Can You Hear My Voice?

I am forty years old and I still wonder if anybody hears, or do they even care?  When I was young I found myself always trying to please the adults in my life. ‘Be seen and not heard’ was my father’s rule.  I remember a time when I couldn’t wait to be seen.  My father would come home from work and I’d be waiting by the door with the biggest smile and tears of joy.  He would pick me up in his huge arms and carry me into the kitchen where he would put his lunch pail down and set me up on the counter.  He would pour me one half a cup of hot coffee filled with cold milk to dilute and cool it off.  I would pour a little milk and sugar into our cups and stir them.  My father would then sit me on his lap and we would drink our coffee together. I looked forward to doing this every day.  I remember him working night shifts and I would try to sleep on the couch so I would hear him come in.  I remember very little about good times, however I sure remember the ugly times.  I have a brother who is one year older than me.  He was my best friend.  We played together day and night.  We had the same toys so there was no fighting.  I remember we loved to play hide and seek in a field of tall ferns.  They were tall to us because we were just small children.  Everything was huge in our eyes. I remember we would go for Sunday drives in the country.  We loved going for rides but we could hardly wait to get back to our toys and especially to our dog.  Weekends were always fun for me and my brother.  We lived on Old Goulais Bay Road.  We had a very large lot.  We would follow a long path, or the noise, to the speedway where we would sneak in and watch the races. I remember how the roars of the cars would excite us.   I don’t remember ever getting caught, or maybe we were and they just didn’t say anything.  I loved living up there.  

One day we went for our Sunday drive and just as we were coming over the tracks a fireman stopped us and asked us our address.  Oh, no! Our house was on fire.  My dog! He was tied up to the side of the house.  Before we got there the fireman untied the dog. I remember crying and crying.  My brother was laughing.  I was so mad at him.  It seemed to me he didn’t care about the dog or the toys.  I thought my brother was weird.  We didn’t have insurance so we stayed with some friends down the road.  I’m not sure how long we stayed.  We ended up going to Vancouver for awhile to visit someone.  I don’t remember if they were related to us.  I didn’t like being there after awhile.  My parents would go out and leave us with an old man.  He was always calling me into the house and giving me gifts.  I thought I was special.  He turned out to be a sick man. I was about 4 and I don’t remember everything that happened.  I do remember how much I hated it.  I told my parents.  They asked me where all the new toys and money was coming from.  I told them from that man.  I also told them I was scared of him because he was always touching me.  They didn’t believe me at first.  For some reason we came back to the Sault.  My father bought a house on Huron Street.  By then I had a baby sister.  I was excited at first but as time went on I started to envy her. It seemed like my father wasn’t interested in me anymore.  I was certain that he didn’t have these fatherly feelings for my brother.  We were being punished all the time.  My father would either give us the strap or make us get on our knees in the corner.  If we moved we got the belt.  There was no pleasing him anymore.  He seemed to be mad all the time.  We became scared of him.  His brother was very scary and mean too.  Man, I hated going to his house.  He always made us sit quietly in the living room while the adults talked.  I preferred to sit in the car and wait for my parents.  This is how much I hated him!  Once in awhile I would even have to spend the night there.  My uncle would come in to tuck in his daughter or get her to lay with him.  My Auntie worked late nights so I hardly ever saw her.  As I was getting older I thought 'how can my uncle be so mean during the day and so loving at night.'  I learned.  He was a sick, sick man!  He was molesting all of his daughters except the youngest. I should say the two youngest were his, the other three were step daughters.  I don’t know if my Aunt ever knew.  She passed away drunk in bed with a smoke.  When the daughters were old enough they all ran!   There was one that hung around.  It seemed like she was obsessed with him or whatever.  She was always around getting drunk with him.  I really hate him.  He passed away a couple of years ago.  The children are scarred because of him still.  Before he died he married a lovely woman.  She had heard the stories.  The oldest step daughter from his first wife tried to interfere many times.  The new wife put an end to it. They moved away, she made him sober up or she would leave him.  She should have anyway!

Placement at the Soup Kitchen

By Amanda Mammarella

On a late October morning I arrived at the Soup Kitchen Community Center for 

my first day as a social work placement student. I was given a computer where I would be conducting the majority of my work. My tasks as a social work student were to research and conduct a workshop on harassment, racism, and bullying and to update the Soup Kitchen Policy Manual to include updated revisions on the Ontario Human Rights Code. I enjoyed researching the topics of harassment, racism, and bullying and I noticed that I would learn new things every week. I felt like my supervisor Calna, trusted me in the work I was doing and had faith that I would get the work done and the end result would be a success, which it turns out it was. 

My experience and lessons that I learned at the Soup Kitchen were unexpected. 
I did not think I was going to get much learning experience at the Soup Kitchen with 

relation to social work. Now that I look back on my experience I would recommend the Soup Kitchen as a placement for social work students because of all the 
informal learning that takes place at the center. Just observing Calna and the other staff  members at the Soup Kitchen and the way in which they interacted with the patrons was a learning experience on its own. The Soup Kitchen is not an organization where the staff members are there to counsel the patrons but if they ever wanted to talk to someone, there was someone always there to listen. I am sincerely thankful I was given the opportunity to do my placement at the Soup Kitchen and will forever remember the place as my first “real world” social work practice. 

My Experience At The Soup Kitchen!

