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	The Spare Changer

	Our mission is simple: To inform the uninformed, to entertain, and most importantly to foster pride and self- respect within and among the unsheltered homeless in Davis and Greater Yolo County. We do this by proffering something to you, our valued reader. Your donation, in this time of increased budget cuts to social services, narrows the gap between basic needs you and I may take for granted, but which remain unmet by social service agency funding and the truly courageous efforts of the sheltered and un-sheltered poor. “It is better to give than to receive,” says The Bible. We say it is even better to give something back. Read ‘The Spange’ and Enjoy!



	Alcohol, Drugs and Homelessness Part IlI:
Shakespeare Almost Had It Right

	


Used and Abused
By Lawson

Publisher, Editor-in-Chief

To use or not to use is certainly NOT the question; certainly not the question we ask ourselves. Those who think drugs and alcohol are not fun are either lying or don’t know any better, so of course they don’t even ask. (Whether ‘tis nobler….just kidding!) The body likes them, the brain loves them, but the mind is boggled by the social ramifications, not the least important of which is homelessness.  So those in this camp can be forgiven for believing so. Rehab teaches there are many triggers and recognizing them and applying the tools that “are there for those that are ready to quit” allows the addicted the luxury and time to answer the question. provided the question is asked before the beer that is one too many is drunk, the needle is inserted, or the pill is popped.) Truth be told, drink and dope…for those that cannot afford it, leads to both crime and homelessness. Something has to go when push comes to shove, and nobody on the streets will tell you different. Barely able to hustle enough for food and with an already established pattern of abuse, how can anyone save for and maintain rent? But what is as subtle as it is insidious, and so horribly true, is that homelessness itself can lead you to drink in excess and seek  apathy, if not oblivion, in “uppers,” downers,” and psychedelics like ‘shrooms and ecstasy, prevalent here and everywhere. It takes away, for a time, the pain of failure in the game of mainstream life. And who in their right mind runs toward pain? Who in their right mind runs away from happiness? Well, only the “addictive personalities,” the truly mentally ill, the criminally insane, and the disenfranchised; these who make up the bulk of the homeless, not including families with children and those truly “in-between” jobs and so are homeless by circumstance. Waiting on Luck, The Good Lord, or The Lottery. And what is luck but “readiness prepared for opportunity?” But one must recognize opportunity when it presents itself! And what is ‘true’ homelessness by choice, not to be confused with those that suffer homelessness because of choices that do not result in income respectable and sustaining?

Now it’s no secret I’ve done my share of drinking, particularly in the last 6 or 8 months or so. I had been given to Courvoisier, in a heated snifter with an orange juice chase, no ice, for many years before this ( when I could afford it) once or twice a month on my disability-based income. Of late, it had been  small bottles of wine that have never seen a grape. Really cheap stuff that shouldn’t be sold as singles.  During my college years it was Canibas Indica, what is now called “the chronic”, and later in life it was cocaine when it was the real deal, not the garbage ‘crack’ ruining lives by the hour… Cross-tops, speed, crank, nor ‘crystal meth’ was never interesting to me, except academically, from a student of psychopharmacology’s point of view. Nevertheless, I didn’t really go that route, though I did lose a great gal, the first and only that was good enough for me that also thought I was good enough for her, and a very nice apartment in San Francisco’s Cow Hollow community by “choosing (drugs) over her.” (Gladys, I am sorry, but you know that)  This was many years ago. Anyways, what I want to say is that during this four issue series themed around substance abuse and homelessness, a couple of trips in the slammer for drinking in public and BUI ( I’ve got issues with that call, but the cops were just doing their job, I must admit, and I should have thanked them for it) not withstanding, I’ve been pretty good about rewarding myself with ‘good cheer,’ as opposed to making it a “way of life” as do so many of my sheltered and unsheltered poor contemporaries. What’s my secret? I ask my self the question: To use or NOT to use…? I’m certainly no better than they are, perhaps not as good, considering my educational and, arguably, intellectual advantages, but just as certainly I try to recognize opportunity for progress, for achievement, for happiness in forms other than drugs or drink. And herein is lies our laws and legislatures challenge: We, as a community, as a society, cannot expect people to live life “the same way” and expect different results. We cannot tell the addict or alcoholic to “quit” while still homeless. And let’s face it, ‘rehabs’ don’t work (do your own homework on recidivism.) So what must we do? House first, and spend the tax dollars on and after that with on site counter relapse tool training.

