimes you have to rise above what 
is going on around you and consider the source,” he says. “My writing has been 
self-empowering and a huge part of my recovery.”

Along with Onsite, Megaphone’s creative writing workshop program has grown 
to include workshops at the Gathering Place Community Centre and the Drug 
Users Resource Centre, plus seasonal community journalism courses at SFU 
Woodward’s. We continue to publish writing from the workshops—powerful, 
firsthand accounts of what it is to live with mental illness, drug addiction, 
abuse, poverty, and homelessness. 

The writing shows how we endure hardship, how we move through darkness, 
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I WIsh someone 
Would Ask me
By The Bear Whisperer

I wish someone would give me  
a job 
that would match me 
and my lifestyle.

My lifestyle is crazy, maybe  
I live among those kinds of people.

I choose this place 
because people are dying  
all the time.

That wasn’t the question 
I answered.

Here’s the right question: 
I wish someone would ask me 
to help out 
in a big game kill, 
from tracking and shooting the animal 
to eating it and tanning the hide.

Is that too much 
to ask for?

and how we all live in multitudes. The work can be as playful, inspiring, em-
powering, and bright as it can be laden with sadness and grief. To be human is 
to live complicatedly, in a motley spectrum of emotion, sometimes all at once. 
To articulate the nuances is what we hope to do through Voices of the Street. 
The annual literary anthology aims to humanize a community that is often 
misunderstood, misrepresented, and painted with just one brush. 

This year marks Voices of the Street’s fifth anniversary. It’s a celebration of  
literary talent in a community among writers who are unnecessarily  
marginalized and ignored.

We would like to extend our deepest thanks to all Voices writers for so  
courageously, passionately sharing the work on these pages. 

Thanks, too, to Megaphone vendors, who hit the streets every day to share the 
work of Voices writers with readers in Vancouver and Victoria. 

The writing workshops are fueled by the compassionate work of Megaphone’s 
writing workshop facilitators. Thank you for all you have given to Megaphone; 
your kindness, your openness, and lively minds are an inspiration.

We also wish to thank our sponsors. Without you, the writing workshops and 
the publication of Voices of the Street would not be possible. 

And finally, thank you, readers, for supporting this project. Your open hearts 
and minds are building better cities. 

Jackie Wong, editor 
Sean Condon, executive director 
Megaphone

The Bear Whisperer found his way to Megaphone through his former participation in a 

Megaphone creative writing workshop at the Drug Users Resource (Lifeskills) Centre. He’s been 

regularly submitting and publishing his poetry in Megaphone and Voices of the Street ever since. 

Most recently, he’s been involved with the Vancouver Native Health Society, where people are 

hoping to learn the Cree language from him. The Bear Whisperer is one of the few Cree language 

speakers in the Downtown Eastside. Originally from Alberta, he is part of the Sunchild First  

Nation. “Between Alberta and B.C., we have the biggest trapline in Canada,” he says. “My family 

are hunters.” When he’s not writing poetry, he enjoys spending time gardening in the Hastings 

Urban Farm and making dreamcatchers. He lives near Oppenheimer Park. 
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Tremors
by Loralee Ave Maria Judge

They first happened when I was 10. It had been three months 
since my father had walked out on us: me, my little sister, our 
baby brother, and my mother. It’s funny how I always put my 
mother last when telling this part of the story.

After my father left, I would hear my mother’s drunken stum-
bling footsteps coming up the stairs to where us kids slept. It 
became a weekly event; eventually it was a nightly guarantee. 

She would kick open our bedroom door and slur “you ***** kids 
don’t even know.” My sister and I would pretend to be asleep 
until she left. Thank God my toddler brother was asleep in his 
little bed downstairs. I would clutch my “ET” doll in my arms for 
comfort. He seemed to be shaking his head back and forth as if 
saying “no no no”. That’s when I noticed it was because my body 
was shaking; it was the tremors.

Twenty-three years later, I ended up in the hospital after trying 
to self-detox from alcohol at home. I lived alone, spoke to no one, 
and hid my problem from everyone. I wasn’t fooling anybody. I 
can’t even remember who found me after my seizure, or going to 
the detox ward. 

But I do remember the doctor trying to persuade me to take pills 
that he said would make the withdrawal process easier. I refused. 
“I’m going totally clean,” I said. He laced his hands together and 
rested his chin on them, then shook his head slowly back and 
forth as if to say “no no no.” 

I didn’t give a flying frig. I was angry and sick. I can say “no” 
too … it was my first word as a baby and back then it became my 
only word as an adult. That first night getting ready for bed in the 
ward, I couldn’t wash my face without getting soap in my eyes; 
brushing my teeth, I left toothpaste smears all over my face. 

I tried to button up my hospital PJs and failed. I sat down on 
my hospital bed, bowed my head and cried. I tried to wipe away 
the tears but couldn’t do it. Because of my hands. Because of 
the tremors.

foUnDations
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Flash back to two years ago, seven years after that long-ago detox 
ward in a land far, far away. It’s been four years since I left my life 
behind in that land. 

I’m working on a new life, but no matter how well I do, the 
depression mixed with the mania and insomnia still continues. 
Finally a compassionate and intuitive psychiatrist diagnoses me 
with the same condition my father had—bipolar—and prescribes 
the appropriate medication. I am both afraid and relieved. 

“I am willing to do whatever it takes,” I tell my doctor. “Yes” is 
now my new word as an adult. She looks at me and smiles. She 
does not lace her hands under her chin and shake her head as 
if to say “no no no.” Most of all, she does not say, “Loralee, you 
don’t even frigging know”. After only two weeks, my life changes. 
I sleep well, my energy improves, and I no longer get so manic at 
night that I can’t sleep, nor do I get so depressed in the mornings 
that I can’t get out of bed. 

The season changes from summer to a cold autumn and yet I feel 
a kind of joy in simple things like shopping for veggies and fruit 
and Thai curry chicken at the market. 

I grieve for those who I loved and maybe couldn’t love me back, 
and I let go. Things still hurt, but they pass, and I am not para-
lyzed by life anymore. I never knew I could live this way, and I am 
so grateful. 

However, I do experience some of the medication’s side effects; 
there is some weight gain, but that’s not a big deal for me and a 
small price to pay, I always needed a bit more meat on my bones. 
Also, my nose sometimes runs continually like Niagara falls, but 
that’s why God invented Kleenex.

There’s just one side effect that bothers me, something I never 
thought I’d have to deal with again. A ghost that sneaks up on me 
almost daily and trails its dry-ice cold fingers across my hands. 

It’s the meds … 
It’s … the tremors.

The tremors started when she was 10 years old, about three months after her 

father left and around the time when her mother’s drinking started to spiral 

out of control. In this short story, Loralee Ave maria Judge traces the roots 

of a physical ailment that continues to remind her of what she’s endured. As a 

teenager,  she was in what she describes as an emotionally incestuous  

relationship. Later, she weathered the storms of addiction, debilitating  

depression, and terrifying mania before she was diagnosed with bipolar 

disorder. Through it all, she wrote. Writing, she says, is an empowering means 

of working through trauma and realizing her own resilience. “Sometimes writing 

is like getting rid of a poison that no other form of expression—healthy or 

unhealthy—can do,” she 

says. Now stably housed, 

happily employed, and 

in a loving relationship, 

Judge is proud to say she’s 

doing well. “I consider the 

Downtown Eastside my 

neighbourhood,” she says. 

“People who judge this 

place don’t realize just how 

powerful we are.”
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Teresa L. sells Megaphone at Hastings and 

Nanaimo in Vancouver. She has been dealing 

with ongoing mental health concerns since she 

was 18 years old. She has been  

selling Megaphone for about three years 

and has participated in the Hope in Shadows 

photography contest for many years. When 

she’s not working, she appreciates the beauty 

of the natural world. “I like to look at good 

scenery,” she says. She also enjoys painting, 

drawing, attending arts and crafts classes, and 

exploring the city on foot. “I think it’s good for 

my customers to read Voices of the Street to 

learn the experiences of different vendors,” 

she says. “They gain a lot from reading the 

writings of vendors and learning about me.” 

UnWAnTed
by Teresa L.

After I completed Grade 11 at Eric 
Hamber Secondary School, my 
world started to implode. My family 
had recently moved to southeast 
Vancouver. This greatly decreased 
the odds of me marrying a guy from 
the north, a guy who had money and 
power. In Grade 12, the hallways of 
my new school, Britannia, became 
crowded with strangers, strangers 
who did not take a liking to me. 

I was unfamiliar with being treated 
in this manner. I hadn’t known it at 
the time, but my mental health was 
deteriorating. The other students’ 
facial expressions and tones of voice 
were not the same as the welcome 
quality I’d remembered from before; I 
could tell I wasn’t welcome. Even my 
friends and acquaintences started to 
gossip about me and shun me.

I had lost that position of reverence 
and esteem that I had worked so 
hard to gain. I’d previously spent 
years training to be a top athlete and 
represent my school. I was part of 
the track and field team and could 
run far. I put in hard work to be 
a top academic student. But all of 
these things slipped through my 
hands like sand … and sadly, I didn’t 
know why.

Now I was demoted to that God-
forsaken place, a new place reserved 
for the unwanted, reserved for the 
ones that didn’t fit in, the ones that 

didn’t look or speak the same as 
everyone else, the ones who’s only 
purpose was to be used as a bench-
mark for all those who thought they 
were better than them.

Fortunately, I possessed something 
that many of those cruel and arrogant 
girls didn’t have. I knew who I was. 
This is what gave me the strength to 
complete Grade 12.

It was my strong sense of self that 
enabled me to survive during years 
of abuse from people around me, and 
years of neglect at the hands of B.C.’s 
mental health system.

I am now successfully selling 
Megaphone and Hope and the 
Shadows calendars. I can make my 
own living. I have a boyfriend who 
loves me. I am still here. And I’m mak-
ing my own way. 

Under Cover
by Jacqueline Angharad Giles

As a child and throughout my teens 
I dreaded maturing physically.

Fear stunted my ascent into 
womanhood.

I feared his touch, 
his need for self- gratification. 
I believed that as long as 
I made myself unattractive, 
he would stop. 
He didn’t.

I feared her punishments, 
her need to release her jealous rage. 
I believed that as long as 
I was inconspicuous and obedient, 
she would stop. 
She didn’t.

Years of abuse have aged 
my body, mind and soul.

When I left home at 18, 
they no longer violated my body. 
I did.

Jacqueline Angharad Giles has overcome 

unimaginable obstacles. After fleeing from 

her abusive parents as a teenager, Jacqueline 

found herself struggling to make her own way 

in the unfamiliar streets of Vancouver. Several 

years after leaving her family, Jacqueline has 

gained perspective on the harrowing details of 

her childhood. “The reason why I started  

writing again was because I found it healing," 

she says. “There was quite a bit of abuse in 

my background, so writing has been a good 

outlet, and has made me feel that I was of 

worth.” She hopes that her story will be a 

source of inspiration for other survivors of 

abuse. “I wanted to share about my past so 

those who have gone through similar or  

difficult traumatic times could feel some 

strength to know they aren’t alone.”
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special class. I was taunted, teasted, 
and called a mental case. I could still 
do my work. And I did have some 
friends. But it was still tough.

By the time I was in Grade 7, Dad was 
drinking heavily and often. The cops 
were at our house regularly because 
he was assaulting Mom. 

I had a learning disability. My friend 
Neil and I were getting into trouble. 
Sometimes my brothers Mike and 
Dave would join us, same with Steve 
and his friends.

I passed Grade 7 and entered Lord 
Byng high school, which was one of 
the worst schools in Vancouver for 
drugs at the time. I met some drug 
users there and we hung out. We liked 
to drink beer, too.