By Jordan, Community Hours
My experience at the soup kitchen was insane!  I never thought there were so many people out there without food or drinks.  I personally would like to come back here but not for what I did.  I think what I did was the worst idea in the world and I am happy that I quit because it just may have happened again.  The reason I got these hours is because I was smoking on school property.  The school truant officer caught me.  And then the court office, I was so happy when it was over because I saw a whole bunch of people going in to bail and I thought to my self, oh my god I could be in one of those guys spots in a few years if I keep doing what I am doing.  When I first walked into the court room I was so embarrassed.  I didn’t like how you had to stand up in front of everybody I felt so embarrassed I couldn’t even believe it.  I never want to get in trouble like this again!

Story of the Soup Kitchen Community Centre


Student Nurse
This semester for my community placement I was scheduled to go to the Soup Kitchen Community Centre for six weeks.  Honestly, I had no idea what was expected of me as a nursing student.  After my first week there I realized what was expected of me and it was to use what we learned in class and apply it in a community setting such as health teaching.  I was to complete 72 hours and during this time I was required to write a story about someone at the Soup Kitchen.  I chose someone I had spoken to and created a relationship with L.W. is a woman living alone who says she is “45 and holding”.  At first I thought she came to the Soup Kitchen because she was having a difficult time in her life.  When speaking with her she was very friendly and open to conversation, which is one of the reasons why I chose to write this story about her.

L.W. is actually a volunteer at the Soup Kitchen since she stopped working in the hospitality business.  She says she has a very strong work ethic and doesn’t see any point in staying at home when she can be helping around town.  She is part of numerous volunteering associations such as the Catholic Women’s League, Parent Teacher Association, and Women in Crisis.  She had to stop working due to her disability and had to begin walking with two canes.  Coming to the Soup Kitchen and volunteering is a way for her to cope with her disability.  She mainly wants to be useful in society while she still can.  At the Soup Kitchen, she helps in the office, cooking, and entertaining other members of the Soup Kitchen.

She has one daughter who now has a family of her own with two daughters.  L.W. mentions that her two granddaughters are a big part of her life and it is what keeps her motivated.  I asked her about her marriage, she said that she was married for two years in an abusive relationship that closed her off from society for about 20 years.  She found strength in her work and in raising her family.  There wasn’t much in Sault Ste. Marie for women in abusive relationships back then, so L.W. was one of the women who helped build a home for women in crisis.  After her marriage ended she had gone to the police for help against her husband.  One of the officers remembered her situation and a while ago had asked to share her story with others.  At first she refused, because she thought it was inappropriate to speak about her situation in public.  The same officer asked her again, and she took this as a sign to take the next step in her life.  She spoke about her marriage and how someone she trusted would beat her and after two years she finally broke loose and sought help.  Since sharing her story with others she has continued to be active at multiple volunteer positions.

I am very thankful that she was able to open up to me and share her story with me.  I believe this woman is a survivor and a strong role model for caring within her community.  There was no hesitation in her voice and even though our eyes became teary, she still impressed me with the strength she has to speak about the hardest time in her life.

My Experience at The Soup Kitchen

Student Placement
I have been at the Soup Kitchen for approximately three weeks now, and I love it. The people here are friendly and very welcoming. The people who have influenced my thoughts the most are the volunteers. Who knew that the Sault had so many individuals that are willing to give their time here at the Soup Kitchen? One of the ladies that volunteers here at the Soup Kitchen has impacted my heart. Her name is Louise and she’s been volunteering here for years. Louise has trouble walking and is currently using two canes to walk. Yet she comes in with a smile on her face and a beautiful hello for me every morning that I’m here. She shared with me one day about her volunteer work with the original soup kitchen located in the basement at Blessed Sacrament Church. This was years ago and I used to attend mass there, it brought back good memories and it was nice to talk with someone as open as she. Louise also drives for the Good Food Box and delivers boxes of food to families. I admire her for her dedication to the Soup Kitchen and the community. 

My placement here at the Soup Kitchen has also humbled me. Coming here and seeing all the people in need of such things as food, clothing, shelter, medical and hygiene care and friendship is extremely humbling. I take for granted the many blessings that are bestowed upon me and my loved ones. Some of the clients at the Soup Kitchen seem to be in need of spiritual, emotional, physical and mental support. The staff has a great deal to do with meeting the needs for these people and it is often done by referrals to other agencies. 

I have also taken part of the publishing of “Only In Canada”. This taught me about how teamwork can bring people together. The other placement student has dedicated many hours to bringing this book together and getting it ready for the book signing on November 17, 2006. She has brought me aboard her mission and it was great to work with her.

For the most part, coming in to the Soup Kitchen and seeing everyone that comes in every day (especially the volunteers) has been an indication of how people here are like a big family working together to accomplish a common goal, serving people in need. 

I will continue working here at the Soup Kitchen right through to the end of my second semester and I look forward to getting to know the people and learning how to become selfless and more dedicated to my placement here.  

My Experience at The Soup Kitchen

By Chelsey Kennedy

When I first found out that I was doing my community rotation at The Soup Kitchen I was very disappointed, angry, and quite upset to be honest with you.  My first thoughts were: “There isn’t even a nurse there, how is this going to help my nursing career and what a waste of hours, hours I need to develop nursing skills”.  Following a mini internal fit, I came to the conclusion that this was what I was given, and I accepted that there must be an obvious reason why this is a community rotation option.  I’m sure the teachers are aware of what they are doing considering they have done this type of rotation before and this is my first time.