I for one am homeless by choice, and neither alcohol nor substance use or abuse put me here. Truth be told, and I’ve said so more than once, “good drugs and bad women” have caused me to make more than a few mistakes in life. But my choice to not spend my less than $1000 per month fixed income on rent is the right choice for me. I’ve been waiting on truly affordable housing in Davis, where I have chosen to live in semi-retirement. The new Caesar Chavez Project, which should begin occupancy in the next 5 months or so, has selected me amongst others, and so I have a chance to live …pay rent, eat, pay utilities and finance the trappings of normal living…on a budget that would otherwise only ‘work’ if I were to live with a room mate or two. Again, I’m a little too long in the tooth to compromise in this way. A non-“significant other” and four walls, a ceiling and a floor just doesn’t do it for me. Then, to have nothing left to move forward in life?  This is no life. I much prefer to get lucky in the lottery… See, when you pay the bills and have nothing to look forward to but the four walls, the compromises necessary to live with others simply because you cannot afford to live alone, and the next check “on the first” you are miserable. Oh, living homeless has had some down sides; for the past two years I’ve lived alone in two, 12 man tents. Large bed, desk, and other furnishings “recycled” from apartment dumpsters abandoned by students leaving and not needing to take these things with them. In the last 8 months I have been victim to two arson fires, a couple of bicycle thefts, not to mention going into my camouflaged sites late and coming out before daybreak. Rather inconvenient, and not the sort of concern one has when one is housed and living in the mainstream. I have been living in the mainstream to an extent, but living very much the homeless lifestyle, if you can call it that,  nevertheless. Why, in the last couple of months, it has just been me and my backpack, which carries my ‘office’, my clothing ‘closet’ and ‘bedroom’ in the form of a quite warm down mummy sleeping bag. My quasi-secret crash sites of late are safe enough if not condo comfy, and I can suffer this happily knowing my days and nights of affordable homelessness may soon come to a close. Long a proponent of both Prop.63 and The Caesar Chavez Project, as luck would have it, I think I too will personally benefit. Score a couple for the good guys! 

Oceanside Condos for the Homeless
By Richard

Director of Outreach, TSC

My title caught your eye. Excellent! The homeless really deserve beach side property to call their very own. Or perhaps we can buy a plot of land one block from downtown and provide 24 hour concierge service for our homeless. A Condo is a form of housing and who would not give a leg to live ocean side in a condo. I admit I am being slightly obnoxious when I mention 24 hour concierge service in a condo setting as a solution for our homeless in Yolo County and beyond.  I mean a condo would only provide a form of housing for our homeless in a beautiful setting, the beach. However, there would be the absence of supportive services to help our homeless. Our homeless need assistance with getting jobs, detoxification services, bus passes, and shelter. Many people will agreed with me that the homeless need the above but many after acknowledging the problems of the homeless, a small minority will just go on with their own lives and leave the problems of the homeless up to county government and city government to solve. No wonder homelessness still plagues us in California. Doctors at The University of California, San Diego and the San Diego Police Department conducted a study that calculated the cost of chronic homelessness. The joint study team from San Diego followed 15 chronically homeless people for a year and a half and found that the homeless caused the government to spend an average of 200,000 dollars per person per year. These costs included treatment, police costs, jail, court costs and hospital care. Other commentary suggested it would have been cheaper to put the whole homeless group in beach side condos for a year!
(http://www.vcreporter.com/article.php?id=4542&IssueNum=120)
This should be enough argument for those who feel that money for shelters is un- needed. In the long run, the un-sheltered will cost the tax payer more money in the end!  So now you are with me; I see  that our homeless really need housing and supportive services. Great! I wonder why providing housing for the homeless takes such a long time. Why does housing our fellow human beings have to be so political? We in the community will get involved politically over a dog park and the rights of dog owners or a new Target but not housing for the homeless. We should find some downtown property for the homeless and lease the property to the homeless rent free for a year. I was reading about a case recently of a Japanese Billionaire Genshiro Kawamoto who opened up three mansions for the homeless or low income of Hawaii. Here is a guy who jumped over all the politics and miles of paper work to provide housing for the homeless. This billionaire plans to provide 8 more homes for the homeless, allowing the low income or homeless to stay in the housing for up to ten years (http://au.news.yahoo.com/070323/2/12usj.html). We do not have to wait years and years and years for new mixed housing for special populations in our community. Being homeless amounts to a crisis and is a state of emergency. If a famous musician was coming to Davis and asked some one in the city government or in the community for assistance with housing for a night, the musician would not have any problem finding housing. If a homeless person did the same, the homeless guy would be referred to a shelter. Status and money will get you very far in life with housing and career prospects. This is something we come to learn from our college Introduction to Sociology course. Once a person is born in poverty, it is very hard to get out of it, this is from Sociology 1 as well!  Lets get real! Some in our homeless community will be successful at getting on their feet with the current shelters we have but others in the homeless community need shelter as a first step. If a small minority in our community can get over the politics, stop fussing and just accept the fact that our homeless should have shelter our homeless will be housed and have a higher chance of success with job searching or staying sober. Of course we need more drug rehabilitation programs and mental health services but housing is the pillar which allows other social programs to be successful. Next time you see a homeless person, feel free to give  food, or a room in a house for that matter! 

A New Start Here?

By Davey

I’ve been homeless before, this time fort maybe only a month. I made it to Davis maybe three weeks ago from Reno. But we have to go back to the beginning, where I started from, New York City, to understand where I’m coming from, and understand where I’m going. Where I’m going is the most important thing, but I want to talk first about how I grew up. I’m 35 now, and grew up on Manhattan Island. In my neighborhood, kids were runnin’ around the streets all night, y’know, because it was a lot more fun than sittin’ at home watchin’ TV. Or just sittin’ doin’ nuthin’. So being homeless isn’t the big problem; survivin’ homelessness is.It’s not just my problem, it’s our problem. It’s everybody’s problem. There’s people that feel distressed about seeing people down and out on the streets, people that are homeless…or maybe not homeless, but on the streets . These people may not be homeless, exactly, but may have only enough income FOR their rent. They go to soup kitchens.  They get free clothing. They talk to other people. Some socialize by smoking  The Chronic or by drinking beers, some don’t. Some other people might do some OTHER things, like hard drugs.