We moved to Winnipeg in January 
1968. I was put in a special class 
again. I was bullied again. One guy, 
particularly, shot my nerves because 
he bullied me so much.

By Grade 9, I was experimenting with 
drugs and new friends. In Grade 10, I 
was back to my regular class, scoring 
the highest grade in my English class. 

my LifeLonG sTrUGGLe 
WiTh menTAL iLLness
by Bob Dennis

I’ve dealt with a lot of anger in my 
life—it’s been part of me for as long 
as I can remember. When I was little, 
I would have temper tantrums. Inci-
dents like seeing a big spider in my 
bedroom would set me off. And be-
lieve it or not, when my little brother 
Steve was under a year old, I used to 
knock him about. I was very jealous of 
him; he got attention from Grandpa 
Bob, Grandma Nellie, Nanny Engley, 
and Aunt Peg, all relatives who used 
to be closer to me. 

I remember when Grandpa Bob and 
Grandma Nellie Dennis brought Steve 
a doll to play with. It was called a rolly 
polly in those days. The next day, I 
threw it off the back porch into the 
neighbour’s bushes. It was never to be 
seen again.

Life grew more chaotic from there. 
Dad was starting to drink heavily by 
the time my brother Mike was born 
in 1956. One night, Mom and Dad 
had a big fight and cancelled a party. 
Dad smashed 200 33 LP records. He 
made me and Steve smash them, too. 
I remember him giggling away while 
he fed me beer, which tasted terrible. 
My anxiety worsened.

When Mike was eight months old 
and my brother David was on the 
way, we moved in with Dad and 
Mom’s friends into a big house in 
Dunbar. Dad and his buddy lived to 

hit the sauce after work at BC Tel. 
They’d come home drunk, abusing 
their wives.

When Mike was 10 months old, we 
moved to a house in South Vancouver. 
It was October 1956. I witnessed lots 
of drinking parties featuring Dad’s 
male friends and Aunt Peg and her 
boyfriends. She’s now 105 years old 
and has outlived two husbands.

One night, Dad brought a man home 
from work. He later passed out on the 
chesterfield and started a fire. I got 
Steve and Mike down from upstairs 
while Mom carried a newborn David 
out in her arms. Dad and his friend 
were pushing the chesterfield down-
stairs when the fire department 
arrived in the nick of time.

I skipped kindergarten and went to 
Grade 1 at age five. I was nervous. I 
had a learning disability, was held back, 
and put into a kindergarten class. 

The next year, I started in a Grades 1 
to 3 class at Walter Moberly Annex, a 
school near my home. In Grade 4, we 
moved back to Dunbar. I was teased, 
mainly by the Grade 7s, who were 
a tough bunch. Many of them were 
members of the old Dunbar Gang at 
Lord Kitchener elementary.

I failed Grade 4 and was sent to a spe-
cial class at Trafalgar School. We were 
called the mental class. Six months 
later, I was transferred back to Lord 
Kitchener, where I proved I could go 
back to a regular class. But word had 
already got out about me being in a 

Bob dennis has sold street newspapers since 1992, the year street papers first established 

themselves in Vancouver and in North America. “I was at a point where I thought I would be 

binning,” Bob recalls of his life before he started work as a vendor. “I couldn’t do a regular job 

anymore.” Bob sells Megaphone at 19th and Cambie, where he has made lasting friendships 

with nearby residents and workers. “They’ve made an impact on my life,” he says. He regularly 

meets customers after hours for coffee, for meals, or to watch reruns of Gunsmoke, his favourite 

television program. Selling Megaphone, has “helped build my confidence. I’ve lost my shyness,” 

Bob says. “I don’t know where I’d be without it.”

The guys and girls were tough. But I 
wasn’t bullied by them.

By grade 10, I’d had enough of Dad’s 
drinking and was independent 
enough to leave home. I held ware-
house and restaurant jobs and moved 
back to Vancouver. I proved myself in 
mainly kitchen jobs. But I found them 
stressful; they were very fast-paced.

I went on sick leave when I found out 
about Spare Change, a street paper 
that predated Megaphone, in 1992. 
I’ve been selling street papers since.

After finding steady footing as a street 
paper vendor, I’ve gotten other parts 
of my life together, too. I forgave Dad 
for what he did. He wrote me, my three 
brothers, and my sister letters of apol-
ogy. He also wrote them to my mother 
and Aunt Peg. My dad became a model 
father and husband to his second wife. 
He also became a grandfather.

I’ve lived with schizophrenia and very 
difficult anxiety. But I also know I’ve 
played a role in showing people in 
my life the good in themselves and 
myself. Despite their rough exterior, 
I know people aren’t always trouble-
makers. And I know that I’m more 
than my mental illness. 
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They Were JUsT BABies
by Misty-Lee Green 

I had lost them when they were just babies 
Now they’re grown up young men and ladies

Every day I miss them so much 
It’s my broken heart that I must clutch

Losing them was the worst I could’ve let happen 
Foster care was the worse than I could ever imagine

I’m so sorry I wasn’t there to protect any of you 
Or been able to see the precious milestones as you grew

When I lost them I had turned to alcohol and drugs 
I felt the government kidnapped like a bunch of thugs

Numbing myself daily and becoming more withdrawn 
Until I almost died then seen the light of a new dawn

I now have a sense of renewed hope 
I no longer need alcohol and drugs to help me cope

I had spent a lot of time working on myself 
I had let go of the self pity that was sitting on the shelf

I am now in school learning to help heal others  
So I can stop the cycles of kids growing without their mothers

“I spent a lot of my life being told I wasn’t going to amount to anything and this created a snowball 

effect: if I wasn’t going to amount to anything, then I’m not going to try,” says misty-Lee Green. 

The systemic prejudice Misty-Lee experienced as a young Aboriginal woman, and the lack of  

familial support she found in the foster care system, led her to drop out of high school at a young 

age. “I lost my children [to foster care] because of drug addiction, and that sparked a whole 

bunch of emotions I was unable to handle.” Misty-Lee has since gotten clean and has returned to 

school to become a counselor. “One of the most liberating things has been realizing I don’t have to 

continue the cycle of stereotypes,” says Misty-Lee. “I figured out I can succeed, and I know that me 

raising my confidence also means raising the confidence in my children.”



18    /    Voices of the street 19

and racism and sexism. I’m one of 
those types of people who are not 
afraid to talk about the -isms and 
the -ides. Let’s talk about homicide 
and suicide and genocide because 
these are the things that I’ve had to 
work through. 

“I’ve had this saying that nothing 
shall be said about us without us. For 
a long time, I’ve echoed that saying 
all over the world because we can’t 
talk about people who are living in 
poverty or who are homeless unless 
we have gone through the experience 
ourselves. 

“We need to make room for those 
who have had the most experience to 
be included on the advisory council, 
to be included on the board of  
directors, and to be able to build 
their own community, whether 
they’re building housing for people 
who are living in poverty, or whether 
they’re writing the story. 

“Megaphone is bridging a gap that 
existed between the two cities. Now 
we can share our stories. And people 
might understand that homelessness 
in Victoria is a reflection of the home-
less population in Vancouver. 

“For me, selling Megaphone, Street 
Newz, and Hope in Shadows has been 
a lifesaver. It’s saved me from ending 
up in the food banks and it’s saved 
me from other despair. It’s given me a 
venue to share my story, my  
knowledge, what little wisdom I do 
have. 

“I believe in Hope in Shadows, be-
cause I had a lot of shadows. And I 
had a tiny glimmer of hope that I 
grabbed onto.”

rose sells Megaphone at the intersection of 

Government and Bastion streets in downtown 

Victoria. Photo: Ian Charleson and Joshua 

James Dominic.

 venDor Profile
rose henry speAks TrUTh To poWer

society doesn’t want to do, we have 
to support each other and we have to 
figure out how to do this. 

“Living in my car wasn’t my first round 
of homelessness. In my twenties, I 
had been left in a dumpster for dead. 
I survived that. In 2008, I joined a 
group of people that walked from 
Victoria to Ottawa to raise awareness 
about the missing and murdered 
women. We commemorate that on 
Valentine’s Day each year.

“I don’t live on reserve because there’s 
no housing. And a lot of the people, a 
lot of my family that live on the re-
serve, they don’t have running water. 
So, here we are. Idle No More.

“Idle No More is one movement I 
have totally supported because that 
movement represents people who 
don’t have housing, who don’t have 
running water, who don’t have access 
to education. As an aboriginal person, 
I faced huge barriers in continuing 
to get my university degree because I 
don’t live on a reserve.

“In the mid-1990s, I returned to school 
to get my Grade 12. I put my nose to 
the grindstone. After I finished, I’d 
fallen in love with writing again.

“Over the years, I have been doing a 
lot of public speaking about poverty 

“About seven years ago, I became 
homeless. Our landlord had sold the 
house that we were renting. And it 
was at a time when Victoria had a 
zero vacancy rate. We were on a limit-
ed income. My partner is a custodian. 
And I was selling the Street Newz 
[the new-defunct street newspaper 
that preceded Megaphone] and doing 
odds and ends jobs. 

“If we wanted to stay off of the welfare 
list, that meant we were going to 
either have to move into community 
housing or we were going to have 
to live in our car. Our friends were 
building community housing at the 
time, but there were no vacancies. 

“We ended up sleeping in my car in 
one of the coldest winters on the 
Island’s history. Two adults sleeping 
in the back of a little Toyota Corolla.   

“But we had jobs. We’re the working 
poor. There are many people like us, 
people who happen to be working at 
the same time that the food bank’s 
open, or who happen to not have any 
children, making us ineligible to go 
to the food bank. So when the food 
bank’s [and other services are] open, 
we’re sleeping. 

“We identified this as a key factor: 
if we’re going to survive and keep 
doing the labour jobs that the rest of 
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Places
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Our many challenges down here are constant. 
They’re long-term challenges and they don’t  
disappear when Stephen Harper goes on television 
and says how great things are.

The only reason anyone down here thinks this 
area is great is because of us! We make it that way. 
I’m proud to live in one of the most financially 
depressed areas—“the four blocks of hell”—in 
North America.

Without money or access to it, the people must 
have a disability of a sort—myself included. But 
we’ve evolved into a core of caring, helpful advo-
cates and volunteers.

When I look at the faces in the park, I see a group 
of First Nations doing a smudge. For some reason, 
seeing those five people smudging under a tree, 
despite being without shelter, I knew I was home.

LUnChTime in The pArk
by Terry Cooper

Sitting on a bench in Strathcona Park, a marvelous 
realization dawned on me. This park is one of a 
kind. Nowhere on the earth are people more toler-
ant of each other’s ways of life and who they are.

A single mother looking harried pushes a stroller 
with a baby girl singing happily. Another child, a 
boy of four or five, did his best to avoid her  
talon-like grip and keeps running around. Although 
the mother looks frazzled, she had to smile at her 
son, a boy being a boy.

An Oriental couple was having a picnic, a bright 
yellow blanket, akin to the bright golden disc in 
a cloudless blue sky. Chicken rice in Tupperware. 
Tupperware and styrofoam held their lunch. Which 
is humanity's bone. The styrofoam ends up back in 
the wicker picnic basket. 

The blond girl sitting next to me works down the 
street. One of her “dates” tried to fuck her up two 
weeks ago. My friend and I, pushing a cart down 
Cordova, heard a faint cry. We both figured it was a 
cry for help.

Her date saw us running, opened a van door, and 
kicked her in the rump to get her to exit. The driver 
and van were gone when we reached the girl. We 
stood in front of her to protect her while she dressed.

She gave us each twenty dollars. She grabbed his 
wallet when he was raping her. She took the loot 
and gave the wallet to the cops.

