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IN MY SHOES 
A play about poverty written by Jennifer Verquin

(As read by John- 10 years old)

Jacob I am
My name might be 
Jacob
I walk an awful lot and 
I write
I have no family, no home
And mostly nothing in the world
I don’t want your money
I don’t need you to give me anything
I walk an awful lot
And people tell me stories
I just want you to read
My name might be Jacob, 
Jacob I am 

(Calna and Chris sitting in office- Ray sitting at the table

Calna-   (hangs up phone) “Well, that brings the number up to 221 Good Food boxes to go out this month- getting really busy.”

Chris- “The numbers keep going up. That’s fine, though. I’m sure we’ve ordered enough produce.”

Calna- “I already brought the cheque to the wholesalers. How about the deliveries?”

Chris- “we have eight volunteer drivers- that should be enough to cover the deliveries.”
(Chris walks by to go and get his broom.)

Calna- “Hey Andrew! What’s the mouse count from Mike’s room at today?”

Andrew- “35 and counting! Thanks for the tip about the peanut butter- works like a charm! That dollar a mouse Mike gives me will help pay the rent.”

Chris: What’s that all about?
Calna:  What – didn’t you hear about it? Mike got a job and had been away from his room for 2 weeks.  .  He went to get some stuff after a couple of weeks and guess what.
Chris: what
Calna: It was infested with mice and they had destroyed most of his food and a lot of his clothes.  He hired Andrew to get rid of them at a dollar a mouse. 

(Teddy comes in)

Teddy - “Hi! Good morning!”

Everyone - “Morning”
(Teddy goes up to his table- starts to play cards with Ray)

Ray- “So- my deal?  And no cheating!” 

Teddy – “I don’t cheat – I am that good.”
(Student nurse comes in with Teddy- Stands behind him- spotlight)

Carol - “I’m a student nurse, doing my placement at the Soup Kitchen. This is    Teddy.”    
(puts hands on Teddy’s shoulders) 

Carol- “16 years ago Teddy’s wife left him. He tried to ‘fly’, and jumped off a 5 storey building, landing on the pavement. Teddy was in a coma for 8 months and in the hospital for 2 years in total. He broke his neck, and couldn’t walk. Teddy has been in a wheelchair since 1993.” 

(Nurse walks down center stage)   
Carol- “He proved all the Doctors wrong! They told him he would never be able to walk - but, today Teddy can walk with a walker. When Teddy first got out of the coma, he wasn’t able to talk- he used a pointer, and cards to communicate. As you have heard, Teddy can now talk; he comes into the soup kitchen every day, to talk to all the people, especially the girls!” (Walking down stairs, into audience)  
(Chris puts away his broom, grabs rag- wipes table)

Carol- “Every day, the soup kitchen gives him 2 sandwiches, and hot chocolate to bring home.”

Andrew - “Well Chris, how many do you think will be in for lunch today?”
(Sits on table- Faces audience)
Andrew- “5 days before the end of the month. You know it’s going to be packed in here, because most people ran out of money, and groceries by now. It’s a good thing the soup kitchen has bread donated to give to people, because that’s probably what most of them will be having for supper.”
Statistic
The World Health Organization has described poverty as the greatest cause of suffering on Earth. In Sault Ste. Marie alone there are approximately 18,000  people living below the poverty line. Many of these people are forced to either come to the Soup Kitchen, or go hungry.
(as read by Marcie, 11 years old)
I came here because my house burned down last night.
We lost everything. We had nowhere else to go.
I am so scared and don't know where to go from here. 
Would you reach out to me?
I am homeless.