For the last four years, living in Reno was very good. Because there are plenty of jobs, lots of all-you-can-eat buffets in the casinos…lots of women, too. I worked construction. Reno is called the Biggest Little City in the USA. There is so much to do and it is expanding. It’s growing fast, and this means there are more jobs. So that was good. That was lucrative for me. I lived in a house with three other people that I knew. Big house. We shared the rent. It was pretty expensive there, but three people could afford to live in a large comfortable house. Then a friend gave me a bus ticket to Sacramento, because I lost my job. I lost the job because I was doing construction at sites all over the state, and I couldn’t drive. No driver’s license. I don’t really know HOW to drive. I grew up on an island, and didn’t need to drive. I walked or rode a bike, mass transportation, or my skateboard when I was young. Davis is like Manhattan in that you can get around with a bike, without needing a car…or you can walk right through it. When I got to Sacramento, I only had a little money; enough for a couple of beers and something to eat. Next day I set out to find work and I ran around town checking different construction sites. No one would hire me. I found it really difficult to find work if you don’t have a phone number or address.  I stayed less than a week. I didn’t like Sacramento. There are a bunch of snooties and two-legged rats runnin’ around the streets. It made it look bad for everyone that is homeless. They (‘housed’ people) don’t want to stop and talk to you. They think that everybody is trying to steal; take or ask something from them. It’s kind of difficult to even ask somebody for change to, y’know, just  get something to eat. Then one day on my panhandling mission, ‘spanging’ for an organization (not for profit), I was taking donations for the Feed the Hungry Brother Fund. (I am that hungry brother.) I ran into a girl who was handin’ out flyers for an event here in Davis. I read it and she told me how to get here.

The event was called Picnic Day and about fifteen minutes after I got off the buss here in Davis, I was following the directions to this party described in the flyer she gave me. I ran into dozens of people there and on the streets. Just drinkin’ and partying ; everyone was nice to me. I’d walk by a house and people would offer me food…just feed me; without my even needin’ to ask. Despite it being raining, people’s spirits were up; the rain didn’t hold them back. Not one bit. Davis was rockin’ and it gave me a good impression of the people…they stuck together. There would be somebody all drunk, and there would be five people holding him up and getting’ him home. Or some place safe. This made me feel a lot more comfortable than in Sacramento or some other cities.

So here I was in Davis with no place to stay and no money at all. I happened to walk through the (Central) park. I didn’t even know there were homeless people here. First thing I did was to find out what kind of resources and help were available to me and other homeless people. The next day I went to 1111 H. Street. Somebody at the park told me about it. When I got there I went to the office and talk to the lady and she gave me a clothing voucher. I got an appointment the same day, and got some clothes. My shoes were falling off me and my socks were standing up all by themselves. I’d take ‘em of and they’d still be standing! I got a brand new pair of shoes, the one’s I’ve got on now, and two pairs of socks. That helped me out very much so I could walk around and explore the city and look for work.
I’ve asked people for work, like if they need any help. It’s hard to get work starting from scratch. it’s hard to maintain too, because you don’t have an adequate wardrobe. You can lose your job if you come in to work wearing the same thing every day. I have these and some other barriers to housing and employment, but things are starting to look up and develop. It’s going to be all right. Looks very promising, and if I get this job or some other, I will redeem myself and get back on my feet. 
You want to know where everything is when you go to a new city. You want to know where the post office is, where you can get something to eat like Taco Bell or some other restaurant. I wake up, I’m depressed, because I don’t have a job yet or a place to stay. I’ll need a beer, so I sit in front of a liquor store. It’s better to be honest. When I’m outside a restaurant, even, I’m more likely to get a beer. Other times, in front of a liquor store, I may use my beer money to get something to eat.

But the question now is “Where am I going?” The way it is now, sometimes my life becomes like a whirlpool. I wake up, I’m depressed. I drink a little bit, I get myself something to eat, go back to sleep and wake up and do it all over again. In my back pack right now I have a filled out job application. One place I went to wouldn’t even give me an application because I did not yet have an address… I have since found I can use 1111 H Street. I’m turning in this application in a couple of days. I’m guaranteed an interview on the same day. That’s why I’m applying, because  I didn’t want to leave a message at 1111….I just kinda felt bad about doing that because sometimes people, they pre-judge you,  judge you before they even KNOW you, when they call and  have to leave a message . They might screen your application and throw it back in the pile. They might think somebody else is more qualified that has a car…or their own phone. Or a stable address. I don’t think homeless people are the problem. I think it’s (other) people that is the problem. Prejudging homeless people: That… is the problem.
…And It Still Is

By Robert

I still struggle with my addiction on a daily basis. Some days are easier than others. Staying away from the old crowds, people I used to hang around with, is hard. It’s hard because I’m constantly running into them on a daily basis because I am homeless; we see each other if for no other reason than we are clients of the same social services that help us everyday. And that’s how it becomes a struggle everyday; some in the old crowd still wants me to be in the shape they are in. It’s like holding me hostage. It’s like, a lot of people out there that’s still drinking or using, don’t feel good about themselves, so they’d rather pull somebody into their game to make them feel better. See, most of society don’t care if you are trying to get clean and working on recovery, but I realize today I am worth something. By trying to stay clean, today, I have better choices in my life I can actually hold down a job …not really a job, but being out here as a Client Vendor of The Paper you hold in your hand is like a job because it, you know, it’s a commitment and a dedication to the community. So it actually is a job…TSC has been patient with me.
The donations you give in exchange for The Spare Changer help me on a daily basis. If you want to wrap it up in one package, it takes care of my basic needs which, I admit includes cigarettes, but also shopping at the thrift stores, and eating at the fast food places. They all know me well by now, especially since I’m there longer than most; no place home to go to. Get the picture?  Yes, I am still homeless and waiting for affordable housing. But you know how things are: everything takes time, and affordable housing in Davis takes up to two years, so what do you do...? In the meantime, you know, “it is… what it is.” I wake up, I “come to,” in the morning, and I deal with life.