There are business people, tradesmen, homeless, 
children, mothers and fathers. It didn’t take long 
for a shelterless, inner-city recycler like myself 
to realize we may have a housing problem in the 
DTES. But we don’t have a people problem.

“Before finding my way to Megaphone, my legacy was maybe 

a criminal record and a puddle of methadone,” says Terry 

Cooper. Terry, who has lived in the Downtown Eastside since 

being released from prison in 2008, has struggled for many 

years to overcome his addictions and stay clean. He credits 

the sense of community and acceptance he found in the 

Downtown Eastside as being instrumental to his recovery. “This 

place has a vibrant soul. It has a heartbeat and it may not pulse 

out to the rest of the city, but down here it’s very strong and 

it’s noticeable,” he says. “I feel like part of the community down 

here. That’s part of the reason why I live down here. I can just 

be. Anyone can just be who they are.” 
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That character home I ambled to so many years ago 
Torn down now and rebuilt with a different eye. 
My friend too, long gone to another ‘hood. 
But the street remains and I kid you not, 
I ride down its length almost daily 
Enjoying every breath and vision with such comfort.  
It’s the best street in town.

nancy raycroft lives in Victoria and was involved with Victoria Street Newz, the local street 

newspaper that preceded Megaphone, for its 10 years of operation. Nancy wrote a monthly 

opinion editorial for Street Newz and delivered papers to subscribers on her bike. “It was the 

delivery aspect of my work with the paper that made me eligible for the Ministry’s Community 

Volunteer Supplement. I mention this as that $100 monthly supplement changed my life!” she 

says. “What I wish more folks realized was how little it takes to improve the lives of people who 

are used to having very little. By simply providing me with a mere $100 a month to work with 

a non-profit, I grew less despondant and desparate and grew more optimistic and enthusiastic.” 

Of the street newspaper movement, Nancy says, “I love that opportunities are provided to that 

group not only by sharing their stories, but by selling the papers and making a bit of money.” 

Beyond writing, Nancy enjoys creative pursuits like photography, craftwork, and needlepoint. 

She’s an avid cyclist and swimmer. Most recently, her new pup Murphy has been happily  

occupying her days. 

viCToriA’s vAnCoUver sTreeT
by Nancy Raycroft 

It’s the best street in town. 
Discovered by this transplanted Torontonian 25 years ago. 
Venturing by foot to a character home near the park 
Several miles from my starting point at Kings 
Visiting my first friend in this fair city. 
A bit of a hike for sure. 

Huge oaks and heritage homes linger still 
And while the return trip uphill 
Grows more challenging as I age 
I thrive on this routine ... it is a therapy of sorts. 
A physical workout for sure 
But a trip lined with memories which hold me firm. 
It really is the best street in town. 

Much better on a pair of wheels.  
A cyclist’s dream...few stops and rolling hills. 
Smooth and wide with ocean breezes ahead. 
Cherry blossoms in spring canopy block after block. 
And so little traffic. 
It’s the best street in town. 

It begins north of the downtown core 
And heads south to Beacon Hill Park,  
This garden city’s treasured jewel. 
A beautiful cut-thru will take you to the beach. 
Watch for peacocks and deer 
And the children’s farm with goats galore. 
(Don’t miss the “run” at ten to four).
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The GreAT ride
by Dan Decoste

There’s nothing like having a dream of owning your own bike, like a CCM back in 
the day. I would constantly bother my mother and my mother would always say 
yes and would not let the dream die. What a sweetheart. But a few years later, 
when I was 19 and working in a nursing home caring for people, with my first 
paycheque I bought a brand-new 10 speed. 

Years later, I’m living in Kelowna. I’m around 36 years old. And I decided to ride 
my bike to Calgary. The first summer I tried, I failed. I went up through Nelson 
and it didn’t work out. Of course, that’s a mountainous area that’s hard to pass 
through, and there is lots of rain. 

And then the following summer I tried again and went on Highway 1. This time 
I was successful. The morning I reached Calgary, I saw the spectacular sunrise 
coming up on Highway 1 right around Calaway Park. It was coming up right 
there, there it was. I knew I’d finished my journey. And I felt this joy of accom-
plishing a feat of strength.  

It was a long ride. I’d been roughing it. I was pushing myself and I don’t know 
how long it took to do this ride because I wasn’t keeping track of day and night. 
I know I went in to sleep one time on an outhouse bench and I sandles on. And 
then something bit my toes! I jumped up and saw a flash of rodent run out the 
door. The next town I went to, I got a tetnus shot, just in case.

Another time, a gray wolf was following me along the ridge for a good mile. 
I stopped several times, looked back and it was still with me. I didn’t bother 
to speed up; I figured if he wanted to eat me for dinner, he would have. I kept 
looking back. Until he finally left after a long while. I don’t know where he 
went. He probably just went back up into the woods.

There’s nothing like a bike ride for meditation and being alone with oneself to 
reflect on years prior. The oneness with yourself is very special. Now, I’m 60 
and riding my bike again. 

dan decoste has participated in several of Megaphone’s writing workshops and uses  

experiences from his own life as inspiration for his writing. He derives a great deal of satisfaction 

from recalling memories or advocating for things he feels passionately about. “Writing gives me 

a lot of pleasure,” he says. “It’s a way for me to deal with things, and it’s a way for me to share 

my stories or to let people know about what I am doing.” Dan is a Megaphone vendor who sells 

occassionally at Denman and Robson in Vancouver's West End.
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The BridGe
by Mel Hennan

Oh … the Sun. 
He’s waiting for me. 
Wake up … wake up! 
The sun is shining 
Shining so bright 
So bright for just you and me. 

Get up and shine, too 
The sun is lonely. 
Our sun likes the company he keeps! 
There is no better race  
than trying to catch up  
with the sun.

Like dreams that bridge my days 
The sun bridges my nights. 
Moonlit nights—midnight flights of fancy! 
Like shining on the bridge of forever 
Brother Sun and Sister Moon 
Laugh and cry for me and you.

When I think of you  
I think of the sun! 
Shining brighter and clearer with every new day 
Shining, shining, brighter and brighter with clarity. 
Clarity of an infinite amount of diamonds 
Your diamond eyes so merrily dancing with me.

May you and I dance  
with the sun 
and sing with the moon 
Together, together, forever. 
Dance on the bridge of forever!

Since moving to the 

Downtown Eastside in 1997, 

mel hennan’s kind heart and 

generous spirit has made 

him a friendly fixture in the 

area. Mel takes pride in his 

neighbourhood—not only has 

his community involvement 

been instrumental in helping 

to get him through some of 

his most difficult times, but 

it has also been a continued 

source of inspiration for his 

creative endeavors. “It’s the 

community that has allowed 

me to write by providing me 

with a creative outlet," he 

says. "I am not alone.” 

Photos: Jackie Wong.
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improvement was at the entrance. Gone is the intimidating black door with 
only a small opening to see if someone was about to make an abrupt exit and 
smash into you. The entrance is now lit up with much better lighting and there 
is a window that enables you to see what is on the other side of the door. 

Both of these improvements go a long way to enhance the building’s atmo-
sphere. As a result, I noticed that the tenants are a lot calmer now and less 
stressed.

Inside the rooms the sinks are now stainless steel. They are sturdier than the 
previous sinks. The floors are also different, coloured lighter than the previous 
black rubber, which I preferred. And in the hallways, there is an additional door 
per floor, which slows down pedestrian traffic and further helps to keep things 
calm. The stairways were also redone, as well as the electrical wiring and pipes. 
Also, the walls in each room were redone and there are now three washrooms 
per floor instead of two.

This all cost millions of dollars. But from my view, the tenants feel better re-
spected and less likely to abuse the building, or themselves, as was often done 
in the past.

One of my friends was prone to hoarding in his old room. But he now keeps 
things amazingly clean and tidy. My other friend’s room is still a mess, but 
considerably better than it was before. He is a lot more content now with the 
improvements. Plus, the front desk appeared to be a lot less hectic. 

It just goes to show you what money spent well can do for people. Some peo-
ple have lived at the old Washington, and long ago, some people lived at the 
Maple before it was renamed the Washington. Some people have lived at the 
Washington’s old neighbour, the Balmoral. And some people still do. Hats off 
to City Hall for facilitating the needed change.

If you have been brave or bold enough to walk down to the Hastings Street Market 
recently, you might have noticed some more change. It still gets pretty messy. But 
gone is the bottle depot and the very helpful bike store. 

There are a lot more people (street merchants) merching their wares as the po-
lice, thankfully, no longer harass those individuals being productive with their 
time. So wouldn’t it be time to add a few benches for the wide-enough Hastings 
Market sidewalk? 

People wouldn’t have to lower themselves down so far as the concrete, making 
for another improvement in the daily lives of the people who congregate here.

revisiTinG The WAshinGTon hoTeL
by John Vint

I recently had the pleasure to revisit the Washington Hotel, a place where I had 
once lived. It’s now been renamed back to its original tag, the Maple. It was 
interesting to see the changes that have been made with the expensive renova-
tions. At first glance, I was not impressed. But as I took a closer look, I began to 
recognize the improvements to the building. 

It’s a lot quieter than it used to be. This is because the opening for the win-
dows in each room were put high above, opening vertically towards the ceiling 
to deflect noise to the ceiling instead of straight through the room. Another 
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for The Love 
of The GAme
by Brian Peters

It’s an exciting time of year when the 
hockey playoffs have started, but it’s 
not so exciting for some whose lives 
are at risk.

I’m not talking about the man that 
starts a fight with the man sitting 
in front of him at the game, yelling 
obscenities at his team so the other 
guy takes it personal, unnecessarily 
throwing punches at the man. Nor am 
I talking about the bar fight between 
passionate fans pissed that their  
hockey team just lost. And I’m not 
talking about the idiots in Vancouver 
at the riot when we lost the Stanley 
Cup.

I’m talking about the thousands of 
lives across Canada at risk because of 
the correctional officers who have to 
watch the playoffs while on shift. 

In the federal institutions officers are 
watching the games on contraband 
televisions confiscated during insti-

tutional searches. In the provincial 
prisons, the officers are watching the 
hockey games on computers that are at 
every console in the jail. You can’t get 
a request form, a toothbrush, or your 
medication until the game is done. 

Cameras are neglected as well as the 
inmates. This is the time beefs are set-
tled between inmates without worry 
of being caught. Rats and sex of-
fenders that have been found out are 
assaulted, as well as those who can’t 
pay their gambling and drug debts. 

Officers are hired to watch over the 
inmates to keep them safe from each 
other as well as from the outside  
community. In my opinion, the hock-
ey games (nor any other game) should 
not be watched while officers are on 
shift, though it happens over and 
over again. 

How much blood needs to be spilled 
for them to do their job without dis-
traction? Does a death have to occur 
before we realize it’s a problem? 

Sooner or later, the way things are go-
ing, it will happen, if it hasn’t already.

Brian peters is in his late 30s and has spent over 15 years in jail. “I am not proud of this,” he 

wrote in a previous piece he published in Megaphone. “I have hurt so many people, not just 

physically but mentally and emotionally as well. I don’t want to do this anymore. I want to 

change my life around. But I don’t know how.” He has written extensively about the lack of 

rehabilitative opportunities available to inmates in B.C. penitentiaries. Two inmates in B.C. 

federal penitentiaries filed a civil suit against Correctional Services of Canada earlier this year, 

arguing their rights under the Charter of Rights and Freedoms have been violated because they 

are denied access to rehabilitation programs. That litigation followed a January 2015 report by 

auditor general Carol Bellringer who wrote B.C. jails are unsafe, overcrowded, and are ineffective 

at preventing repeated crime. Brian continues to write from prison, sending occasional  

contributions to Megaphone about his experiences with mental illness, addiction, and life in 

correctional institutions.