So, off I go to The Soup Kitchen on my first day.  Never having been there I had to find the place first.  I came up to this little place, which really isn’t on a street, but is on a walkway area where cars can’t drive.  I now was extremely nervous at not knowing what to expect.  I eventually determined how to get into The Soup Kitchen and proceeded to meet the volunteers and staff.  Thus began my orientation.

After a few weeks into this rotation, I was able to really understand the purpose of having a nursing student in this location.  Because there is no nurse and it is our role as nursing students to help and teach health, I asked myself “What better place and opportunity to practice my community nursing skills”.  I was able to meet some people, hear some stories and really develop compassion, friendships and heart for many of these people and this location.  I never really understood the poverty in Sault Ste. Marie until I had spent a few weeks at The Soup Kitchen.  Also, the collaboration that goes on with stores and The Soup Kitchen for food donations, assistance and many other services for the population was far more elaborate than I had thought.  This location is not just The Soup Kitchen where hundreds go for a quick free lunch; this is the gathering place for their families, friends, and support system not to mention The Soup Kitchen is there to help when no one else will.  They show no prejudice, judgment or closing the door on any one person regardless.

The only piece of advice I can give to a nursing student or any person who is a part of the community in Sault Ste. Marie is that they really need to spend some time at The Soup Kitchen.  It gives you an appreciation of a community working together.  It will also make you a better person as an individual and as a professional.  It is very humbling and you begin to appreciate what you have as well as to develop a passion to help those who aren’t as fortunate as you are.

My attitude has changed dramatically towards this community rotation, I feel that I could have spent more time there because there is so much potential to do more and so many things I could have helped with just to make that one bit of difference and to help that one person.  I look back at this experience and I’m grateful to have had it.   It has improved my sense of community, and made me aware of the different needs people have in areas that were previously unknown to me.  This community rotation has helped me to see people with open eyes and how I could help as a nurse.

The Soup Kitchen Community Centre
The Soup Kitchen Community Centre is a diverse and remarkable place. The individuals that utilize the centre’s services are termed patrons, and most are present daily. The centre was not what I expected. There is stigma that usually arises when people do not understand what the centre actually is. I didn’t have a stigma per se but I was unfamiliar with its mission. The centre addresses the desires of individuals who subsist in substandard living conditions by offering a secure place to eat, hang out, retrieve information from community agencies, and attend programs such as hearing and blood pressure clinics. As well, the centre encompasses a nurturing children’s program that offers education, and social activities. The centre has a good food box that is filled with fresh produce, and is delivered to the patron’s home each month. These food boxes are generously donated from individuals who remain anonymous. The individuals that partake in the centre come from varying backgrounds. Some are homeless and come for socialization and a nutritious lunch; this may be their only meal of the day. Others utilize the comfort that the centre offers as well a free meal. The centre is a social community that accepts all individuals, no questions asked. Some of the individuals will volunteer their services and in return will feel they have contributed back to the community. For their services they will receive much needed food. The patrons are not the only people that volunteer; most volunteers come from agencies such as, the Marconi club and churches. Some volunteers are senior citizens, and there even is a judge; just to name a few. I have to admit the centre is a wonderful place to work, I enjoyed helping around the building. I especially enjoyed helping in the kitchen and serving food. I feel a great sense of accomplishment participating in this placement. If I were not placed here; I would not have had this experience. I appreciate what I have even more now. When I see the patrons in the community they recognize me and appreciate when I recognize them in return. My family owns a business downtown, and I recognize some of the patrons from the centre that are valued customers of ours. The centre’s staff are special individuals that have made the centre their second home. They work well together and well with the patrons. They are patient and kind to the patrons; they offer that special human touch. The staff does not judge or criticize the patrons; instead they treat them like friends. I will miss the staff, patrons and volunteers, and I will hope to visit on a regular basis. 

My Time Spent At the Soup Kitchen

Phil Boyle

My name is Phil Boyle.  I am a graduate of Pre-Service Firefighting at Cambrian College in Sudbury, Ontario.  Part of the program requirements included me completing some volunteer hours in my community, at the organization of my choice.  I chose the Soup Kitchen Community Centre in my home town of Sault Ste. Marie, Ontario.  I didn’t really have a specific reason; other than I wanted t help people face to face, and figured this would be one of the best ways to do so.  At the time, I had been going through some rough patches in my life, and seemed to be in a slump I couldn’t get out of.  All this aside, I sucked it up and tried my best not to involve others with my problems.  I started my time at the Soup Kitchen on August 17th, and ran through until September 8th.  I had a full-time job to maintain, so finding time to volunteer around work was hard; but I managed.  My first day was very nerve racking.  I wasn’t sure how the people, both guests and staff, would accept me.  However, as soon as I arrived, I was greeted and welcomed as if I was a member of the “family”, because that’s the atmosphere at the Soup Kitchen.  Everyone is important and equal, and those who don’t get that treatment in the real world, can get it at the Soup Kitchen.  It’s a safe place for all to get together with friends, have a good time, and get a good meal out of the deal as well.  I worked with both, the adults during the mornings and the kids program during the afternoons.  This gave me the opportunity to meet all sorts of interesting people, and get to know their stories.  One guest that stands out in my mind is one of the little girls from the kids program.  Her name was Carli, and the moment she met me, she acted as if we were best friends.  She asked if I would colour with her one day, so we got together all the markers and coloured paper and decided we were going to make cards.  We drew pictures and glued sparkles, and as we did so, we talked.  She seemed to have such a good time; almost as good a time as I did.  When finished, she surprised me by letting me know that the whole time we had been colouring, but when she gave me that card, I had a smile that was stuck with me for the rest of the day.  My experience at the Soup Kitchen really showed me that no matter how hard life can get, there’s always a reason to smile.  If you’re feeling really down on your luck, there will be someone you can talk to, and someone who may be worse off, and need to talk to you.  I plan on going back from time to time whenever I can to help out where I’m needed.  I especially would like to get involved with the kids more, and maybe find ways to pass on my knowledge of fire safety to them.  Until then, no matter what happens I won’t forget the way everyone involved with the Soup Kitchen affected my life, and helped me become a better person.