(Go to Tracey and Bunny, walking in past the office- Tracey gets coffee first, sits, Bunny following right behind)
Tracey- (to Calna, as she’s walking in) - “The kids are home from school today, I can’t stay long.”
Bunny- “Why are they home? Are they all sick?”
Tracey - “Nothing for their lunches. I know if I send them to school with no lunches again, someone’s going to call Children’s Aid. At least when they’re at home I can make them some soup.”
Bunny – “I know what you mean! Lunch stuff is expensive! Try having one in high school, who’s too ‘cool’ to take lunches! He expects me to give him money for cafeteria food every day. I can’t keep up with that... (Pause) So what are you going to do until the cheques come out?”
Tracey- “I have no idea! Maybe I can talk to Carrie, and see if there are any granola bars or something like that.”
Bunny- “I wish I could have the kind of life that my cupboards and fridge were always full, and didn’t have to worry about my kids having to live on no-name macaroni and cheese.”
Tracey- “That would be the life!”
(Tracey and Bunny exit stage with Teddy)
Statistic:
Children from low- income families are 3 times more likely to have learning disabilities, conduct disorder, and attention deficit hyperactivity disorder. They miss school more often due to illness, they have higher rates of accidents, and are twice as likely to have impaired vision, hearing, and iron deficiency. If you are a single parent, your children have a 3 in 10 chance of living in poverty.
Erin:
The child is beautiful
His eyes filled with light
The blessing of children
I’m the lady with the soup kitchen baby
A mother speaks happily
With a smile
For the whole community to share
Later, a mother alone
Tells the story of motherhood
A father gone, who uses
And never sends support
The rent always late
And raised this year
The heat and hydro ‘public utilities’
Cut off three times in a child’s two young years
Assistance every month
Not quite enough
‘We’re happy though
Together,
And we’ve got the soup kitchen’
Mother and child smile...
-I am the lady with the Soup Kitchen baby-


Ardella ( read by Penny)
What does it mean to you to be poor?
How does it feel to be living without?
What would this look like in a painting? 