In addition, the City needs to install street lights for the nighttime as this area 
is much too dark for ensuring the safety of its citizens. Otherwise, this area 
has little hope except for the bustling drug trade, which continues to serve the 
people more attentively than the City is doing. The darker the sidewalks, the 
whiter the rock cocaine. 

Personally, I enjoy shopping at the Hastings Street Market for things like jeans or 
what have you. And I don’t think jeans are going to start costing me more if the 
merchant is sitting on a bench behind his neatly folded clothes laying on the side-
walk. Who knows, maybe a couple of beat cops will someday join the merchant 
for a relaxing seat and get some shared amusement out of watching the rock 
dealers scatter like bed bugs.

Speaking of things like bed bugs, let us not forget that some people still live at 
places like the Balmoral, widely known for its terrible infestations. 

Many people have lived there. And some people still do.

Located near the intersection of Main and Hastings, the former Washington Hotel was a poorly 

maintained and decrepit SRO that housed several Downtown Eastside residents. John vint 

spent a year and a half of his life here, living in a small suite overlooking Hastings Street. Since 

moving out John has gained perspective on the unsatisfactory conditions of his residence, and 

the sacrifices people are forced to make while living on income assistance. “People are still living 

in places like The Balmoral and that needs to be changed,” says John. “We forget about the state 

of these places quite easily because we aren’t in the SROs we are just passing by but we aren’t 

seeing what happens in there.” More recently, John has worked to raise awareness about housing 

and other issues pertinent to the community. "For me, writing is one way to have your ideas 

evolve and have your voice be heard.”
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 venDor Profile
for hendrik BeUne, meGAphone BridGes 
CommUniTies

“Not being able to work and receiving 
no compensation, I ended up on the 
street for awhile, binning and going 
through the hoops, until I finally re-
ceived some help from social services. 
I had never been on “welfare” before 
in my life. I was too proud and always 
managed to get by somehow, but I 
could barely walk when I got to Van-
couver and after three days without 
food, I was persuaded to stand in line 
for a food handout and I got to meet 
people from different strokes and 
learned how to access the social ser-
vices system. That was an education 
all by itself. 

“I’m originally from the Netherlands. I 
moved to Canada when I was 19. The 
reason I came here is that I’m a paci-
fist. I didn’t want to be taught about 
how to kill people. The Dutch are a 
pretty peaceful and good peacekeep-
ing nation. But because of the second 
world war, and the help of Canadians 
and Americans who liberated us from 
occupation, I got drafted following a 
post war NATO agreement. I didn’t 
want to learn how to kill people: I 
wanted to study biology. I had good 
marks and had been accepted by 
the University of Utrecht, but was 
required to do two years of military 
service before I could enter university.

“I started selling Megaphone in about 
2009 and I’ve been selling Hope in 
Shadows for much longer, since its 
beginning in the early 2000s.

“For me, Megaphone is about building 
social capital. I attach a lot more im-
portance to social and environmental 
capital than to the modern economy, 
which is self serving and destructive 
in many regards. I try to correct this 
by building relationships.

“I do a lot of different things that keep 
me happy, healthy, and busy in life. 
Megaphone’s one of them, and it’s an 
important part of it. Selling the paper 
gets me out on my bicycle, doing 
deliveries to my regular customers 
in the DTES and it gets me to the 
Farmers markets, where I sell to the 
public. This contributes to a healthy 
lifestyle—I am not cooped up inside 
behind a computer all the time.

“I get satisfaction out of meeting 
people. I have conversations with my 
customers about everything! I often 
get asked if I’m homeless—that’s a 
common misconception. No, I’m not 
homeless, but I was virtually home-
less for a long time. I moved out of 
a dingy rat infested SRO hotel into 
something decent in 2010. Before 
that I didn’t have much choice. I got 
a back injury, while working hard 
being self-employed. 

CHANGE
THAT
WORKS

Megaphone vendors are working to change in their lives. 
They buy each copy for 75 cents and sell it for $2—keeping the 
profit. By purchasing Megaphone each month, you are supporting 
meaningful work and amplifying the voices of marginalized people. 

By selling Megaphone,

low-income and homeless

people are working to

change their lives.

yOuR CHANGE iS WORKiNG

 MegaphoneMagazine.com
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communities. Building those con-
nections is really important: I think 
that’s the main goal for me and also 
the purpose of Megaphone.

“The stories in Megaphone are written 
from the perspective of the other side 
of society that’s often despised and 
looked down upon. These are real 
people with real lives and Megaphone 
helps to personalize them and gives 
them respect for their struggles.

“We’ve got so much unrecognized 
talent here. If people really connected 
and got to know each other better 
and bridged those barriers that 

make some people seem different 
and unacceptable to others, then we 
could have a truly mixed, wholesome 
society where people work together 
and create a common good. A good 
sense for the commons, like in nature, 
really helps.”

hendrik Beune sells Megaphone at the Trout 

Lake, Main St. Terminal, Mount Pleasant, and 

Kitsilano Farmers Markets during the spring, 

summer and autumn. After they close for the 

season, he is at the winter farmers market at 

Nat Bailey Stadium.

“My cousin who was visiting the Neth-
erlands at the time and who lives in 
Edmonton said, ‘I can probably get you 
in a university in Canada.’ So he went 
out of his way to get me accepted to 
the University of Alberta, and I went 
there. The culture in Alberta was quite 
different from Europe, not quite what 
I was looking for. Then I heard about 
Vancouver being called the San Fran-
cisco of the North. This attracted me, 
so I went to UBC! I got my bachelor’s 
in Zoology and ecology there in ’74.

“I worked in Northern B.C. for a while, 
got into flying and doing surveys of 
remote watersheds. They offered me a 
permanent job in the Yukon after my 
studies, but I didn’t want to be that iso-
lated. I worked for the provincial mu-
seum for a while, thanks to an environ-
mentally conscious NDP government 
under the leadership of Dave Barrett. 
These were summer jobs with some 
possible extensions. The following sum-
mer, I went back up north again, I did a 
grizzly bear study, which really got me 
out into the bush, some on overnight 
treks by horseback, but the oceans 
were my passion. So I started building 
a boat in Delta, a 36-foot trimaran. I 
worked for the Department of Fisher-
ies and Oceans, full time for four and 
a half years. I wrote an internal report, 
as long as the book I’m trying to read 
now: 650 pages about the Fraser River 
estuary. As far as I was concerned, that 
was my PhD! 

“When I finished, I dropped a copy 
on my supervisor’s desk and let him 
know that I was going to California for 
an indefinite length of time. And I did. 

I got my diving instructor’s  
certification there. I did a whole 
bunch of diving, organized charters all 
over the place to the west coast, and 
eventually I decided to build a second 
more seaworthy ocean gong vessel: a 
39-foot trimaran.

“I started up a pest control company 
with some buddies of mine, to make 
ends meet and worked in that sector 
for about eight years. Then it came 
time to move. The boatyard was being 
sold, so I decided to become a shell-
fish farmer on the outer edge of the 
Sunshine Coast, beyond civilization 
as we know it. I lived in the wild of 
Desolation Sound, amongst animals 
and hardly any people for 12 years. I 
started a family, raised two kids. Then, 
having passed 40 and working physi-
cally hard every day, my back gave out 
on me several times and I knew I had 
to change my lifestyle. So I came back 
to Vancouver, and since then I’ve been 
doing social justice work because I felt 
that was a close marriage to ecology. 
The diversity of people in the Down-
town Eastside, with many niches being 
filled across the board, attracted me, 
much like a wild landscape. 

“Most people in the City work for a 
mortgage. They’re just slaves to the 
bank. Then you’ve got us, who are free 
on the streets if you can handle not to 
get enslaved with drugs. So there’s a 
big difference in lifestyle there and a 
similarity as well.

“I kind of like that, how people are 
different and living together in the 
same city. I totally believe in mixed 
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Three pieCes 
by Fred Miller 

I was sitting here thinking to myself—it doesn’t matter. My French Canadian 
friend says I have to think instead. It just doesn’t matter anyway. Watching the 
moment go gently by.

The old who sing inspire me.

Nobody knows what it’s like to sit in my cheap hotel room with my needle in 
my arm, looking out the window with a broken heart, wondering if this is the 
injection that will end all my troubles in this world.

What an awful thing to say. I’m sorry. 

It can’t be that bad.

So what if I’m alone. I have it better than many. My troubles seem so small in 
comparison. I want to be grateful. I have all the reasons not to be. I have faith 
in a higher power. You reap what you sow: that’s the honest truth.

My dad always said when you walk in shit, well, you start to smell like shit. 
So, walk straight toward your happiness. If you move forward, you will succeed, 
right? Sounds good.

All my relations,

Freddy.

Living the Life

Sitting in my cheap SRO with all my new friends, bed bugs and roaches and 
spiders and all, I swear, this is a dumping ground for mental patients, and I fit 
right in. I’m a social misfit because of the 33 years I spent locked up and on top 
of that, I spent seven years in the juvenile system of the 1960s: pure hell. I’ve 
been traumatized so much I am now in a place where I can help others recover.

But the needle and spoon. The blood. And the needle sliding through your vein. 
Here we go again. Is this the fix I don’t come back from? That’s a scary thought. 
Do something about it? I’m almost helpless to help myself. Gotta ask for help, 
that’s the easy part. Being sincere is another unknown.

Darkness
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The QUesTion
 by James Witwicki

To be or not to be? 
Good question. 
And how many Canadian men 
And youth are asking it? 
Perhaps better to follow Joseph 
Conrad’s Lord Jim and ask, 
“How to be?”

 Or, “Why be?” 
Every day this question is asked 
by soldiers, by former professional 
hockey players, by aboriginal youth, 
and by many divorced men.

 

Why be? 
Because you matter. 
Because you are loved. 
Because you are too young 
And too strong to ever call yourself 
Washed up, or a loser, or abandoned, 
Or a failure.

Because you are beautiful and 
Important. 
Because we love you. 
So remember—in your darkest, 
loneliest, most hopeless moments— 
Please just continue to be. 
Please be.

 

Author’s note: Each year in Canada  
over 3,000 men and boys end their  
lives by suicide. Source: The Vancouver Sun, 
Feb.21,2015, Page C5.

The Devil & I

The devil in my needle keeps calling my name. It’s an old friend I’ve always 
known. It’s just another form of self-mutilation. I think I’m a masochist. I seem 
to like the pain and pleasure I put myself through. 

Here I go again, over the hill with my needle and my spoon.

James Witwicki has come a long way. 

After tragically losing his wife, James found 

himself living through some of his most 

difficult years. During this time he became 

homeless, relocated to the Downtown 

Eastside, and began using drugs and alcohol 

as a means to manage indescribable grief. 

Since then, however, James’ life has changed 

tremendously. “I am two and a half years 

clean and sober, my mental health has 

been diagnosed and stabilized, and I live in 

excellent social housing,” says James. He 

obtained an honours degree in literature from 

UBC in 1985 and returned to writing during 

his recovery. “One thing that really helped 

me was joining the Carnegie’s Thursdays 

Writing Collective,” he says. “Something I’ve 

always noticed about the Downtown Eastside 

community is that they appreciate things like 

art and culture, so there is a lot of incentive 

to create. That is one of the things I like most 

about living down here.”

fred miller, a longtime resident of the Downtown Eastside, became involved with Megaphone 

through a writing workshop he attended while in detox at Onsite. Since leaving Onsite nearly 

five years ago, Fred credits the skills he learned while participating in the workshop as being  

instrumental to his continued sobriety. “My writing has been self-empowering and a huge part 

of my recovery. It’s been an avenue of letting go of my past in the purest form,” says Fred. As 

he moves forward, Fred is reminded of how far he has come. “People are finally getting the real 

Fred Miller," he says. "And I like me.”
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iT’s A BUm’s Life
By Peter Hapchyn 

I was for a time a homeless beggar amongst you, many years ago, and I  
wandered the city streets of Toronto and Montreal alienated and alone, and 
pondered the condition of poverty in an affluent land of plenty.