Soup Kitchen

By Santelle Nichol

We Are Here

I wish I had all I need

And my family I would feed

I try so hard, to keep them safe

And now I have this special place

To take my family all the time

I take them there and they are so kind

I’m happy for this place to go

I can feed my family now, I know

I was so lost and in such fear

They said don’t cry son, we are here

The soup kitchen for me was a wonderful eye opening experience.  I went in this situation nervous and a little scared; I had never been at the soup kitchen before.  I did not know what kinds of people I would meet.  On my first day I met with Calna and she gave us a tour, and explained to us what the soup kitchen is.  As she was talking I could feel the passion that she had for the people here at the soup kitchen.  This made me passionate to help all that I could here at the soup kitchen.  After the tour we watched a movie about homelessness in Sault Ste. Marie. I had no idea of all the homeless people that lived here in the Sault.  I even recognize some of them and never even knew they were homeless.  After watching this movie I realized just how important the soup kitchen was to so many.

The next week we began having blood pressure clinic for all the patrons; this was a great way to get to know them.  We listen to all of their stories and really got to know them.  Most of the patrons we spoke with had really interesting stories to tell us about their lives.  After hearing the stories it helped me to see that the patrons are people just like you and me.  Some have children, families, and are just trying to make it like the rest of us.  A lot of patrons had some sort of disability whether it is physical or mental.  But all were willing to help in any way they could.  The patrons at the soup kitchen are friendly and kind, and they love to converse and socialize with everyone.

The staff members at the soup kitchen are very passionate and dedicated to the soup kitchen.  They were always having fundraisers to help out all of the families in need.  They all work really hard.  The staff at the soup kitchen does not turn anyone away.  While I was there I witnessed many kind gestures.  One day a woman came in and asked if they had any food she could have to feed her family of five.  They told her where the pantry was and told her to take all she needed, and before she left they made sure she had enough.  I also noticed how they talk to the patrons and ask them how they are doing, and if they need anything.  They will do all they can to help them.  The staff at the soup kitchen makes sure that the patrons know that they are there for them always.

I am so glad I got to see all of the wonderful things I saw at the soup kitchen.  I can honestly say it was one of the best experiences I have had, and it has changed the way I look at all people.  I now wonder about all the hardships in the lives of everyone I meet.  The main thing I have learned from all of this is you can not judge a book by its cover.  Thanks for everything Calna; I will never forget you and the soup kitchen.

Soup Kitchen Community Centre Experience

By Lauren Doxtater

So far in my placement I have had the opportunity to be introduced to many of the community members who use the soup kitchen as a resource.  The soup kitchen is a gathering place not only for food but for friendship and belonging.  Each person who comes through these doors are offered a helping hand whether or not it is needed and those members who have been attending the soup kitchen for a long time, often reach out to the newcomers with explanation of services and the do’s and don’ts of the organization.  It is not only the members but the staff members and volunteers that have an excellent way of communicating to the community of their expectations and praises.

There are many interesting people and there is so much diversity in this organization that it has become a place where every day is different.  Every day is a new experience because everyone is going through exceptional circumstances and sometimes the soup kitchen is the place they come to first.  Meeting the basic needs of a community helps to sustain that community.  Without this resource, community members would have a more difficult time dealing with their life situations.  Knowing that there is one less thing to worry about allows more time to conquer other obstacles.

The other services that are available here not only help out the people that walk through the doors but also those that cannot access the in-house programs.  Other organizations throughout the city use the soup kitchen for aiding in their clientele as well.  This help that is reciprocated not only through the individuals but city-wide creates a healthier, tighter-knit community.

The Soup Kitchen, “The Heart of Our Community”
Dina-Lee Pasquotank, 3rd Year Nursing Student, Sault College

When reflecting back on my time spent at the Soup Kitchen and how it has changed me I cannot help but be grateful of the hours spent with those less fortunate than I.  This placement has influenced me in ways I never have thought imaginable and it is so difficult to express in writing on a simple piece of paper how it has affected me.

Years ago as a child around the age of ten collecting money to donate to the Soup Kitchen.  We only collected about $10 dollars in small change but I felt that even though this was just a small contribution it was something I could do as a child that would help out those in need.  Now years later, instead of collecting money for these people I am collecting these individuals’ stories, beliefs, and hardships in the realization that things are not always what they may seem to be.  As a nursing student and as an individual I continue to have the motivation to help those less fortunate in any way possible and to try and make a change within our community.