Just realizing what is important in my life, as far as family, friends and people who are trying to support me with what I’m trying to do, keeping a positive attitude and outlook on things, keeps me motivated to keep going. I have a better relationship with my mom now. I can actually go into her home now and be trusted; even saved enough money to visit her last Christmas. That was great, because she is my only family. As far as friendships, I have people that support me with my recovery here in Davis. I touch basis with them on a daily basis, and they give me hope and strength to carry on that day. I am talking about ‘friends’ in recovery. We meet at the many NA meetings available in town. You should go to one, just for the experience: By my experience going to these meetings, I’m around a fellowship of  people that aren’t drinking or using, and have found another way to live through the 12-Step Program. This is where I find my strength and hope. I “stay connected.” If you go to a Narcotics Anonymous meeting, you will see, right away, what I mean, in the first three steps of the 12-Step Program:  In the First Step we admitted we were powerless over our addiction and that our lives had become unmanageable. And in the Second, we came to believe that a power greater than ourselves could restore us to sanity. In the Third, we decide to turn our will, and our lives, over to the care of God as we understood him. Basically, the first step says “I can’t”. Step Two says “He can” and Three,” I think I’ll let him. By putting my faith into my ‘higher power’ and into people with more sobriety than me at this point, I’m  given the strength I need to carry on. And then there are supporters like Cindy Burger, Bill Pride and the staff members  at Davis Community Meals Resource Center, like Inessa, Becky and Jaimie. They are all part of my support system also. And of course, readers like you.
Hope, Faith and Recovery
By Patrick
Greetings and peace to my dear readers!  Last issue, I spoke about hope.  I have previously stated that I believe that without hope, I believe that we don't really have much of anything.  Another necessary component of our "recovery" of the total person, I believe, is faith.  My personal life has been recently been quite "tumultous", with things happening that are surprising me.  I am coming to the deep realization that change, any kind of change, is not always easy.  Having a "human side,” I don't always like the events that happen to me...sometimes I just want that things should go smoothly and that I would just learn what I am supposed to via osmosis!  :-) Sadly, that is not the case.  If there is to be any type of spiritual/mental/physical growth from the things that happen to me, I am learning that it won't be easy and that there is usually some type of pain and/or discomfort involved.  Again, I say that I am learning that change is more often than not, a difficult experience.  Here, now, is where faith comes in.  I believe that everything that happens to me can work for my own spiritual/mental/physical good, should I choose to let things.  The 20th verse of the 8th chapter of the Book of Romans states: 

 

"All things work for the good of those who love God, who have been called according to His purpose..."

 

This is big. This is really big. This verse tells me that everything is working for me to become a better spiritual being both physically, mentally, and spiritually.  I am learning that I do not have to like some of the things which happen to me.  However, I must accept them as working for my own good.  "Like" and "accept" are two different things entirely.  In order for me to have acceptance, I must have faith.  I must have faith that all things truly are working for my own good.  The concept of  "like" is moot when faith is there that all things are as they should be.  When I come to a deeper realization of that, then I can develop a closer relationship to God as the loving Father that He is.  I know that whatever I ask for with faith in His Name, I with receive it....no matter what it is.  I am coming to the deeper realization that God is truly doing for me what I cannot do for myself.  Even though it is painful at times, it is still a blessing.  No one has ever said that all blessings will make me feel "warm and fuzzy"!  I am learning through faith that it is not about warm and fuzzy, but about growth and change.  It is not about having everything running smoothly, but about growth and change.  It is not about like everything that happens but about growth and change.  I am coming to the deep realization through faith that God the Father is molding, refining, and shaping me and I MUST step back and let Him do his work.  And for this I need faith, hope, and trust.  However, it is a paradox...I can't have any one without first having the other two... 

 Prayer, meditation, and being in a calm state of mind once in a while, have helped much.  It is both a relief and a blessing not to have to dwell on "likes" and "dislikes" even if only for brief moments here and there.  I find that as I progress on "the journey" these moments are getting longer and longer and that it is seeming to cumulate into a continuous stream.  I find that this really helps me to be present in the true moment of NOW.  And again, I find it is a joy to be… present.  Through being present, I have found a bounty of peace, hope, and faith.  I find that these are there, and that I just have to tap into them. I have found that I have also tapped into a balance and calmness as well.  To be truly present before God is both a joy and a blessing.  To be present to my true self is a joy and a blessing.  To have Faith is a blessing.  The refiner's fire is blazing and I am truly ready for all that is happening.  I pray for all of us that the God of Faith and Love will bless and richly receive us!!! 
 "It is necessary to be strong, in order to become great; that is our duty.  Life is a struggle, which we cannot avoid.  We must triumph!"
Down But Not Out

By Keith C.