My own inability to provide for myself, except through begging, came as a 
result of illness. I was depressed and severely psychotic, and crippled by what 
psychiatrists refer to as a lack of motivation—a misnomer which might be 
misconstrued as sloth.

I believe everyone has experienced this condition when incapacitated by severe 
influenza. A lack of motivation is a lack of strength and will when having to 
get out of bed to relieve oneself or perform simple tasks in caring for oneself. 
Every task requires a monumental effort and one is perpetually without the 
will to function normally. And for this reason I sat listlessly on a street corner 
and wondered what grave illness I was suffering from.

In need of a good washing, a haircut and shave, and clean and new clothing, 
my appearance was telling of my lack of social status, and I was too often made 
aware of my place, or lack thereof, by the vocal 
minority who mete out sorry sanctions for asking of 
another.  
 
Those who fall through the cracks, so to speak, and 
land on our streets are ensured a painful life and 
respect is simply not granted to those who violate 
the norms of society.

Although I was depressed and severely psychotic 
while living homeless, I was indeed sentient of the 
unkind gestures and words, and painfully aware of 
my unwelcome to a small minority. I call this minori-
ty the constabulary of convention.  
 
And I did come to know the truth of the Roman poet Juvenal. His writing on 
poverty reflected my experience on the streets:

The misfortunes of poverty carry with them nothing harder to bear than that it 
exposes men to ridicule.

I sAT on The 
sIdeWAlk 
sTunned by 
hIs enmITy 
And looked 
doWn on The 
ImPRessIVe, 
VIsCous gob 
beFoRe me.

sTone
By Wei Ting

Stone is my name, 
I come from a long line of mountain ranges, 
Millennium upon millennium, my ancestors were deep in the bed of the 
ocean.

Legend has it that we were descendents of the stars, 
Constellations brightly decorating the skies, 
Witnessing history, love, heart breaks, births, new beginnings— 
Also, a lot of killings.

Brave people trying to prevent invaders from afar, 
Sad, they lost their homeland; Children speaking invader’s tongue. 
Enough to turn the stone cold. 

“I was inspired to begin writing because I failed an English 

test,” Wei Ting explains, laughing. “Because English is not my 

first language, I felt like, ‘I’m going to show them I can write.’” 

Wei Ting, who immigrated to Canada from Hong Kong nearly 

23 years ago, has proven her talent. She has developed an 

introspective body of work that touches on themes of com-

munity, heartbreak, poverty, and her personal struggles in  

relocating from Hong Kong to Canada. For her, writing has 

been a powerful tool in helping her to deconstruct the cultural 

“tug of war” she has experienced since moving to Vancouver. 

“I want to honour my ancestors, but sometimes being [in the 

Downtown Eastside] and feeling ignored, you need to blend 

in to get by,” she says. “When I came to Canada, I hoped for 

more economic opportunities, but I am still searching for dig-

nity, searching for acceptance, searching for love.”
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the beggar as a threat to society. 
For breaking norms and not con-
forming to society’s expectations, 
some believe that a bum should be 
sanctioned. Disrespect is a means 
of curbing a problem and discourag-
ing undesirable behaviour. Society 
wouldn’t want to encourage those 
who beg nor have others follow their 
example.

“Asshole!” Due to their political or 
social ideologies some may consider 
a beggar a failure of his own design. 
To such people, begging is a choice made by the indolent and irresponsible 
or those with an aversion to hard work. Those who hold such views exclude a 
beggar from respect.

“I have to work, why don’t you?” Some might actually envy the beggar for 
his attractive life(!) so free of responsibilities and social constraints. Not a day 
of work and not a care in the world. Ignorance and misconceptions concerning 
homelessness and begging provoke disrespect from many. Some might simply 
consider beggars a nuisance and an irritation and resent the frequent requests 
for spare change. 

“Creep!” Some who are asked might know contempt or fear of the scruffy and 
often filthy man on the corner. A bum is a social failure of sorts. In some, an 
individual who fails to perform elicits concern or sympathy but others know 
contempt or fear. I forgive you if I repelled you or if my unsightly appearance 
scared you and moved you to hostility.

The last reason a minority choose to disrespect the lowly beggar is the very 
words used to describe him. The negative connotations of words such as “bum” 
ensure disrespect for the homeless beggar. Perhaps we might coin a pleasing 
and poetic name for the homeless, such as people of the streets.

To marginalize is to treat another as insignificant. It is obvious that  
marginalization robs a beggar of his dignity, and dignity is already scarce in a 
life on the streets. Perhaps I am naïve in that I believe dignity and respect are 
owed to every individual regardless of their station in life. 

The dignity and respect we grant others is a measure of our own. How we treat 
others who are already suffering is a statement of what we are as individuals 

A bum Is A soCIAl 
FAIluRe oF soRTs. 
In some, An 
IndIVIduAl Who 
FAIls To PeRFoRm 
elICITs ConCeRn 
oR symPAThy buT 
oTheRs knoW 
ConTemPT oR FeAR.

One day I was panhandling on my usual corner when a young man passed by 
and spat at me. I sat on the sidewalk stunned by his enmity and looked down 
on the impressive, viscous gob before me. I glanced up at the culprit as he 
walked away. He glanced back sporting a grotesque smirk. I was always hurt 
and saddened by the ill will of others. What justification is there for degrading 
and humiliating a lowly bum?

The spittle was but one example of the hostility I encountered while living 
homeless and panhandling. I grew accustomed to the frequent glares and 
stares, and faithfully recorded every insult, lest I forget.

I assume that for every overtly hostile individual there were many others too 
polite or refined to express their negativity. I know this culture well and will 
provide a brief dissection. Perhaps I can shed light on our norms, some of 
which are grounds to exclude a beggar from dignity and respect. 

Oh, the insults stung.

“Bum!” Some simply stated the obvious. Society assigns status to all occupa-
tions and unofficially rank all individuals according to profession. A doctor or 
judge is granted status and therefore respect while a bum is not. A bum’s estab-
lished place in the social order precludes him from enjoying respect.

“Loser!” There is a strong relation between economic stature and status 
accorded in Canadian society. A moneyed and materially prosperous individ-
ual is considered a social success or a winner. An individual without money or 
material prosperity is regarded a failure or a loser. Money breeds respect and a 
bum’s sorry lot in life ensures disrespect.

“Fuck Off!” The social norm concerning achievement and being motivated 
to achieve is another factor. Those who are driven to achieve are held in high 
esteem while those who are perceived as non-achievers are held in low esteem. 
A homeless beggar is subjected to a great deal of disrespect for his alleged com-
placency and misperceived unwillingness to better himself.

“Get a Job!” Self-reliance is a norm we value and largely demand of all able 
members of society. Expressions such as “making his way in the world”  and 
“pulling his own weight” reflect our admiration for self-reliance. A beggar is 
breaking this fundamental norm by relying on others for handouts. I believe 
many grant a beggar little respect for this reason.

“Fuck You!” A beggar’s lack of respect for the norms and values of society, 
his very non-conformity, breeds disrespect in others. Some might actually see 
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and as a society collectively. Our intrinsic value 
as humans should exclude all people from  
marginalization. No one is truly insignificant.

I may have given the impression of being jaded 
or negative. Although what I’ve written  
pertains to marginalization, I did not lose 
touch with the essential goodness of others 
while living homeless. There were twenty-five 

to thirty percent who chose acts of generosity and kindness, as opposed to 
a mere two or three percent who were unpleasant. Seventy percent chose to 
ignore my presence altogether. 

While being ignored makes for alienation in a beggar’s life, alienation is  
preferable to negative sanctions. But I was treated warmly by a kind minority 
who offered me hope and lifted my frail spirits in adversity. And I do forgive 
those who were negative. They, too, were once children who would have shared 
half a sandwich with a hungry stranger. 

To live homeless is to live a life of isolation, privation and suffering. One has 
only to see the apathy and lack of hope etched on a beggar’s face to see what 
poverty is and what it does to the spirit. 

It always broke to see another suffer in this way. I believe, however, that there 
is a simple solution: love, and an invitation to the excluded to share a place 
with us and be regarded as part of society with dignity and respect.

To lIVe 
homeless Is 
To lIVe A lIFe 
oF IsolATIon, 
PRIVATIon And 
suFFeRIng

peter hapchyn was homeless on the streets of Montreal and Toronto for six months. During 

that time, he lived with undiagnosed psychosis and depression before receiving medical welfare 

benefits and eventually receiving diagnosis and treatment for his mental illness. He now lives in 

Edmonton, Alberta. He wishes to build greater understanding of homelessness, a social  

condition that is, in his eyes, too often unnoticed or misunderstood. “Perhaps I might shed light 

on the experience, and offer the reader a true understanding of poverty,” he says. This essay 

is an edited excerpt from a collection titled The Inherent Value of the Worth-less and Other 

Writings on Homelessness, which he mailed to Megaphone earlier this year. “While much of 

what I’ve written pertains to marginalization, I never lost touch with the essential goodness of 

the people while down and out,” he says. “I wish to thank the people of Toronto and Montreal 

for their kindness and generosity which did, at that time, make a difference. I was suicidal at the 

time that I was homeless. They literally prevented me from killing myself: just the handful that 

was kind and asked me how I was doing.” 
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doWn And oUT in 
vAnCoUver And 
London
By Justin Burggraeve

After the rig had taken my job 
The final paycheque came 
working 8 of potential 12 working 
days 
this particular pay period 
Plus what little vacation pay  
I hadn’t already squandered 
by  
being  
too high 
to attend work 
my cheque totalled 960 and some odd 
cents 
I managed to last 3 days before it was 
gone 
to the 
Coke 
Gods 
It was back to searching for work

Down and out in Vancouver

The clothes got dirtier 
Weight was lost 
not that food was consumed much  
while on the  
rig 
but off the  
rig 
hunger came back 
and without money 
hunger stayed

When the coke and heroin is in 
abundance 
one can go a week  
without eating 

Three sTories 
By The Unknown Drifter  

Destruction

Looking through the pains of sorrow, 
you see the pain, and shame, down on 
Main, scattered dreams fall along the 
wasteside

Pick up the pieces and flee, shattered 
images of pleasant visions vanished 
some time ago

Cruisin’ on rails of hope and joy, rath-
er than misery, which awaits down on 
Main!

You can no longer escape the pain 
through a bottle, while gazing 
through the panes of sorrow

The backdoor awaits and is callin’ you 
to leave, your family left long ago 
when your bottle came first 

Down by the train station

I rode a train of sadness some time 
ago, until the tracks sped faster and 
faster than I had expected
The tracks have seemed to change 
into hopes and dreams 
I had of you and I sailing the seven 
seas through a haze of rainbows

Travelling through those panes of 
sadness 
We shall be as one

Turnstyle

Late night, city night, what a fright  
Midnight’s roaming down by a turn-
style

Of shattered hopes, of finding misses 
wright!

Look for the dock where she might 
roam, sail a dream, of pleasured 
dreams the day she said I do!!!  

Sorrows of yesterdays, vanished 
through hazy suns on a plane of hope!

Her green eyes glittered with love 
as her long, black silky hair blew 
through the breeze down, 
In Southern France

“I haven’t lived on the street, but I’ve been 

homeless,” says The Unknown drifter. 