On my first day of placement I walked through the doors at the Soup Kitchen unsure as to what to expect.  What was my role here?  And what can I do here that would make a difference?  It took me a few days to come to realize what the agency was about and the reasons individuals attended the Soup Kitchen; some may have nowhere else to go, others could not afford to put food on the table, and others just enjoyed the kindhearted social atmosphere that the Soup Kitchen has to offer.

The Soup Kitchen is not merely a place for people to come and eat but a place where some individuals can call home.  It is an environment where smiles and togetherness are all that matter rather than your social status, ethnicity or even as simple as the clothes on your back.  Each patron has their own special story in life in which reflects the person they are today.  We as individuals can learn a lot from our community especially the patrons within the Soup Kitchen.  They truly show the meaning of hope, strength and togetherness.  

When I think about my last community days at the Soup Kitchen it brings a feeling of sadness; sadness because I have just started to develop a bond with these patrons and a comfort level within the agency, and now I have to leave.  However, I will leave knowing that I have learned so much from the patrons here.  I will also leave knowing that I have grown as an individual becoming aware of the needs within our own community that are sometimes overlooked by those not given the opportunity to recognize them.  I will also take with me the knowledge I have gained from placement here and educate those who are unaware of these needs.  I want to continue volunteering at the Soup Kitchen because I do not want to lose sight of the reality in this town nor do I want to lose the relationships I have developed with the patrons here.  This has been an experience that will stay with me for the rest of my life.

The Soup Kitchen Experience

By Melanie Chipmaker

Coming to do a placement at The Soup Kitchen has been such a beneficial experience in so many ways.  Walking into an environment I had never experienced before made me a bit leery as to what was awaiting me.  Coming into an environment like this where I was actually the outsider was nerve wracking.  Would they like me?  How are they looking at me right now?  What vibes am I giving off?  These questions were flying through my mind with every move that I made and every word that come out of my mouth.  The best word to describe the experience here is ‘humbling’.  It really brings you down and makes you realize that through all your complaints, and the things you think about that are so important to you, they really aren’t important and it makes your whining and complaining even more childish.  Not only were we able to integrate ourselves into the Kitchen, but we were also able to play a role in the community aspect along with the partners that The Soup Kitchen works with outside the facility.  The Hubs were new to me.  I never knew they existed and I was happy knowing that there were places like this in the community where people could go for help when they really don’t have anywhere else.

I know that it just isn’t feasible, but I think that all students, especially those in their teenage years should have to volunteer there for at least a week.  It would help to put in perspective what’s really important in life.  To realize that the basic necessities that are often taken for granted, are not had by everyone.  Not everyone has the luxury of knowing that somewhere in their car they have that $1.50 they need when they’re going through the drive-thru at Tim Horton’s.

Overall the experience was a positive one.  I would go back if I had the time to do so just to help out once in a while.  The entire group accepted me and I had a lot of fun, something I hadn’t expected.  I like to stay aware of what’s going on around me; this is not something that everyone has the chance to experience.

Reflection: Smile! It’s Teddy!

As a student nurse, I honestly had no idea how I would complete a placement at the Soup Kitchen.  I was pretty sure that no nurses worked there, so on my first day, I was a little confused and had no direction.  Day two brought a whole new perspective.  It was announced at lunch that the nursing students were here and it was an immediate outreach of welcomes not only from the staff, but from everyone that comes to the Soup Kitchen.  They had millions of suggestions for us to take part in while we were there.  There was one face in particular that caught my eye and has stolen a place in my heart.  His name is Teddy.

Have you ever had such a bad day that you were sure that there was no way that a smile would cross your face ever again?  I can guarantee you that no matter what is going on in your life, a simple stroll past Teddy will make your face light up.  It is impossible to cross paths with this man and hold back a smile or a friendly reply.  Regardless of whom you are, whether he knows you or not, Teddy will stop everything as you pass and give you a flirty wave and a “Hey Cutie!”  Teddy is a regular visitor at the Soup Kitchen.  He is in a wheelchair but makes his way around just fine.  His socks don’t match and there is only one lens in his glasses.  He wears two different shoes, but Teddy is pretty thankful for the fact that he has a shoe for each foot that fits properly

In order to understand what Teddy is saying, you really have to listen.  I learned that when Teddy started coming to the Soup Kitchen, he used a board and marker to communicate.  With the help of the staff and friends at the Soup Kitchen, Teddy can now sit and have a full conversation about the beautiful weather, or how upset he is that he isn’t winning the BINGO game.  It might take a little of your time though, but trust me, it’s worth it.

I know a lot of people would see Teddy for the first time and judge him by his appearance, which is quite different, but I know that’s what makes him special.  He would not be who he is if he looked any different.  It is something that makes him stand out from a crowd and draw in your attention to give you his beautiful smile.  Before judging him, I would ask that you sit with him for just one minute and talk to him.  I guarantee that you will leave with a smile on your face and a warm feeling in your heart.  I have never met anyone who tried so hard at everything they do, especially someone who has been dealt an unfair card in life.  It absolutely amazes me the positivity in his attitude and the love in his heart that he shares with everyone.  Teddy even donates his grocery bags every week, his way of saying thanks for lunch.

I asked Teddy one day why he comes to the Soup Kitchen and what it does for him.  He told me it was because that’s where he belongs.  All of his friends are there and they accept him exactly as he is.  He is able to learn and grow, especially because of the student nurses he said, and become a better person.  In my personal opinion, Teddy does not choose to come to the Soup Kitchen.  He has been sent there to bring happiness and joy to a lot of people who don’t have it.