“Well, this time around, a couple, three years. I broke up with my ex, my daughter’s mom. I was raised in Southern California I was wrapped up in the drug scene in the ’80s and ’90s. Pretty much it took over to the point I couldn’t hold a decent job. I was smokin’ a lotta pot; alcohol was my biggest one. Did a lotta coke. Did a lotta meth. But never got into heroin or any of the intravenous drugs ’cause I can’t stand needles… Started hitch-hikin’ around the country; went everywhere! Texas a couple of times, Colorado once or twice. Down to Florida, half hitch-hikin’, half hoppin’ freights, just ’cause it seemed like the thing to do. It was probably dangerous; didn’t think much about it at time. Looking back on it, it was dangerous as hell but I didn’t care at the time. I’ve been to a few AA meetings, NA meetings. They make the point that using drugs is an escape. A lotta people change their geography, their locations, trying to escape their problems by escaping their surroundings But I think you bring all that baggage with you. I’ve traveled a lot; seeing new places, meeting new people. Lately, I traveled to Idaho. Coeur d’Alene. I’ve been back in Santa Cruz 3 days this time but I lived here before, thirteen years ago. I’m writing a book. I have a story to tell. Maybe I can be an inspiration to somebody else. Oh, I can get job anywhere when I’m clean and sober. It doesn’t matter if I’ve been in that town or not. If I want to be in that town bad enough, I know how to make it work!

Editor’s Note: at this point it begged the question, “So what happened? Why are you crashing in the woods and eating here with the rest of us? 

When I broke up with my daughter’s mom, I had been with her almost nine years, and my daughter was 6 or 7 look back on it now and she was a rebound from my son’s mom, whom, I was with for 10 or 11 years. We were doing a lot of meth. She was basically the one who got me into it. Course when I did get into it, the addict in me took over. I have an addictive personality. That would have been it. A few years ago I couldn’t have admitted that but now at my age (43). I’m not afraid to admit it. It’s time to face up to it… Anyways, after almost eleven years we broke up, due to the loss of my second son, due to drugs. He’s still alive alright, but he has a lot of mental issues. She was using all through the pregnancy, right up until the day she went into labor. Believe me, it wasn’t a real pleasant time of my life. I mean, it didn’t help that I was doing it too, but we all tried to tell her, all our friends did, to stop for the baby’s sake, but she didn’t listen, she couldn’t/wouldn’t! It tore me apart! I just couldn’t stand to be around after that. The state took the baby away. Then I met my daughter’s mom. I met her through my other son who was in the same class as her daughter. Through a mutual friend, we started talking, gettin’ to know each other, falling for each other. Next thing you know, I’m living with her. She had two daughters at the time, 5 and 3 years old. She had her own apartment. What eventually broke us up after all those years, really, is that she did not use. I thought she would be the one to convince me to get away from it. But I was still in the same neighborhood; knew too many people. I thought I hid it pretty good, but I guess I didn’t and in the end it got the better of me. So now, basically, after three years of being separated from her, I’ve come back to Santa Cruz. Not start over again, but to start fresh. Not the same patterns that got me where I’m at. but by starting a new direction and settling down, to do things the way I know I can; beat my bug-a-boo, to start fresh and stay clean and sober. I believe I can do it here, start fresh here. The services they have, a big Center, will help. A couple a meals a day, health service, laundry, lockers, phone and voice mail and postal mail too.

Editor’s Note: And yes, there is a Santa Cruz Edition. See you there!
Ah, To Be Like Mike
An Interview with Micheal Washington at Davis’ Delta of Venus
“I’m not homeless, I’m a traveling salesman” is what Mike said to me. Oh, he had said a bunch more in our short conversation and, actually second encounter here in Davis. I had met him a few evenings before, just as we were passing one another in front of Jack-in-the-Box, but this time it was at the tables  in the courtyard of DOV, ‘TSC Central,’ now that E Street Roma has become Pretentious Peete’s…(oops, my bad!) This is man, truly homeless by choice, interested me; inspired me really. Neither of us, at the time of our conversation, intended the talk to be an interview for publication in this month’s issue of The Spare Changer. I found remarkable in this superb specimen of a 65 year old Navy retiree, his clear and cogent expression, his new Giant brand bicycle bought by himself for his 65th birthday, his complete comfort; mostly I found remarkable that this travelers homelessness was not a hardship for him. I asked him to tell me a little about himself. It turns out that he helped start the Bike Church in Santa Cruz, “the largest bicycle repair shop in the tri-counties.” He remarked that two thirds of the transients that come into the bike Church are transients, and that no one is turned away for lack of funds. One can put together a bike there for no charge if they do the work themselves. There is an agreement by the city that they receive a certain number of bikes quarterly. They could get anywhere between thirty and fifty bikes at a time. They Are given to poor families, and anyone can come in to assemble or repair a bike.” I thought this super, especially since I myself had recently learned of Davis’ own bike church. Their “Ten Commandments” posted prominently as you enter the dome tent escape me now, but the bottom line was respect and donate if you can. And most do.