It is really hard for me particularly because I am pregnant.  I am on social assistance, so finding a place to live for $350 a month, everything included is impossible.  Once the rent is paid I receive only $180 to live on for the entire month.  After my bills are paid, I have next to nothing to spend for food.  Honestly, if it wasn’t for the soup kitchen, I most likely would have starved to death by now. 
It is also a pain because anytime I need to go to the doctor or even to the Soup Kitchen, I usually end up having to walk or try to get a ride from someone and I can’t even give them anything for gas.  Then there are times when I get thinking about what it is going to be like raising a child this way, and I cry. 
If I were to put this in a painting or drawing…picture a desert, desolate, isolated, devoid of all life except one person in the very middle on hands and knees.  This person would make an anorexic look healthy.  Skin draped over bone, that skin dried and cracking.  The face sunken and looking little more than a skeleton.  The sun would be directly above this person, glaring down on them.  It is hot; it hurts too much, AND NOBODY CARES!
(Chris sitting at table with Peter)
Ray - “so what’s the mouse count at?”
Andrew - “43 – as of noon”
Ray - “Caught a couple last night, myself- want to claim those ones, too?”
Andrew- “ha ha”
(Go to Calna and Chris, Calna stands -)
Calna - “Off to deliver some Good Food Boxes. Ardella’s coming to pick hers up; I left it beside my desk.”
Chris- “Okay, I’ll make sure she gets it - see you in a bit”
Bunny: 
I am here because my boyfriend beat me so bad. 
I was afraid for my life and for my children. 
If you could see my battered body and broken spirit, 
would you reach out to me?
I am homeless. 
Chris at desk
TT and Marcie come running in.
TT: Hi Chris 
Chris: Hi girls
TT: I had so much fun yesterday at the farm.
Marcie: Did you see me holding the baby chick?
Chris: Yes – they were pretty cute –eh? It was a lot of fun!
Marcie: What’s for snack today?
TT: I hope it’s cookies
Chris: It’s a surprise.
Marice: oooooh I can’t wait.
TT: I love the snacks here.
Marcie: Let’s go play on the swings.
TT: okay!
Chris: Collete’s aready out there.
TT: Are you coming out too.
Chris: I’ll be out in 10 minutes.
Girls: See you out there.
Chris: Bye girls.
Girls: bye
(- Maddie walks in)
Maddy- (to Chris) “Hey Chris! Can I talk to you?”
Chris- “Sure, Jordan! What’s up?”
Maddy- “Well, the kids at school are trying to get me to do drugs again.”
Chris- “I hope you said no. That stuff’s no good for you.”
Maddy- “Yeah- but, it’s kinda hard. You know- everyone has their groups, I don’t really fit anywhere.”
Chris- “It’s a rough neighbourhood around there- don’t get mixed up with that crowd.”
Maddy- “I just try to do well in school. But it’s almost every day that someone is asking me to do LSD, (pause) and I’ve even been offered crack.”
Chris- “Oh My God! Really?!”
Maddy- “My dad wants us to move away, so we can have a better life. I don’t care about being rich or poor, but I just want to have a normal life, where I can go to school just to learn. I’d like to be a scientist one day.”
Chris- “It would be good if you can even get out of that neighbourhood. You know we really like it when you come here, and help out with the younger kids”
Maddy- “I’m glad I can come here. I feel safe.”
Chris- (to audience) I run the Brighter Beginnings after school program at the Soup Kitchen. We offer a licensed daycare for 6- 12 year olds. We give the children a nutritious snack every day, take them on field trips and have special guests that come in. We even help them with their homework.  We do our best to provide a solid foundation for the children to grow from- but we can only do so much. They’re only here for such a short while...
Statistic
Substance abuse is a brain disease. Although initial substance use may be voluntary, certain drugs have been shown to alter gene expression and brain circuitry, which in turn can affect human behaviour. Once addiction develops, these brain changes interfere with an individual’s ability to make voluntary decisions, leading to compulsive drug craving, seeking and use.
Of course, it is understandable how addictions can lead to a life in poverty, and it may be easy to say it is their own fault, until you understand the cycle of addiction, the depression, the reward, and the physical changes in the brain of an addictive person.
(Go to Ray  and Andrew - still sitting at table)
Andrew- “Did you hear all the ruckus last night? Buddy across the hall is on one of his binges again.“
Ray – “I heard- didn’t get much sleep. Gotta get out of that room!”
Andrew- “Wish I could afford to! Don’t even have enough to eat most times, let alone the cost of moving!”
Ray- “Yeah. If I could just get a couple weeks of work in somewhere- you know, the whole foot in the door.”
Andrew- “That would help- but there’s not much out there, even if we could afford to move”
Ray- “ That’s right. Less than a 1% vacancy rate. Nothing to do but put up with the mice and the ruckus.”
Andrew- “I just can’t stand being around all of the drugs in that place! How the heck do they even afford it?”