He knows what it’s like to live in homeless 

shelters, waiting for things to change. “Now 

I’m living in BC Housing and working two 

part-time jobs doing janitorial three days a 

week and street cleaning twice a week,” he 

says. “It took three years to get into that 

housing. I was on the BC Housing waiting list 

for a long time.”

overdosing on 
Vitamin “C” Packets 
used to break  
Crack Rocks 
down to their natural state 
for 
i 
n 
j 
e 
c 
t 
i 
o 
n 
I slept in doorways 
on park benches 
and beside the odd working girl 
who had a slow night  
and didn’t  
want to go home alone

I would sleep outside of Insite 
to be sure I made it there 
before 10 a.m check in 
for detox at  
Onsite

I would ache to the bone 
from the damp cold 
AND 
For want of Opiated relief

Down and out in Vancouver

London has snow 
But it’s a different cold 
It doesn’t get into your bones the way  
the west does 
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The lights would stay on long enough 
for the plants to mature and  
be harvested 
5 lbs dry, 
sold in ounces @ 200/ bag 
After putting the 
$16,000 into my arm the next month 
I would end up on the run from police 
for a drunken escapade 
and eventually would lose my home 
and everything in it 
I would be sued by Canada Mortgage 
and Housing Corp for  
$155,000 
for the grow-op and damage caused 
to the condo

Overnight, 
I went from making between $10 and 
$20,000/month 
to being left homeless 
with nothing except the clothes on  
my back

Down and out in London 
 
Forest City 
The discovery of Insulin 
The city of millionaires

A broken man 
Beaten by the mind’s illness 
a shell of a human being 
hollowed by a heartless woman

The snow gets deeper the further east 
I walk 
the city doesn’t bother to plow the 
side 
walks 

in MY part of town

Dundas strip @ midnight 
the Hunger Harlots stand 
I can see the goosebumps on the 
veiny bare thighs 
from the beer store across the street 
it’s not open 
But I use the parking lot to meet the  
star “Crusty” of the night 
The blonde in winter boots 
pulls back her hood 
and turns toward him 
NO- it can’t be her, God no 
It’s his long lost sister-Not blood 
They grew up together 
their mothers drank together 
they lived beside  
each other for years 
he approaches, head down, makes an 
offer 
she takes him to a rent-by-the-hour-
motel 
one of many on the strip 
in “Ontario’s Sexual Playground” 
The paper once dubbed 
she goes to the bathroom to freshen 
up 
he remembers agreement 
$40 for the full treatment 
plus room rental 
add tip 
$100  
he puts the money on the table and 
walks out...

With all the facial hair  
she didn’t recognize that it was  
me 
Another night in a doorway

Down and out in London

Before  
          the  
                Urge 
                         To 
                              Flea 
o 
 v 
  e 
   r 
    t 
     o 
      o 
       k 
Me 
I would sit in the  
3 bedroom condo 
I purchased 
Three years earlier 
in the BASE—ment 
surrounded by 144 marijuana plants, 
using the heat from the lamps 
to keep me  
warm 
as the Gas heat  
had been shut off  
months before 
If the hydro had been cut off as well  
my precious crop 
would be gone 
And I would have  
eventually froze to  
DEATH

“I started using drugs to deal with a  

mental health issue I didn’t know I had yet. It 

completely left me debilitated and it left me 

disabled,” says Justin Burggraeve. Now 31, 

Justin has lived through more than what many 

people experience in a lifetime. “I know a lot 

of people don’t like to talk about it. They’re 

afraid of being shunned or shammed,” he 

says of mental illness. He wishes to break the 

silence—and, in so doing, normalize people’s 

experiences—in his poetry. He started writing 

when he was in detox at Onsite’s treatment 

facility, the site of Megaphone’s inaugural 

creative writing workshop. Now stably housed 

in the Downtown Eastside, Justin would like 

to go back to school and, most importantly, 

continue to write. 
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“One activity I really enjoy is riding 
my bike. It’s basically a feeling of  
freedom to me. It does something 
special for a lot of cyclists. You often 
see the joy in them. 

“Twice, now, I’ve ridden from Alberta 
down to the Coast. Camped along the 
way. The last time was the summer 
of 2013 when I came back. I was back 
there for over a year to help my  
mother out and then I cycled back 
down here again. 

“What keeps me going selling 
Megaphone is I enjoy it. I enjoy the 
neighbourhood. Every day I look 
forward to meeting up with my 
customers, their families, and their 
acquaintances.   

“What I’d like to tell my customers is 
this: thank you for stopping by and 
for your support. Thank you for the 
smiles, waves, and hellos, and for the 
good conversation. 
 

“I’d like to thank them for their gener-
osity and their care and their concern 
for me. For everything.” 
 

Eric sells Megaphone at 1st and Commercial. 

 venDor Profile
WhAT keeps eriC GoinG? The peopLe of 
CommerCiAL drive

“It was in the fall of 2010 when I start-
ed selling Hope in Shadows calendars, 
the 2011 ones. I’d seen the posters at 
the Carnegie and thought I’d give it 
a try. I was looking for some work at 
that time, some income.

“And that whole thing went really well. 
It was a learning experience because 
I’d never done anything like that 
before.

“The good thing about the calendars is 
they sell quite well. They have a  
certain amount of automatic appeal 
because they’re fairly well-known 
in the city. So it was nice to start 
with that. I knew nothing about 
Megaphone at that time.

“Then I recall the calendar sales 
slowing down in the new year. And I 
started with Megaphone in February 
2011. That was definitely a little more 
difficult to get sales and to find a spot 
to sell at. But I’m patient and I was 
able to see the light at the end of the 
tunnel. I started getting to know  
people on Commercial Drive. 
Grandview is a wonderful neighbour-
hood. It’s a nice mix of the older style 
of city and some of the new. People 
just enjoy getting out and spending 
time on the streets out there.

“In the beginning, there were several 
spots I was trying to sell at. But I’ve 
mainly been selling on Commercial 
Drive. There’s a greater variety of  
people there. It’s very diverse. 
Different groups of people mix 
together and get along well and enjoy 
the area. 

“Selling Megaphone definitely leads 
to a connection with the community. 
Most of my jobs have been on my 
own or working with groups. This is 
a whole different thing, on my own 
working right in the middle of a 
community. For me, it has required 
different skills, people skills in public 
that I didn’t use in other jobs.

“My last job had some similarities. I 
was serving quite a few customers. I 
was a contractor. That gave me some 
of the customer service skills I use to 
sell Megaphone. But prior to that, I 
was working with small crews in the 
field and in office settings.

“Some of the delivery work I was 
doing before had very tight time con-
straints. It wasn’t nearly as flexible as 
Megaphone. That was very stressful. 
It had an effect on me, for sure, after 
a number of years. But I always  
appreciated my customers.
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memory
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dediCATed To kerri-Anne, 
A sWeeTheArT
By Edward Bidd

Once in a while, a rarity will occur—for as often as 
the master will permit the universe to collide and 
disperse throughout the cosmos, it is there that 
the functions of the mind and soul will ultimately 
wane—and the heart will function supreme. 

On a very cold December morning in 2012, I 
walked along Cordova Street. I was confronted by 
an Aboriginal lady, about 17 years of age, walking 
in the icy sleet with a white cotton bed-sheet over 
her head.

I said to her, “Sister, what’s wrong?” 
She replied, “I got locked out of my apartment,” as 
beads of icy cold ran down her shaved head.  
“Let’s go for breakfast, okay?” I said.

She introduced herself as Kerri-Anne from North 
Battleford, Saskatchewan. We settled down to hot 
coffee, bacon, and eggs.

I asked her, “Why did you come to this city?” 
“Oh,” Kerri-Anne sighed, “to find a better life.”

I took Kerri-Anne shopping at the Army and Navy 
and purchased her $300 worth of clothes on my 
Visa.

Kerri-Anne disappeared down Cordova in a blaze of 
blue light.

Someone told me, last week, that Kerri Anne had 
died.

There are unaccountable cruelties done to women 
in Vancouver. It breaks my heart every day. 

Like The moss ThAT GreW on 
The sUnnyside of The Tree
By Michelle Lazar

Dear Dennis,

Nobody ever said it would end this way. 
That you would just drop dead on the corner of the room. 
What really happened, I am curious.  
Did they go over it with a fine-toothed comb? 
They said natural causes, so I accepted it. 
And now, as Christmas approaches, 
I will be alone without my pal, 
Me, the loner. And you, the loner friend.

No one really knew you, Dennis, even me, myself, had questions. 
Yes, you were eccentric, strange yet polite, fashionable and genuine. 
When we first met I brought you groceries, 
For God said love your neighbour. 
I knew you needed food for you were too skinny, 
And looked like you were starving.

We started visiting each other but first you had me go through the inquisition. 
As in one night and chairs far apart 
You tactically questioned me about my life from the very start. 
After I realized you were quite out to lunch, 
I tried to escape. But you beat me to the door. 
So I gave in and wondered when this would be over, 
Told myself I would never see you again.

And the next thing I knew, you were over, 
having coffee for two.

michelle Lazar wrote this poem in memory of her friend Dennis, who passed away in his apart-

ment in October 2014. Now 50, Michelle has lived in the neighbourhood for about 12 years. “I 

was not all coherent when I first got here,” she says.  When she arrived, Michelle was emerging 

from severe episodes of psychosis that landed her in hospital several times. She started writing 

poetry during one of her early hospitalizations in her late teens and early 20s. Of her life now, 

she describes the journey as akin to “going up a round chimney full of bricks. I have to shimmy 

my way up. And I slip sometimes. But to begin with, I was down in the dungeon. I didn’t even 

attempt to climb.” Today, she says, “I’m climbing up the chimney. And up on top, I know it’s good. 

I see blue sky. And once I make it to the top, I’m free.” Photo: Jackie Wong. 
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them but some friends either passed 
away or moved on. Some would 
change their phone numbers and I 
couldn’t reach them anymore.

Today, I’ve got one friend I’ve known 
for over 20 years. And I’ve been clean 
from heavy drug addiction for almost 
five years now.

My new friends and family today,  
especially those who I’ve met in the 
past two years, have shown me so 
much support. They support me 
when they buy copies of Megaphone 
magazine and the Hope in Shadows 
calendar. 

In addition to the wide-ranging 
community of support that I’ve 
met through Megaphone, I have my 
partner Adam. He has helped me stay 
clean. I love him so much. Adam, I 
wish finally to say thanks for all your 
support. I couldn’t have walked this 
road without you.

I have a dream that one day I will be 
able to save enough money to travel 
to Australia and meet the koala bears. 
I feel like I’m getting closer to that 
dream every year.

With your continued support, I 
hope to keep working to achieve my 
dreams. Thanks to all of you for your 
big hearts and for believing in me. 

stephen scott sells Megaphone at the corner of Davie and Thurlow in Vancouver’s West 

End. He arrived in Vancouver in 1994 at age 24, hopeful for a fresh start after surviving two 

life-threatening accidents and a major health scare. During his first years in Vancouver, he lived 

through some of his hardest years: he was homeless, he suffered tremendous loss in his personal 

life, and he lived through a serious drug addiction. Now happily housed in a BC Housing complex 

near Jericho Beach, Stephen is 44 years old, he has achieved four years of sobriety, and, in only 

two years of selling Megaphone, earned 2014’s Megaphone Vendor of the Year award. “I keep 

myself very busy. I have very good friends now, very good people in my life,” he says. “There 

was lots of support for me from people in society. I try to give back to them what they  

gave to me.” 

LosinG my fAmiLy And 
friends
By Stephen Scott

Back in 1997, I was working in retail 
in Metrotown. I received a phone call 
from my dad. He told me my mom 
was dying from bone cancer. She was 
losing lots of weight and taking  
morphine to kill the pain. My dad 
told me to come to Montreal as soon 
as possible. The doctor had told my 
dad my mom would not survive the 
bone cancer, and she only had a cou-
ple of days to live.