When I give talks, I point out some things. What ‘Green’ is…. What I think ‘Green’is…It’s the ability of people my age, our age, to be able to use our bodies with grace in our older years;’ and the bicycle is the perfect tool to achieve this excellence in everyday life. It’s transportation. It’s a way to get around that doesn’t cost money. I always tell people that social security in our older years is the ability to carry around our body in grace and be healthy through bicycle. I think if you are healthy, all of the things will flow suit. My life is a testimony to that. I do not abuse drugs or alcohol; I DO smoke a little bit of pot. Even before the navy I smoked. A lot as a kid. I grew up in the Midwest, and back there and then it was hash. My choice to live on the road is a choice to do just that nothing     to do with smoking pot; think what you will.”

“My first big trip was when I was fifteen years old. I ran away from home you could say .I left upper Michigan on my birthday, April 8, 1958. I remember my first hill, Lolo Pass. It goes right through the Rockies. The grade was a very steep 16%.A 76 mile hill climb! Kit was the highest hill road in the northern hemisphere in the United States. When you are 15 in 1958 it’s a different world. People were very friendly to someone one the road. At was a time before America became afraid of itself. People are just afraid now. A lot of fear. A lot of propaganda. A lot of war. People are afraid of other people, themselves, of anybody that’s different. And when you’re out on a ride, on a bike, your extended family becomes as long as the route that you take. And if you go into it with a sense of integrity and honesty….I met a man on the road, Mr. Richardson. The only man I met on the road on that trip…just before the hill said something to me I’ll never forget: Never hold onto anything, always give it away. And you will always receive because of it. By that I understood him to mean if you give of yourself, you are in service to mankind. This is something I believed in, still believe in, and allow guiding me in life. The bicycle gives me a freedom that most people will never ascertain in their life unless they experience it them selves. I’ve traveled by bicycle worldwide since that first trip, and though out my travels I have been blessed. Totally...”
Editor’s Comment: and you are not alone. Keep on Trekkin’!
Editor’s Comment: I found Bike

I found “      Mike quite an interesting character on a variety of fronts: I found it most interesting to learn he is living on his Navy pension, but more interesting that he holds seminars and workshops across the country making and teaching bicycle trailer design and construction. “I call it the art of being human empowered.” He also told me of an interesting good deed that he’d done, initiated by the theft of his last bicycle: Someone, a kid, stole his bike. Well known on the street, it was one of some forty that was stolen. His was spotted, a kid was busted, and as part of his sentence and probation, the kid was apprenticed to him. This was in Oregon, and he was taught to weld. Specialty was boat propeller welding. I told him, because he had the kid arrested, I thought he was doing the kid a great service, not only by minimizing his jail time through apprenticeship, but also by channeling this kid’s motivation  and providing for his obvious need for guidance. “The father of the kid was pissed off that I’d ‘5-0ed’ his kid,” he said, but one has to figure that the parenting was the problem. A fifteen year old stealing bicycles? Something is wrong with this picture. And it goes on in Davis, seemingly every day of the week. I lost my Jamis just at the beginning of the month. Rode it two weeks…. To learn more about Mike and his travels, visit www.Bikeroute.com/Micheal Washington
One UCD Student’s View
By Ehsan
Today I heard someone say something that upset me. He said some socially accepted words of discrimination. A few hours before the Homelessness Awareness Rally at UC Davis, I was taking a test when my fellow student starts talking about how intolerable the homeless people in Davis are. He mimics a man politely asking for spare change, and responds to his imitation, “No I don’t wanna give you money! You’re just gonna use the money on drugs!” He sounded upset, but he was nowhere near as upset as I was. All I could respond with was an incredulous, “Are you serious?!” “Do I look like I’m kidding? You should’ve seen that guys teeth! Would it kill him to spend his money on a toothbrush?” 
The problems that I have with this young, sheltered man’s judgment of another human being are many, but I do see why he would hold his ugly prejudices. It’s a way for people to deny the reality of poverty and economic injustice. They put it all on an entirely individual level. They hold the downtrodden to blame for being trampled on. By framing everything in the context of absolute individualism and individual fault, these people can deny the problem of economic injustice and their duty to fight the problem.

To begin with, one should not judge. This is a basic tenant of many religions. “Let him who is without sin cast the first stone” comes to mind. This student did not know the homeless man personally, and he had no idea what the man would do with the 25 cents that could have come his way. Not all homeless people abuse alcohol and other drugs, and many homeless individuals have put their substance abuses behind them. As for those who are still battling their demons, what business is it of yours? Charity is an act of compassion. For Muslims, at the very least, it is a duty to share one’s wealth with those in need. The only way to help someone is to give them your financial support and your love. Stone-hearted people of privilege like my classmate share neither of these, and as a result have less love and more money to go around for them.

This student has no real experience and no real knowledge. He just lives his privileged life in oblivion of reality. As if the plights of the homeless were not already full of enough despair, people like this make life worse. By condemning and judging those in need for the tragic state that they are already in, they are living as far removed from a life of love as I can imagine. More important than their own spiritual decay, their actions only further push the desperate further into despair, making actual substance abuse far more likely.

Editor’s Note: I hope to hear more from Ehsan, a leader of tomorrow, leading today.
First and 
Foremost
(Reprinted)
 By Doc and Blondie

I’d wish to thank each and every person who has given donations to Blondie and me and read The Spare Changer. I have chronic back-pain, which is made worse by having to sleep in the cold, damp, and sometimes uneven ground. The meds don’t help much, and the best medicine in the world is a nice hot bath and sleeping in a real bed. Unfortunately, this isn’t covered by Medical, but it has been, by you who support The Spare Changer. Sometimes I can get enough for a room! THANK YOU!! 