As my time progressed at the Soup Kitchen, I didn’t take it in as much as a placement.  It’s more of a personal experience that really made me think.  Sure it links to nursing in the communication, learning, teaching, growth and development aspects like we’re suppose to learn, but it’s a lot more than that.  I learned that there are places in the world where you’re accepted no matter what; you’re not judged based on social status or what brand of clothing you have on.  You are who you are ant that’s the way it’s supposed to be.  No one is ashamed of whom or what they are and they let it all out.  I never knew that there was a place like this.  I would definitely urge anyone who has any time to spare to spend just a few hours at the Soup Kitchen and see what acceptance is like.  It’s a different feeling, especially compared to the world that a lot of us live in.

The Connection Between Social Exclusion and Poverty

Tracy Mack, Algoma University (Tracy came to the Soup Kitchen to eat, went on to be volunteer and then went to University.  This is a paper she wrote.)
Although not always seen or overtly apparent, there exists a significant poverty and social exclusion problem within cities.  When one thinks of poverty, they are primarily focused on the lack of money available for an individual or a household and the resulting struggle to secure adequate food, clothing, housing, etc.  In other words, poverty is associated with a lack of the physical necessities of life.  What people usually do not think of are the social relations from which poverty excludes people.  

Mitchell (2000) states that “social exclusion is the result of the lack of resources which leads to the deprivation of participation in mainstream society and access to social systems” (p.1).  Many people take for granted the notion of social inclusivity and the benefits that are attached.  De-integration of social relationships however can lead to the loss of one’s own purpose and identity, which in turn can place a huge strain on a person’s mental health. 

Social exclusion can dwell in the lives of many different people.  It is vastly seen in the lives of Ontario Works and Disability recipients, old age pensioners and retirees, as well as the working poor (Mitchell, 2000). These are the people that risk being slowly pushed out of society.  They are forced into low-income housing, usually in an area that is not well looked after and not very safe.  They cannot afford to participate in extra-curricular activities themselves nor can their children.  They do not feel like part of society and seem to shrink back into the shame of poverty and isolation, where many people’s self-esteem gets crushed.   This denial of social rights can lead to a vicious cycle that can potentially continue throughout one’s life.

The Government of Quebec (2004) recognizes that poverty and social exclusion are major determinants of health and wellbeing.  They also state that poor economic and social conditions are linked to increased prevalence of unhealthy behaviors, a rise in physical and mental health problems, a significant difference in life expectancy, and a higher number of premature deaths. This shows the importance of reducing inequalities in health and well-being tied to poverty.

Considering that most people who are affected by social exclusion in Ontario rely on government assistance to live, one would think that the government would focus on measures to combat it, yet they do not.  In comparison, the government of Quebec introduced an act to combat poverty and social exclusion.  The Minister of Employment and Social Solidarity, Michelle Courchesne (2006) states that this act: 

Is a ten year challenge of placing Québec among the world’s industrialized states with the least poverty and social exclusion […] This objective is based on the right to live with dignity, decency, and respect, the right to equal opportunity, and on the individual and society wide responsibility and obligation to do all we can to develop our human potential and our talents so as to overcome life’s difficulties. (P. 3)

The Quebec Act acknowledges the hardships people encounter once they leave the system and find employment.  To help better understand these problems, an anonymous questionnaire respondent from the National Council of Welfare (2007) is distributed in Quebec.  Statements such as the following resulted from these studies:

When I was on welfare I was led to believe that if I got a good job I would be financially fine. However, I have a job that pays double the minimum wage. I live in social housing. But I am no better off. At least when I was on welfare I didn’t have to pay for medications, my rent was set and I could access more social programs.  Now my rent is $300 higher, I pay for my own meds ($150 a month), and I make too much money for many of the programs. It’s not all about A JOB.  I need more education, cheaper housing and a medical program. And it’s not all about money. (P.19)

The Government of Quebec has found a means of addressing all the interrelated issues mentioned, as well as many others.  Why has Ontario not followed suit?

How is Poverty Defined?

To be living in poverty means those individuals that fall at or below the low-income cut-off point.  Broad and Date (2006) noted that “in a community the size of Sault Ste. Marie, population 75,000, the cut-off for a single person is $14, 075.00 gross earnings per year and for a family of four, it is $26,613.00” (p. 3).   

According to the National Council of Welfare (2006), between 2000 and 2005, Ontario had the lowest levels of welfare incomes in the history of Ontario welfare.  

Taking a look back to 19 years ago in Ontario, annual welfare incomes were higher than what they are today. An employable single person in 1986 received $8,360.00 per year whereas in 2005 they only receive $7,007.00 annually.  A person with a disability received $13,082.00 in 1986 and only $12,057.00 in 2005.  A lone parent with one child received $16,705.00 in 1986, and in 2005 received $14,451.00.  A couple with two children in 1986 received $22,102.00, as compared to $19,302.00 in 2005.  This startling trend occurred even as the cost of living and inflation of the Canadian dollar rose.