LeeAnn – (read by Joan).
Most people would be shocked to find out how people do it. That’s where the thieving, break & enters, hold-ups, prostitution and con games come in. I know, because that’s the life I had to live to support myself and my addictions. I also suffer from depression and anxiety. I am on Social Assistance. I had to rent a room in a rooming house because I couldn’t afford to rent even a small apartment. Well, this place was not very clean or very well maintained. I was the only woman there. I had to share a kitchen and bathroom with a couple of other tenants. One day I caught one of them urinating in the kitchen sink. I couldn’t believe my eyes! I was in shock. I used that sink to do dishes, and to brush my teeth, and wash my face in. The bathroom sink was not safe for that, because it always smelled of urine too. I complained to my landlady, but she didn’t believe me.
After paying my rent, and phone bill, there was never much of my assistance cheque left to buy groceries, go to the Laundromat, or to buy a bus pass. It got so bad that I decided to start going to the Soup Kitchen for lunch.  It turned out to be a very good thing. I was asked to volunteer and right away I said yes. It would give me purpose.
 So, I started volunteering at the Soup Kitchen. I really enjoy it. We are like one big family. The best thing is we are all in the same boat so nobody judges us, or at least they shouldn’t .
Although I still struggle with my 20 year addictions, I have been sober and straight for over a year. I have a reason to get up every day. I just barely get by with the money I receive.
I am a human being.
Please don’t treat me like I’m just another number.
I ask- “Can you hear my voice?”
Carol 
I am here because my husband passed away,
and I could no longer pay all the bills. 
I tried so hard, and could not do it alone. 
I have five children with me. We are scared.
Would you reach out to me?
I am homeless
Adrew and Ray exit with Carol.)
Calna going up to ‘apartment’ door, knocking  - Mother and Daughter come to the door. Calna puts the box down to refer to papers.
Calna-   “Good Food Box!”
Cole  runs to door.)
Calna- “Hi what’s your name?”
Cole- “ Chiara” (looks in box)
Chiara- “Mom look! Bananas! (grabs banana out of box) Can I eat it right now?”
Calna – “I have to collect $15.”
Mom-puts hand on daughter’s shoulder- “Sorry- I just don’t have the money for it today”
Calna- “Oh...”
Cole- “But Mom!”
Calna- “You know what- don’t worry about it.”
Mom: “I get paid next week- I can bring you the money then.”
Calna- “No- don’t worry about it, someone else has paid for it.”
Cole- “Can I have one now?”
Mom- “Thank you so much!”
(Calna leaves-, saying goodbye-  goes back to the office)
Statistic
Hunger and food insecurity can be experienced in several ways. It can mean worrying about where your next meal is going to come from, or about how long you will go without eating. It might mean that you eat food lacking in nutritional value, that is past due date, or that you would otherwise rather not eat. It can mean going without food for a day or two so your children have enough to fill their stomachs. In the worst cases, it can mean that you and your children have to skip meals until payday, until the arrival of a welfare or EI payment, or until your local food bank has groceries to distribute. In 2008 the Soup Kitchen served 17,774 meals to adults and 800 meals to children.
(Calna sits down with Carrie.)
Calna-“I’m going to pay for that one good food box. Little kids shouldn’t have to get that excited about bananas. She just didn’t have the money- I had to leave it. You should have seen the little girl! Her eyes lit up like it was Christmas!”
Chris- “Maybe we can do something to get people to sponsor them; so many of them just can’t afford even the $15.”
Calna- “That could work! Wouldn’t that be wonderful if they could get it even if they couldn’t afford it. Especially the kids- they need the fruits and vegetables.”
Chris- “Yeah. And really, it could be the only fresh fruit they see all month.”
Des tells his story:
In July 1985 I returned from Toronto Western hospital weighing only 78 Pounds.  My esophagus had been replaced with a piece from my bowel.  At last I was free of surgery after surgery and the tremendous pain I had lived with from my severe hiatus hernia. 
Three months after getting home and still less than 100 pounds, my wife asked for a divorce. My two children were 5 and 7 years old. I left with only my clothes. 
My take home pay was $1,700, I provided 1000 to my family and with the remaining 700 tried to pay rent, bills, buy groceries and have a little bit left to do something positive with the children on weekends.
Not yet back to full health and agonizing over the loss of my family, I just could not cope, and I eventually lost my job. On January 6, 1990 my ex-wife was found dead in the basement of her home. She had taken her life with a 12 gauge shotgun. I had to tell my children.  
I managed to get a 3 year contract with Ontario Métis but found nothing after.  In 1993 I was a single Dad on unemployment.  Somehow the children and I survived. I managed to keep my daughter in dancing and my son in soccer. I had, of course, used up the only asset I left: my RRSP.
By 1998 / 1999 the children were grown up and I was on social assistance. I could not buy a job. I tried the call centre but I just couldn’t bring myself to bully or con people into buying something. I quit. Welfare would not re-instate me. I had no money so my rent went into arrears and I was evicted. I was not eating very much either, some days nothing at all.
I was going to move into a men’s shelter, had to go to Ontario Works where I  finally met a worker with a heart. She said the shelter was not place for me and she would do her best to have me re-instated. I got housing at 588 Albert St. West. This was a lucky break and also the time I started going to the Soup Kitchen. The first time I went over I was so nervous and embarrassed that I did not even go in. Back in the apartment I was talking to myself, calling myself a dummy and an idiot. I mean, I had very little food and could have done with a meal. I went back the next day and the rest is history.
Not wanting to be on the system, I tried  driving taxi cabs in 2002 but then I started having seizures. I was diagnosed with epilepsy and could not continue driving. 
It took 3 months for welfare to finally approve my new application.  During that time I was evicted and homeless albeit not on the streets. 
After 2 years of fighting my disability claim was finally approved. I now get $1,000 per month and have $175 left over after paying my bills and getting groceries. I cover grooming, laundry, cleaning products etc. and still have a few dollars in my pocket. It is not a lot of money, but I do have the Soup Kitchen, food, friendship and always a WELCOME MAT at the door. 
I don’t come to the Soup Kitchen every day but one thing I know is that it is always there when you need help and help is given freely, whether it is food or computer use or just a place to meet and make friends.
I am proud to say that my children are doing well Erica is a teacher and completing her degree in Special Education in Ireland and my son is a tradesman. 
LIFE HAS ITS UPS AND DOWNS, GOOD TIMES AND BAD TIMES BUT AS LONG AS YOU HAVE SHELTER, FOOD IN YOUR STOMACH, FRIENDSHIP AND A LITTLE MONEY TO SPARE, YOU ARE INDEED RICH, MY FRIEND.