Editor’s Comment: You are both welcome!

Recently, your generous donations have enabled me to get a second hand bike with a trailer and a trunk that locks so my stuff is safe and I don’t have to carry everything on my back! This helps me tremendously! 

I have applied for SSI but it will be months before I even get an answer. I hear they will automatically reject 90% of the applicants the first time, but usually get it on appeal. Most of my adult life I have had minor back problems, and have been homeless for 10 years and re-injured my back in 1999.That time the damage was major and permanent I’d always done physical labor and home health care but because of that I was unable to work. Since I couldn’t work, I became homeless and despair set in. I felt like I had no place to go and nobody even cared except Blondie, my poodle. She has been my comfort throughout my darkest times and so giving up my dog is not an option! I’d rather sleep in a vacant lot with my dog than in a mansion without her. I’m hoping to get a cheap van or motor home when I get my SSI, as my needs are simple. I believe in the philosophy: “Live Simply So That Others May Simply Live”, so a motor home or something like a VW camper would be perfect for Blondie and me. We could be comfortable and happy! All of my stuff safe! And I could sleep out of the weather in a real bed!

I really love the Davis community and I want to stay here. It’s the people… the business owners, even the cops treat me with dignity and respect, not so common in other places. Just because I don’t have a home yet doesn’t mean I don’t care about the community: I never leave trash around or camp in the same spot more than 2 or 3 times. In other towns, like in San Diego, I’ve been kicked out of coffee shops even when I was a paying customer, or not allowed to use the bathroom. Some places are trying to legislate homelessness out of existence: I have gotten tickets for “illegal lodging”, which meant taking off my backpack and sitting on it! Once about 6 of us were sitting in a public park and were asked to move. This “selective” enforcement of laws targeted homeless people—“No Loitering” signs by a public bench actually meant, “if you don’t look homeless you can sit there, but if you do, you get a ticket.” I’ve gotten bogus tickets for stuff like “Illegal Lodging”, “Camping”, “Loitering”, etc., for $300, and then been told it’s only a local city thing and they won’t extradite from out of town. This is legalese for “Get out of town or go to jail and lose your dog”, and my dog Blondie is my life, the most important thing to me. Sometimes I think Blondie is the only ‘person’ on Earth that truly loves me unconditionally, so when I get harassed like that, it’s time to hit the road. This is why I hadn’t been able to apply for disability before: It’s a long process that needs me to have a steady address.

Once again, thanks. I can’t even begin to express my gratitude to The Spare Changer, to the Davis citizens, to the business owners and even to The Cops, for helping us and most of all, for treating us with courtesy and respect.”

TSC Outreach and You

(Reprinted)

By Richard

Director of Outreach, TSC

Local response to the needs of the sheltered and un-sheltered poor involves the provision of food and clothing donations by social service agencies such as the Short Term Emergency Action Committee (STEAC).  In addition, Yolo County provides social services to the homeless and indigent in the form of a meager General Assistance cash grant, distribution of Federal Food Stamps to assist with food provision and Y-CHIP, the health insurance that is offered to the homeless who otherwise are not covered by Medi-Cal. And fortunately, Davis Community Meals, the exemplary bench mark Davis non-profit, founded in 1990 with the purpose of providing meals, emergency shelter for our homeless and long-term transitional housing programs to assist them in getting back on their feet continues its community conscious and compassionate efforts un abated save for dwindling funding sources. And yet, our homeless grow more and more disenfranchised by the government. Why?  One problem with current social service provision for the homeless is that federal and state funds for social services that serve the homeless are limited and the demand for such services is increasing at a ever expanding rate, this because more and more people are becoming homeless. Another is that social services funded by government do not have the staffing to provide case management for every homeless individual.  Case management and the related support that arises from it is essential to 

homeless individuals wanting get back their feet. 

Problematically, a sizable portion of our homeless population is not even aware of the social services that exist to assist them because some of these individuals have a preference to stay away from social service providers, for a variety of reasons, including but not limited to mental health impairments. This is where outreach and, hopefully, the judicious use of Prop.63 funds just recently allocated to California counties should come in quite handy.(Let’s see what the City of Davis and the county of Yolo does with it!)  Because of this disenfranchisement of the poor, homeless individuals must enfranchise or re-enfranchise themselves. This can only be accomplished with support from the larger community.  The Spare Changer, a local non-profit, assists homeless individuals with re-enfranchisement by providing them with these TSC journal/newsletters, together with our Outreach Components in development. We can do only so much without outside funding. It is our hope and expectation to motivate the larger Davis community, and other vested entities, to support us in assisting our sheltered and un-sheltered poor. Returning to the societal “mainstream” is the goal. TSC needs the assistance of the greater Davis community to encourage and promote self-enfranchisement.  