I left for Montreal right away. When 
I arrived at the airport, my brother 
picked me up and brought me to 
the family home, about a half-hour 
drive from Montreal in a town called 
Saint-Hyacinthe. The whole family 
was at the house. A couple of tense 
hours passed. We received a phone call 
from the family doctor to let us know 
my mom had just passed away.

She was only 60 years old. The last 
time I saw her, she weighed about 
190 pounds. When I arrived at the 
hospital, I saw my mom lying down in 
the hospital bed, but I didn’t  
recognize her. She was only 78 
pounds. She was very white and I 
could see only bones. I touched her, 
and she was very cold.

I started to cry. I felt like I was going 
to faint. My dad gave me some pills to 
calm me down. 

After the funeral service, I spent 
some time with my family. Then it 
was time to fly back to Vancouver. 
Through all the chaos, I was late for 
work by a few days. So when I arrived 
back at work, they let me go; they 
said my sales were too low. 

I was still grieving the loss of my 
mom. And then, to make matters 
worse, my best friend got deported to 
Mexico a month later. He had  
forgotten to renew his visa.

I felt so alone. I’d just lost my mom, 
my job, and my best friend. I was very 
depressed. I started going out to bars 
to try and meet people. 

Someone told me if I wanted to forget 
about everything happening in my 
life, just take some drugs—they’ll 
make you forget about everything for 
a while. It was tempting. So I tried 
them, but nothing happened. So I 
tried something harder. It kicked in. 
And it helped me. All of a sudden, I 
didn’t have to think anymore. The 
mess of the last few months faded 
away. I became addicted to that drug. 
I felt better, but I still missed my 
mom and my best friend.

I spiraled deeper into my addiction, 
and became increasingly unlike the 
person I was before. All my life before 
that time, I was travelling. I had  
wanted to take pictures in every 
major city in the USA and Canada. I 
met new friends and I got attached 
to them very easily. But every time I 
moved to a different city, I lost them. 
I tried to keep in touch with some of 
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ways. You’ll know what I mean when you think of the last time 
someone thanked you for a kindness you offered them, or when 
you selflessly checked on a friend who was ill and they sincerely 
thanked you for caring.

Thank you, Tim, for reinforcing my beliefs and cultivating a pure 
heart and being true to it. And thank you to Christy Gass, our 
building manager, for all the work you put into organizing this 
day, for the caring you showed towards all of us struggling here. 
It is people like you who justify the choice of your company’s 
name, Community Builders, because on this day, the sense of 
community was felt by all.

Today, I felt compelled to re-establish a friendship with someone 
I knew. She was so happy to see me. She positively glowed and 
asked if I could help her out with something around her place 
because her physical health was failing. Of course, I assured her. 
With pleasure. Isn’t that what friends are for?

I am now more confident that when I die, at least a couple of  
people will say that I tried hard to be a good person and made 
them feel their lives were worth something. What do you want 
people to say about you after you die?

UnTiTLed on pUrpose
By Johnny “Chihuahua” Jaworski

Today is January 2, 2015. It’s the second day of a New Year. Little 
did I know how prodoundly an event on this day would affect me. 
As I begin to write about it, I’m unsure how I am going to express 
what I want to say because my entire being—physical and  
spiritual—is totally numb. But I know I must. Something out 
there is pushing me to be like Nike to just “do it.” To pour it out 
of my heart where I have discovered my most powerful voice 
seems to reside.

Speaking of hearts, today we celebrated the life of a man who had 
a very large one. One that was still beating loudly in the lobby of 
the 110-year-old building where he lived and died, a heart that 
still touched so many in special ways. Although his heart was 
pumping no longer, now it was talking and singing through his 
little brother Chris and many other people who gathered to share 
the many ways that Timber had given so generously of his time. 
He cared selflessly about the well-being of his fellow men.

Timothy Hatt instantly knew what your virtues and talents were. 
And he was honestly encouraging people to develop these traits. 
To me, Tim was a tremendous listener and eagerly supported me 
by always having the time to listen to a story I’d written or  
wanted to write, or a song I’d written or had an idea about 
writing.

To me, Tim had the “God” thing, the thing that so many seek 
through religion but never really find because they look too deep 
and put too much trust in faith. Tim saw past all that stuff and 
just gave of himself. Caring, sharing with genuineness: that, to 
me, is where God exists.

Perhaps this numbness I was feeling was my inner self, alerting 
me to stop thinking, to be still, to observe, and to listen and 
absorb. Something important was happening here: What I saw 
was a room filled with an overwhelming sense of love, affection, 
warmth, caring, and sharing. And I concluded that beyond the 
words used by those who spoke of their interactions with Tim, 
the end result of their time with him was they felt they had value 
and worth. That their lives had been improved upon in various 

After being continuously denied subsidized housing, Johnny Jaworski found 

himself living in a dilapidated SRO located in the heart of the Granville strip. “I 

ended up in this place for five years. I got stuck there because I was poor. If you 

are already housed, unless you have some serious issue, you aren’t going to be 

considered for subsidized housing,” he says. Following a series of increasingly 

negative events, including an altercation with a fellow tenant and the death of a 

close friend and neighbour, Johnny became determined to find alternative  

housing. Now stably housed in a suite near the downtown public library, he's is 

astounded at the positive effects adequate housing has had on his spirit. “I’m 

excited when I get flyers in my mailbox, or when I go grocery shopping,” he 

says. “Moving out of that hotel has been a huge relief, I am finally feeling really 

motivated about my life.”
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With a little luck, we found some on 
nearby bushes. The dark red stood out 
sharply from the bright white snow 
all around us.

We started off by following the deer, 
which my dad had seen by now. How 
far he went, only time would tell—he 
had a pretty good lead. With packs, 
we went down one ravine, up, then 
up and over another. Then we headed 
down a draw and up a slope right at 
the top of a gulley.

My dad stopped and whispered, 
“Shhhh! Just a minute, everyone!” 
We were all silent immediately. And 
then he smiled. “Phhhhttt, okay, let’s 
go.” False alarm. Everyone cracked up 
laughing. My dad was a jokester like 
that. We continued on the hunt for 
the wounded deer.

Soon, the buck is spotted resting on 
a hillside. We were all so excited. But 
my dad says, “Wait! Maybe he has 
lost too much blood and can’t go no 
further.” The deer had travelled quite 
a ways, after all, and it was lying there 
as we came upon it.

Then, someone’s sudden movement 
must have startled it because it just 
up and bolted before anyone could 

react and get a shot. It bounded away 
from side to side in great big leaps.

It must’ve been energized, from what 
I don’t know. But we were back to the 
chase, going down a hill and towards a 
highway. No one could shoot because 
of the cars going by. So up and across 
the Number One Highway he went. 
As soon as we caught up, the deer was 
already heading down across the train 
tracks. Below was the mighty Fraser 
River, so we tried to catch it before it 
got there. But by the time we get to 
the bottom, we couldn’t shoot: he was 
already swimming across the river!

What a sad day; it wasn’t meant for 
us. But it was a weekend to remem-
ber. The following Monday, I went to 
school and told my cousin about the 
hunt. He lived across the river. “Boy oh 
boy,” he said, “That was the best deer 
meat I ever tasted!” I hadn’t realized 
he’d caught it instead! I just laughed 
and was glad someone enjoyed it.

This piece is dedicated to the memory 
of my dad, who has been gone now for 
10 years. But I do hold a lot of  
cherished memories. Thank you, Dad, 
for your many teachings in my life. 
And to all of you readers who help 
support the Megaphone vendors.

The hUnT
By Peter Thompson

It was a cool, crisp winter morning 
out in Boston Bar, B.C., the northern 
town where I grew up. I sat sipping 
a nice hot cup of coffee, the smell of 
bacon sizzling in the air.

I sat looking out the big picture 
window with a magnificent view. 
Visitors to our home always  
commented on this view. You could 
see a mountain that stretches up 
toward the sky. The mountain had 
the shape of a horse—probably 
from logging. As kids, we called that 
mountain horse my dad’s horse.

The mountain changed colours with 
the seasons. On a moonlit night, a 
huge snowfall made the mountain 
look incredible, like a huge glacier. 
“Any coffee on?” my dad would ask 
as he walked into the room. My 
thoughts snapped back from the 
spectacular mountain to the matters 
at hand in our living room. “Yeah,” I’d 
reply. “Wanna cup?”

Settling into breakfast, my dad would 
start to tell us about the deer he shot. 
I knew my dad to be a great shot 
because people called him One-Shot 
Louie. They called him that because it 
usually only took him one shot to get 
a deer or moose, and it usually takes 
much more than that.

The deer in question this morning 
was a four-point buck, which refers 
to the number of main beams on his 

antlers. Bucks grow one point each 
year. Four points meant he was still 
pretty young and healthy. But he’d 
not been caught, only wounded. It 
was foggy out and my dad couldn’t 
see it clearly. So he needed to finish 
the job today. 

He told me we’d go out after break-
fast. With everyone fed, we started 
up the mountain—me, my dad, and 
a couple others. The start was easy 
because we had a trail. But as you 
get higher, it gets tougher. The trails 
made for people give way to trails for 
deer only.

After about an hour of travelling, we 
arrived at the last spot my dad had 
seen the deer. The fog was lifted, but 
it was still a cloudy day. Quite a view 
up there, too. You could see all over: 
mountain peaks, hills, valleys, and 
many shades of colour.

While the view was spectacular, we 
were really looking for tracks, or any 
traces of blood left from the  
wounded deer.

Quite some time later, someone 
spotted tracks. We also had to look 
for blood to make sure it was the 
same deer that my dad had wounded. 

The trips peter Thompson made out to the woods with his family in the early part of his life are 

some of his first and fondest childhood memories. Since moving to Vancouver in the early 1980s, 

Peter has taken pleasure in recounting these memories through writing. “It brings me happiness 

to think back to these memories and put them to paper so others can read,” he says. The Hunt 

holds special sentimental value for Peter. “The story captures my dad’s memory because of the 

way we used to go out in nature all of the time and the way he was towards us,” he says. “He 

helped us to achieve all of these things like hunting and fishing and I wanted to honour  

him for that.”
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for almost three years. I live in Cedar 
Grove. It’s out on the gorge. It’s not 
too bad. I’ve got a bachelor suite and 
I’ve got a nice comfy bed to sleep on. 
And electric heat. Previously I lived 
for four years at the York Hotel, and 
before that I lived for 10 years at the 
Pandora Project on Pandora Street.

“I have friends in Cedar Grove here 
that I see pretty well every day. 
Things are going along really well. I’m 
not going to run out of peanut butter. 
I’ve got my peanut butter sandwiches. 
That’s all I buy on cheque day: peanut 
butter, coffee, milk, and sugar. It’s all 
I can afford, really.

“We need more money from wel-
fare. They’ve made us wait 13 years, 
now. The rates have stayed the same. 
Things keep shooting up in price. 
They’re not keeping up with what 
we’re getting. That’s why we see so 
much poverty nowadays.

“Homelessness in Victoria is a prob-
lem more recent than people think.”

delisle doucet sells Megaphone at Douglas 

and Yates streets in downtown Victoria.  

Photo: Adam Gilmer.

“I was homeless in the ‘90s. Back in 
the ‘80s, there was nobody sleeping in 
doorways.

“I was homeless in Courtenay. I was 
trying to live out of my car but it was 
a very difficult thing. And in Victoria, 
I slept in Beacon Hill Park more than 
once. I slept in the park in James 
Bay, too. I’d go there because I knew I 
wouldn’t get disturbed until 7 o’clock 
in the morning. My blanket saved me 
on a number of occasions.