Andrew
I am here because I lost everything in a divorce. 
My wife, my kids, my home. 
I was broken financially trying to fight to keep them. 
I am trying to put my life back together and I am scared and alone.
Would you reach out to me?
I am homeless.

(Tracy comes into office)
Hi, my name is Tracy.  In June 2006 I came to S.S.M for long-term drug rehabilitation.  By mid July I had relapsed and found myself in jail again.   I was released in the fall and a friend from the John Howard had told me about the Soup Kitchen, but I had too much pride too go.  A couple weeks later with my first welfare check I found a room on top of a bar about a stone’s throw away from the Kitchen.  After the first day, I had nothing for anything and I was hungry.  A couple days went by and I swallowed my pride, kinda.  I went to the Kitchen at 1pm when no one else would be there, wearing a baseball cap low to cover my face.  As I walked in, this lady just sorta floated out of the office and asked if I was hungry, I said yes, and she got me some sandwiches, even some to take home.  As I was eating she sat down across from me and lifted up just one side of my cap so she could see an eye.  What she said next is something I will never forget, ‘you look like a volunteer, we need you!”  And I thought……need…….me…..really?   But a warm feeling came across me and I started to smile….I was needed  Oh, and that lady who floated out of the office……that’s my dear friend Calna
( Terry enters after Tracy’s story)
 Chris- “Hey Terry! Hey, have you met Tracy?- Tracy’s at Algoma U as well, she’s been writing a paper about poverty and social exclusion.”
Terry- “Hi! My name’s Terry- What are you taking?”
Tracy- “Going into my third year- sociology and 2nd year law”
Terry- “Oh, nice! I’m in my third year, geography.”
Tracy- “How are you finding your classes?”
Terry- “Not bad- my one geography class is a little tough- but that’s only cuz I couldn’t get the textbooks.”
Tracy-  “OSAP came in late?”
Terry- “I made the mistake of trying to work this summer. So- my mom’s on Ontario Works, and they were taking half my earnings off her cheque- so I had to give her that money. And then I find out that OSAP takes 100% of your earnings. Didn’t have enough money for books.”
Tracy- “You’ve got to be kidding me!  I don’t understand why people who try to get ahead or off the system always end up getting screwed.”    (PAUSE)  “My problem has been trying to find decent housing in this city on the little amount I borrow from OSAP.  Ended up staying in an unhealthy relationship and living with him until recently because I had no other choice.”
Terry- “My mom and I live in a dive that is infested with ants and is falling apart.  Affordable and decent housing on an OSAP or welfare budget………isn’t that like an oxymoron?”
Tracy- – (laughing a bit) “Ya…that it is.  It’s either a building with lots of drugs, or a slum! The odd time I’d find a nice place I could kinda afford, they didn’t allowed dogs, and Ash is indispensable for me.  Some days she’s the only reason I get up!”
Terry- – “How come?”
Tracy- “It’s a mixture of things I guess.  Changing my lifestyle so dramatically is a main reason.  Getting up every day to go to school and studying and being in an environment that I don’t feel I fit into very well, but it is getting easier every year.”
Terry-“Oh. (pause) I don’t really understand what you mean”
Tracy- “Well, before school I had no direction; I was a dancer and picked up and left cities in a heartbeat.  Problem was I always get back into hard drugs, lose everything and end up in jail.  This was like a 10 year cycle…….so having a structured life now…..I love it, but it’s hard.  That’s where Ash comes in, she gives me strength and happiness, you can have the worst day and having a dog just come and snuggle into you or lick you to death makes it all better.  She may not understand what I’m going through, but she doesn’t judge me and just makes me feels better.