Community members can assist in the re-enfranchisement of the homeless by granting support of projects in development by The Spare Changer’s Outreach Component. We intend to mobilize the community to donate more monetary and product resources for our homeless and help propagate community dialogue around issues of concern to everyone. One of the first projects that the Outreach Component of the Spare Changer undertook was a series of homeless vigils that take place in the fall, winter, and spring season, t educating the greater Davis community about common themes that are pervasive in the homeless population: the high prevalence of health morbidities for our homeless population because of a lack of proper health care, the high prevalence of alcohol and substance abuse that arises, and because of the stresses of being homeless as well as because of the shortage of funds for medical detox programs and rehabilitation for drug and alcohol abuse. Our publisher has sponsored homeless vigils on the topics of mental health, emphasizing the importance of mental health access for our homeless population (or lack there of). One vigil for the homeless population took place in Central Park around the 8th of December. It attracted 17 community members from a diverse background of the greater Davis community where clothing and other essentials required for the day to day life of the homeless were provided. 

The community was encouraged to donate products that would be beneficial to the Davis un-sheltered. The vigil received press coverage which acted as a tool to educate people of the city of Davis about the issues of homelessness. We hope for more coverage throughout 2006-07. Other Outreach projects that the Spare Changer wishes to implement in the community in the future include a non-profit detox fund where community members donate monetary resources so that The Spare Changer, Inc can sponsor up to 10 homeless individuals a year to receive medical detox services and so these individuals do not have to rely on long county waiting lists for access to these programs. We are working on developing a system to funnel community resources to maximize the amount of Yolo County Bus passes that get into the hands of the homeless. Another Outreach Component that we are developing includes the recruitment of medical professionals, who otherwise do not serve the homeless in the community, to donate time from their schedule so that they can provide medical care to homeless individuals who otherwise lack access to care. Another project that the Outreach Component of The Spare Changer would like to explore includes a recruiting mechanism for community members who could provide case management and client guidance for homeless individuals who need guidance and encouragement in developing adaptive life skills and staying sober. 

After a homeless individual has been through the cycle of medical detoxification for alcohol or chronic substance abuse, it is then that he/she needs our help the most. Such a progressive, proactive case management system will decrease the long term rates of alcohol and substance abuse, as well as motivate them to stay on an individualized plan of success. Eradicating homelessness in our community involves providing more than just emergency shelter facilities, long term transitional programs or food or healthcare assistance. Eradicating homelessness requires community involvement in the above mentioned projects. Outreach, medical detoxification from chronic substance and alcohol abuse, as well as case management, is required to motivate upward social mobility. Eradicating homelessness is a long term process that requires the above mentioned components as well as the current established components working in tandem.  These are the goals of the Outreach Component of The Spare Changer, the 501(c) (3) and its name-sake publication, you now hold in your hands. Community members can e-mail The Spare Changer at thesparechanger@hotmail.com in order to be updated on at what stage one of our specific outreach projects has developed, and how you can contribute. Visit us at thesparechanger.org   By the way; we need a volunteer webmaster…(still).
Editor’s Note: Money is needed, immediately, to pay the State and the Feds…five hundred dollars each. This is for Recognition of Tax Exempt Status. Tax exempt status will allow TSC to apply for grants from the federal and state government, as well as from non-profit organizations and related foundations. These funding sources will enable TSC to further its goals in widening its Client Vendor Distribution Network, founding a non-profit detoxification fund,  acquiring discounted bus passes for the homeless, promoting and recruiting medical professionals in the community, motivating health professionals to get involved with health care delivery for the homeless, and paying fees associated with recruitment and training of Davis community members willing to provide  guidance and support. I ask you to donate monies for these two purposes (State and Federal) that we may apply for grants for which we know TSC should qualify. To add your name or business to our Patron List, please contact us by E-mail or cell me at (530) 848-5273. Thank you.
*****I like poetry that makes me think, I love poetry that makes me feel!***** 
the weight
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they cry until it feels good

they lie in wait 

they laugh until it hurts

they wait in public 
with those who wait

they wait as life 

rushes

to progress and errant Frisbees
floating

from one-paycheck-graced

caste-pedestal worker bees

they wait

for the human touch 

they lie in wait on sun-streaked

days, meditating the blues

to release their hungry

inhibitions

they wait

while children play 

naïve of broken lives 

like onion layer-on-layered caprice

bleeding lives courting death,

who patiently waits 

A Publisher’s Thanks:
I thank you all for your past and present support of The Spare Changer publication. This month marks the beginning of its third year and I am both pleased and gratified in its having become something of a conduit between the “haves” and “have-nots” of Our Little City, and all of us in between! The mandate of TSC has been to inform, entertain, and foster pride amongst the Client Vendors who might other wise be panhandling on our streets to make ends meet. For CV’s, The ‘Spange’ offers a vehicle for doing this at a time of dwindling resources to the disadvantaged and underserved. Because I have been a member of this community, which has been so good to me over the years, I am thankful for this opportunity to give a little something back. 

In addition, I would like to thank Davis Community Church, Davis Community Meals, Davis  Food Coop and others for their quiet yet unwavering support, as well as that of Core Area merchants, City Council and DPD for their patience , understanding and willingness to let a good idea, a good thing, come to some success. Before the year is out, our community will see an Interfaith Rotating Winter Shelter Program founded, the first of (hopefully) several lockers-for-the-homeless sites established, and other projects that bridge the resource gap between our mainstream and the sheltered and un-sheltered poor.
Next Issue: Alcohol, Drugs and Homelessness Part IV:
Opinions expressed are those of the authors and not necessarily those of the publisher.

Donations? Opinions? Gripes? E-mail to: thesparechanger@hotmail.com .  God Bless and thank you for your continuing support. Visit us at thesparechanger.org (530) 848-5273
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