“When I was sleeping on the ground, 
I was lucky to get an hour and a 
half ’s sleep with no mattress. The 
thing  about sleeping outside that 
people don’t realize is that when it’s 
windy, there’s no way to get out of the 
wind. And that’s a big problem, right 
there. Sometimes, I didn’t even have 
a blanket.

“The night that I almost froze to death, 
it was February, years ago now. I had 
a blanket and wound up in level-two 
hypothermia, which means that I 
have 15 minutes to warm myself up 
before it turns to level-three hypo-
thermia, which is always fatal. I sat 
up and wrapped my blanket as tight 
as I could around me, and stopped 

the shaking before I went to the next 
level. The thing that saved my life 
that night was I had a little bit of 
beer in me and it kept my blood from 
freezing.

“I’ve hardly ever panhandled. I used to 
go out and busk back in the day. I 
didn’t play anything. I just sang 
songs: “A Horse With No Name” by 
America, “Brave New World” by Three 
Dog Night, “Norwegian Wood” by the 
Beatles. I don’t sing much anymore. I 
just sell my papers.

“I started working as a street paper 
vendor in ’94, just before the toonie 
came out. I learned about it through 
the downtown Victoria community.

“Selling my papers has been  
tremendous. I’ve gone out and done 
really well and  got my needs met lots 
of times.

“There’s no comparison—there’s  no 
comparison between my life when  I 
was homeless and my life now. I’ve got 
a good place to live now and I’m happy 
with it. I’ve got everything I need and 
I’ve been getting by quite well.

“I’ve been living where I’m living now 

venDor Profile
deLisLe AUGUsT doUCeT finds his WAy home
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A person Who ChAnGed my Life
By Alice M

My son changed and saved my life. 
By ignoring me and hollering at me for using IV drugs. 
He hollered at me and said Mom, I don’t want you to lose you. 
You lost some of your friends already. I’m not going back 
to Van with you until you quit using. 
So I went on a one-month binge 
while he was in K. and I stopped after that. 
I’ve been clean going on 20 years now. 
Temptations were the hardest but I learned to self talk 
and think about my kids and say no.

fAreWeLL And 
GoodBye
By Garvin Snider

When I go from you, so very far away, 
know your love is in my heart, where 
it lives and stays. 

Through many lonesome nights and 
lots of long long days, know my heart 
and love will come back to you. It will 
truly find a way.

I will be sad when our time together 
runs out, and leaving I can no longer 
delay.

Please be patient and remember what 
we had together, how good we are 
when we play.

Don’t give up hope that our love is 
strong, enduring, and will overcome. 
For our hearts will return to each 
other, is what I earnestly pray.

momentUm
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TUrninG, TUrninG
By Ron McGrath

A lamb in a tiger’s den 
Changes into some other animal 
So he can fit in.
When one is young, and like a lamb

And he finds himself surrounded by tigers 
He realizes if he wants to fit.

He has to change to some other animal 
In order not to surrender his passions 
That are dear to him.

Yet, this is real:  
One day, he peels off his skin 
And he’s a lamb again.

end homeLessness 
ToGeTher
By Ron McGrath

Give a guy a home 
He’s got to know where to go.

Don’t give him money 
Money is no good! He needs a home

Give mortar and wood 
And the tools to build.

Also, give him a hand 
And your friend’s hand, too

Let’s be creative and build homes together 
The homes don’t have to be in the city 
They could be where the deers roam.  

ALL for yoU
By James Holden

Fall showers, winter storms, 
no matter what 
I’ll be there for you

Blue skies, sunny days, funny talks 
and midnight walks 
they’re all for you

Mind twists, stomach flips, 
heart aches 
all for you …

LoTUs
by Chayse Crossley

Om mani padme home 
says the inscription upon the wall 
in the sacred words of Sanskrit, 
right off Buddha’s tongue.

The floating lotus  
represents renewal

beauty 
that is born in the dark.

As it pushes its way up 
through the mud, piercing 
through murky dark water

blossoming  
upon the surface 
of the dancing waters, 
to greet the sun 
with such grace,

giving thanks, for allowing it  
to come from such depths  
of darkness.

Sit and be still  
little lotus, with me 
as I meditate

with you to truly find 
that same beauty

you are born with, 
within me.

Ron is a longtime Megaphone vendor who 

sells outside of Choices Market at 16th & 

Macdonald in Vancouver.
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the top of Grouse. From where he starts scarcely a mile from the 
ocean, Tim’s hike is 30 or so miles long. He does this two or three 
times a week which, to me, is incredible. Especially since he is 
homeless.

He remembers a formative experience in the woods. “I got into 
this wilderness program because I kicked a kid that bullied me. 
Shattered his nose, so the cops grabbed me, and put me in the 
Maple Ridge Wilderness Program,” he says. “It was supposed 
to be 42 days but I ended up staying for 63. Because I ran away, 
hitched a ride back home but my parents dragged me back.”

It was a trip that made him realize his potential. “The instruc-
tors showed me what I could do,” he recalls. “They pushed us 300 
miles in four days, 5 a.m. to 9 p.m. We were nine people in a  
Voyager canoe. We started from Yale, went around to Seachelt on 
the Sunshine Coast and ended at Porteau Cove.”

There were few comforts on the journey. “One meal a day was all 
we were allowed. I got a can of sardines and a cracker for lunch,” 
he says. “Mind control. The power of suggestion. Neverland, no 
snivelling. [They were] survival instructors straight out of the 
army, Green Beret, Rangers and SAS, and a triathelete. The idea 
of the program was to teach the boys discipline and how to  
surpass their perceived limits.”

I ask him how he ended up homeless. “My girlfriend threw me out,” 
he replies.

As for his dreams, goals, and plans for the future, Tim has 
many: “To get this disease (Attention Deficit Disorder) gone 
and try and get some housing, get into acting and make my own 
survival gear.”

Tim stood out at the shelter. It wasn’t his clothes, although that 
in itself made him a man apart. It was the way he carried  
himself which was different from most: his casual, matter-of-
fact way of telling me about certain challenging times in his life 
has given me an appreciation for his honesty, and his directness. 
There are no embellishments to his tale, no self-pity or sorrow.

The way he faces his challenges in climbing the mountain is the 
same way he faces life. He’s an honest, straightforward but gen-
tle person who has seen a lot of life’s negativity. 

AT The norTh shore LookoUT sheLTer, 
There’s more ThAn meeTs The eye
By D

Last year I fell on hard times. I wound up staying in a homeless 
shelter in North Vancouver. During that time, I met some  
extraordinary people. Timothy Williams is one of them. I  
interviewed him because he wanted to share his life experiences 
with me.

The first thing one notices about Tim is his clothing. Today, he’s 
wearing a blue toque on his head, a yellow rain jacket with silver 
reflector strips on the front and back, black full-length cycling 
tights, long white socks that go past the knees, a pair of wool 
socks over those, and finally a pair of light blue running shoes, 
the ones that might cost over $200. The second thing one notices 
is that he moves with a fluid, unconcerned grace. He stands for a 
moment, looking for me, before strolling towards the glass door of 
the shelter.

We sit in a small room. One wall is glass that faces toward the 
cafeteria and the front desk. Outside the day is cold, grey, windy, 
and wet with the day’s rain. The late afternoon light has faded. 
As the time for supper approaches, more people straggle in. Tim’s 
voice is thin and light and I have to strain a little to hear his 
words against the backdrop of the louder human sounds.

“Dad was a blue-collar worker,” he tells me. “I never wanted to do 
the job he did. I almost fell off the boom boat [a small, powerful, 
almost circular and highly manuverable boat used to herd logs, 
usually in a mill pond].”

Working outdoors ran in his family. A third-generation North 
Vancouverite, Tim’s maternal great-grandfather was the captain 
of the S.S. Beaver, the first steamship on the West Coast. His 
paternal grandfather owned a lumber mill called L & K Lumber. 

His full name carries the weight of generations: Timothy 
Williams Storey III. Like his ancestors, he is no stranger to the 
wilderness. Tim has been climbing Grouse Mountain since he was 
16 years old. These days, his usual route up the mountain takes 
him from the corner of West 2nd Street and Bewicke Avenue to 
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ChAsinG The drAGon
By Michael J. Diggs

Lightning in my room, crowding out the place 
Lit right up, the dragon I no longer chase

Life was cruel and paved so hard 
happy I made it with just a little scar

Been gone far too long, life was out of reach 
But now that I’m back, I can finally speak 
There was no hope, no light at the end of the tunnel 
But now I’m safe, no more trouble. 

No more needles no more stress 
I made it out alive and am feeling my best

Don’t know how long this will last but I feel great 
No more needles, I made my escape

Believe in yourself cause you’re all that you have 
Believe in yourself, forget your past

It’s a new day, a new chapter in your life 
Can’t believe you made it out of the  
DOWNTOWN EASTSIDE!

I learned a few things from Tim during my stay at the shelter: the clichés, the 
corny songs, the imperative to always look on the bright side of life.

After I left, I went back again to the shelter to find Tim, but he was gone. One 
of the the staff told me he was living underneath a bridge. I got directions but 
apparently I missed him. A few weeks after I met him again, and he was the 
same as he always was: always keeping positive.

Family breakdown and money trouble left d homeless for the first time last year. He stayed 

in two shelters, spending most of his time at the Lookout Shelter in North Vancouver. “I was 

expecting more of a Hollywood representation of what [homelessness] would be like,” he says. 

He didn’t expect to be met with kindness, resilience, and community. “Some of my problems 

pale in comparison to what my compatriots were going through at the shelter. Yet the majority 

trudged along. The people who were there long-term showed genuine care for each other. That 

surprised me; it just didn’t seem to fit with my expectations of what [homelessness] would be 

like.” D’s experience opened his eyes; he says it’s deepened his compassion and his appreciation 

for the struggles we all face. Now housed, D is looking for work. “Homelessness is something we 

as a society need to look at—it’s there, but we put it in the background,” he says. “Walk a mile in 

another man’s shoes. Then you’ll understand them.”
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ATTiTUde of GrATiTUde
By Jim Ryder

Many friends in this world 
have helped me on my way, 
with the things that they do 
and the words that they say. 
They’ve been there from start to finish 
on my long and painful road, 
with the gentlest of encouragement 
when I weary from the load. 
I sometimes wonder to myself: 
“What’s their motive for this task?” 
Then I realize, quite quickly, 
that’s not the question to be asked.  
But, rather: “What can I do 
to show my thanks for their love, 
that shines down constantly 
like the very sun above?” 
A gift would be, in comparison, 
like a base and gaudy bauble 
and this poem is not enough  
even if the sentiment is novel.  
So, how do I begin  
to balance out the scales? 
Maybe, tell you of the people 
who became the heroes of my tales? 
Yet, I’m not sure that’s right, 
they never did it for the credit, 
they didn’t tell me that they loved me 
so I could tell you that they said it. 
No, it would have to be action 
because I can’t rely on words 
and it’s through the acts of others 
that I soar with the birds. 
I think I know what I can do  
to help others who need a hand: 
Lift them up off their knees 
and support them ‘til they stand.

Eight years ago, a bout of pneumonia and a series 

of serious health complications left Jim ryder in a 

coma. Following his near-fatal stint in the hospi-

tal, Jim became serious about pursuing his passion 

for writing. Since he started writing in 2008, 

Jim has been published in Megaphone, Voices of 

the Street, and Geist. He also publishes his own 

chapbooks. “I want to write so that someone who 

is unfamiliar with the Downtown Eastside will lis-

ten and understand,” he says. Jim credits writing 

and the literary community as being impactful in 

his recovery. “I’m not exaggerating—writing has 

really changed my life.”
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