Terry- “– Most of my friends don’t understand how hard it is for me to overcome poverty to actually make something of my life. (PAUSE) and I really need to do something with my life.  We’ve always been on assistance….Mom and I get these crappy jobs and if that isn’t enough, welfare takes half the money we made off our check……I don’t want  to live in dives…….and I’d like to maybe…..just maybe, have a brand new couch one day!
Tracy- (Laughing) You will, I can see determination in you…..I think everyone can do what they want, if they really try.  To be honest, I never thought I could do university, I honestly thought I was dumb.  The first semester was horrible, I shook every time I spoke, thought everything I said was stupid and ignorant, but then I got my first mark back and amazingly I got the highest mark in the class.  After that, my biggest struggle hasn’t been university really, it has been overcoming who I used to think I was and realizing who I am……..a smart woman who may be bi-polar but it doesn’t handicap me anymore.
Terry-   “Good for you! Sometimes we really are our own worst enemy. I’ve just got to get out- one more year. Then I’m off to teacher’s college, and then up north to teach. Then my mom can get a one bedroom, and maybe even afford to drink milk!”
Statistics
The culture of poverty passes from one generation to the next- the poor feel negative, inferior, hopeless and powerless, they are isolated from mainstream society. Children raised in long term poverty are 8 times more likely to remain living in long-term poverty as adults.
Dakota, 13 years old
I am here because I ran away from home.
I couldn't take my father's abuse anymore. 
I have no hope left. I am scared.
Would you reach out to me?
I am homeless.
(Chris comes in to the office)
Tracy-“ So what’s the mouse count at now?”
Andrew- “Well, ended up with 77. Mike couldn’t pay me a dollar a mouse when it got that high- know what he did?”
Tracy- “What?”
ANdrew- “He went to the landlord- and got him to subsidize 33 cents for each mouse!”
(Everyone laughs)
Andrew- “Don’t think we’ll have problems for a while- but you know those old places- can’t keep the drafts out, let alone the mice!”
Reading of the obits: 
His soup kitchen friends became concerned. He was found wandering on the streets at night, talking to himself, disoriented. I called his family but they said he was either using or drinking again
His friends knew he wasn’t. I took him to the hospital, he had wet his pants. The doctor said he was okay, and sent him away. Ron died 10 days later, he had cancer all through his body. He left his plastic watch for his son who saw him for the first time in years, just before he died
Ron Labelle 2001 age 49
Carol-  (enters with Teddy) we come to the Soup Kitchen because they see us as  human beings
She had some good days and some bad days. On the good days she would come to the kitchen with her bright blue eye shadow and red lipstick. She would laugh and sing dirty ditties all morning. On her bad days she didn’t talk much. She was very angry. Sometimes she would refuse to leave her apartment for days on end. She had schizophrenia and a large tumour on her head. The police said the heat was over 105 degrees in her apartment the night they found her dead. 
Bonnie Alexander, July 2, 2002 age 55
Bunny- I come to the Soup Kitchen because I know they won’t judge me
We called them the Coleman Kids, three brothers who volunteered.  Dave was a ex bank robber, Frank liked to be called a retired extortionist and Angus was dying from liver disease.  They told me they were famous – I looked it up and yes they were in a November 8, 1999 article in the Toronto paper.  The article was called Down and Out in Rosedale and talked about them living under a freeway. One day Angus gave me his pocket knife.  He told me he wanted me to remember him.  He died 5 days later. 
Angus Coleman, 2004 age 42.
Tracy Lynn- I come to the Soup Kitchen because I am treated with dignity and respect
Joan- here we are people
Penny- not statistics