The report continues on to compare 2005 Ontario welfare incomes by household type to those of the other Canadian provinces. The comparison shows that the government of Ontario is hardest on families and people with children that are on assistance.  An employable single person in Ontario receives the second highest welfare amount in Canada.  A person with a disability in Ontario receives the highest amount in Canada.  A lone parent with one child in Ontario receives the third highest amount in Canada.  In comparison though, for some strange reason a couple with two children in Ontario receives the fourth lowest amount in Canada.  (Not included in this study were the Northwest Territories, the Yukon, and Nunavut since they receive a much more generous amount for all household types, reflecting the higher costs of living in Northern Canada.)

The National Council of Welfare (2006) shows that Ontario welfare incomes between 1992 and 2005 were drastically reduced for individuals who had children.  The income of a lone parent with one child decreased by $6,600.00 and for a couple with two children it decreased over $8,700.00.  This was due to the introduction of the National Child Benefit Supplements (NCBS). 

What is the NCBS?

The Disabled Women’s Network of Ontario (2006) (DAWN) states that “The National Child Benefit Supplement (NCBS) was introduced in 1997, as a measure to prevent and reduce child poverty” (p. 1).  The NCBS is part of the Canada Child Tax Benefit (CCTB), otherwise known as the “baby bonus”. The CCTB pays approximately $115.00 monthly per child.  DAWN (2006) goes on to say that “The CCTB is delivered to families with children under the age of 18 through a Basic Benefit and the NCBS” (p.1).  The report states that approximately, 80% of Canadian families receive the Basic Benefit, while only 40% of families receive the NCBS as well.  With a family income less than $22,615.00, NCBS is fully received while with an income of more than $35, 000.00, it is not.  When a family’s income goes up, the amount received by NCBS goes down.   

This sounds all very reasonable, however something known as the “NCBS Clawback”, deducts the amount of NCBS only from families on social assistance.  DWNO (2006) states that “The monies that are clawed back from families on social assistance are supposed to be reinvested in new programs for low-income families” (p. 1).  Also stated is that eighty percent of the “Clawback” is invested in programs provincially that are actually designed to aid working families and therefore does not help the families that paid for these services.  An example of such a program is the Ontario Child Care Supplement for Working Families Program, which only benefits working families.  The remaining twenty percent of money from the NCBS Clawback is given to municipalities to use in different programs.

DAWN (2006) notes that in 2004, the Liberals did increase the NCBS for a family with one child to $48.00 a year, while low-income families that are not on social assistance receive a nice sum of $1,511.00 yearly.  

What is Done Locally With The 20% of the NCBS?

The District of Sault Ste. Marie Social Services Administration Board (DSSMSSAB) (2007) states that “the funds were to be used for programs that meet the following criteria:

1.  To help prevent and reduce the depth of child poverty
2.  To improve attachment to the workforce resulting in fewer families having to rely on social assistance by ensuring that families will be better off as a result of working 
3.  To reduce overlap and duplication through close harmonization of program objectives and benefits (p. 1).

The DSSMSSAB (2007) goes on to list the programs in Sault Ste. Marie that have been financially aided by NCBS in the last five years:  “The Algoma Health Unit, the Canadian Red Cross, Child Care Algoma, Prince Township Child and Family Centre, the Soup Kitchen, YMCA, Women in Crisis, Infant Development Program, Community Assistance Trust” (p. 1).  All of these programs deal with children, although few deal with adults as well.

Evidence of the Impact of Social Exclusion

Lieberman (2003) conducted a scientific experiment to find out more about the impact of social exclusion.  

The study used MRI to view the brains of students playing a computer game of “catch”.  The volunteers were told they were interacting with two other students, but in fact the computer controlled the other players.  After each student had received the ball seven times, the computer players stopped throwing it to them.  The minor distress this caused lit up an area called the anterior cingulated cortex, an emotional alarm system that lights up in response to pain as when a mother hears her baby’s cry.  Another region linked to pain, the right ventral cortex, also lit up. (P. 19)

This shows that rejection (i.e. the impact of social exclusion) is indeed both emotionally and physically distressful.  

Sapon-Shevin, Dobbelaere, Corrigan, Goodman, and Mastin (1998) explored ways to stop social exclusion from happening between handicapped children and their peers.  The researchers of this project, consisted of one University Professor, and four grade school teachers, from the school this project took place.  The teachers attempted to alter the social patterns of students’ interactions by making a rule designed to prevent exclusion and support inclusion.  The rule implemented was that no one could say “You can’t play.”  This took place in classrooms from kindergarten through grade 4.  (The results of the project did however permit passive exclusion if the children did not ask to play.)  Regardless, Sapon-Shevin et al. (1998) provided evidence that “teachers who take seriously the social climate in their classrooms and school can challenge existing patterns of exclusion and isolation and help children develop new repertoires of friendship and inclusion” (p. 4).

This evidence shows that patterns of exclusion can be changed, and yet programs that aid to alleviate social exclusion for Ontario adults living in poverty, are few and far between.  The second criteria required for programs to be funded by the NCBS is, “to improve attachment to the workforce resulting in fewer families having to rely on social assistance by ensuring that families will be better off as a result of working” (p. 1).    Most of the funded programs however do not meet that criterion.   It seems a bit odd that that criterion is excluded, since many people stay on assistance because they have become socially excluded and cannot “improve attachment” to society, let alone re-enter the workforce.

 The Soup Kitchen and the YMCA are some of the very few programs in SSM that genuinely do help people living in poverty to become socially inclusive.  In a personal communication, Markkula (2007) verified that the YMCA, as a Chartable Association, offers membership according to people’s income, after their necessary expenses.  This allows all people to join and participate in fitness classes, swimming, weights, cardio equipment, hot tub and saunas, and perhaps most importantly it helps people to become socially active.  