Everyone said his bark was worse than his bite and it was true.  He didn’t come to the Soup Kitchen to eat, just to make friends and have someone to talk to. He loved his little dog Charlotte.  Two days before he died he called the Soup Kitchen to see if someone could give Charlotte a new home.  No one was available.  On Monday morning Bert asked his friend to take Charlotte to the human society in hopes they would find a home for her.  Big, rough and tough Bert had tears in his eyes as he said good bye to her.  He died at home four hours later.
Bert Currie, , October 2, 2005, age 59
Marcie- I come to the Soup Kitchen because I know that there’s always a hot meal when I need one
He would sit in the Soup Kitchen and read his book.  On cheque day he would buy his booze and be drunk for a few days.  He would do anything for you though.  If he was a bit under the weather we would have to tell him to leave.  He would throw a kiss and be on his way.  He took some Tylenol 3‘s and drank quite a bit to help with the pain from his broken wrist – the result of a fall a few nights before.  He went into a coma that night and died a few days later. 
Dante Stortini, , August 2006, 50 years old
Ray- I come to the Soup Kitchen because I know they will welcome me with open arms
Some said he sold drugs.  I don‘t know, I do know he took them; he was in so much pain from his disintegrating discs.  I will never forget the hours he laid on his stomach and used a ball peen hammer to chip out the slippery tiles at the entrance to the soup kitchen. It was November, cold and his hands were bleeding but he was determined to help.  His dog Bandit seldom left his side.  He stood guard over Gord’s his dead body for 3 days until it was discovered.  Police had to euthanize Bandit to get to Gord.  I know they must be together still, somewhere.
Gord Stortini, May 2006, age 46
Sheila: I come to the Soup Kitchen to volunteer.
We took him lunch every day. He couldn‘t walk anymore and it took too much energy for him to get his scooter out.  He had no family.  He had to go to the hospital, they amputated his leg.  His diabetes was out of control.  He died soon after, alone. He would have been so pleased to know that his picture was in the April issue of Townies Magazine. 
Larry MacDonald, April 25th, 2009 , age 59
Cole- I come to the Soup Kitchen to go to the after school program
He was born in Nunavut and adopted, along with others, by a family in Thessalon.  He had just started coming to the Soup Kitchen.  I gave him a cake one day for his random act of kindness – he went and got coffee for the lady in the wheel chair. He seemed so surprised and delighted.  He gave me a big smile.  He had 2 children who he desperately wanted to see.  He couldn‘t seem to get anywhere with his requests.  The desperation was too much, he drank far too much, and he hung himself.
Mario Vine, , April 29th, 2009, age 27
Erin- I come to the Soup Kitchen because I know someone there is always willing to listen
Maddy- and they care about what I say


Kelly Labelle 
She had lost her arm – a botched suicide attempt.  I visited her in her room once.  She was playing country music and crying over old photographs. She had been drinking heavily. She told me she felt like she was worthless. We all tried to help her but she told several of us she just wanted to drink until she died.   Her death reminded me of the words from the song ‘Whiskey Lullaby’ – ‘She put that bottle to her head and pulled the trigger while the angels sang a whiskey lullaby.  I hope, Kelly, that your pain is finally gone and the angels are singing you a happy song. .  
Kelly Labelle, June 29, 2009, age47
Chris I come to the Soup Kitchen because people need my help.

They were patrons, they were volunteers, they were friends. They lived their lives in poverty and died before they should have. 
Tatianna, 8 years old
I need to see God's love right now. 
I feel so alone and scared.
Would you please pray for me.
I am homeless.