The Soup Kitchen is located in a primary poverty area within Sault Ste. Marie and has many diverse programs that help people not only fill their stomach, but to interact with their community and be social with one another.  

According to the Soup Kitchen website (2007), their children’s program called “The Brighter Beginnings Children's Program” is partially funded by NCBS, while some of the other funders are the Royal Bank and Sears.  The program runs Monday to Friday after school until 5:30 pm, for kids 6-12 years old and accommodates 30 kids.  They have a wide variety of activities for the children to do, from playing hockey outside, reading, using computers, watching movies, and playing with toys.  They also provide a daily nutritious snack for the kids as well as periodic field trips.  This program also runs throughout Christmas, March and Summer Break.  The Soup Kitchens’ website (2007) goes on to say that:

The purpose at Brighter Beginnings Children's Program, is to provide the community with a FREE program for children between the ages of 6 through 12 that will facilitate their growth and development in all developmental areas such as: curiosity, initiative and independence; self esteem and decision making skills; enhance and/or develop social skills in a group setting; communication skills; and physical activity. (P. 1)

On Friday nights (6pm to 9pm) there is a Youth Program at the Soup Kitchen that is run by local teachers, who volunteer their time.  It is offered to youths 13 to 18 who are able to enjoy a variety of different activities like movies, field trips, computer access and snacks.

Ray Stortini (2006), a retired judge who volunteers at the Soup Kitchen, notes that the Soup Kitchen provides meals to approximately 100 people day while relying only on donations of food and financial contributions.  Several church groups volunteer to help to make the meals, but many of the voluntary chefs, servers, and other job duty workers are clients who have become volunteers.  The Soup Kitchen also provides workshops and internet service, a community garden, the Good Food Box, and a community kitchen for their clients.
When retirement age came for Stortini (2006), he concluded that “to maintain good health one must have both physical and mental stimulation, and while I have other volunteer commitments, the Soup Kitchen gives me the most satisfaction” (p. 222).

Trying to find other Soup Kitchens that offered similar services (i.e. more than just a meal) in Ontario was surprisingly difficult.  Sadly, there are no academic journals to be found on Soup Kitchens or any websites for Soup Kitchens that provided any kind of resources or services to help combat social exclusion.  To speculate, I would have to say that many do not provide anything more than a daily or weekly meal and some offer religion as well.  The amount received from the government to the Soup Kitchen is not nearly enough to cover their expenses, nor is it core funding. This means that every year they hope to receive monies, but are not guaranteed.  I would imagine that no other Ontario Soup Kitchen would receive any kind of funding, since I was not able to locate a Soup Kitchen that provided more than a meal.  The local Soup Kitchen in Sault Ste. Marie offers more than just a bowl of soup to their clients.  It offers services that enable people to reintegrate into society by giving them a sense of belonging to a community again.

Based on these findings, an interesting question to pursue would be: In what ways does the Sault Ste. Marie Soup Kitchen provide an environment for their clients who are otherwise socially excluded from mainstream society, to socialize among each other and form their own socially inclusive society? Another interesting question would be: In what ways does the Sault Ste. Marie Soup Kitchen help people reintegrate into mainstream society?  

Methods

The methodological approach used was semi-structured interviews, and the analysis approach used was grounded theory.

Participants

I interviewed a total of six participants; three were patrons as well as volunteers at the Soup Kitchen, one volunteer, the coordinator of the Soup Kitchen, and a counselor from John Howard Society.  Ages varied among the participants; one male and one female were between 20 and 30 years of age, two women were between 30 and 45 years of age, one female between 45 and 65 years of age, and one male between 65 and 75 years of age.  I made use of purposive sampling strategy to acquire the most representative patrons of the Soup Kitchen. 

Procedure

 All the interviews took place at the Soup Kitchen except for one which took place at the John Howard Society.  Two consent forms were signed and dated by each participant (see Appendix A to view a copy of the consent form used for this project).  All interviews were recorded with average length of 20 minutes each.

The main interview question was “What does the Soup Kitchen provide for people, in your opinion?”

here were also several follow-up questions, these were: 

“Besides the Soup Kitchen, what other social gatherings do patrons participate in?”

“If the Soup Kitchen did not exist, how would your life be different?”

“I’d like to know your reaction to the following: During my research I discovered 
Soup Kitchens usually only serve a meal and that this is the only one I found that did more than that.”

Researcher Reflection

What do I expect to find?

I expect to find that the Soup Kitchen helps many people with more than a meal, i.e. that they provide an atmosphere where people in need become part of the Soup Kitchen, through volunteering and friendships.  I also expect to find that without the Soup kitchen, many people would not have any other social outlets to attend.  I expect to find from one person in particular, that she would not have gone back to school if it wasn’t for the special people who run the Soup Kitchen.

2. What benefits do I expect to gain?

I will benefit by giving back a little something to the Soup Kitchen to let them know how they change lives.  Also, to let Ron and Calna know that they are responsible for the wonderful things they bring out in the lives of the people who they help.

3. What benefits and risks will this have for participants and how might this affect their lives after the data gathering is over?

The benefits for participants will be to either realize how lucky they are to have the Soup Kitchen, and for some to be able to let Calna and Ron what a fantastic job they are doing.

As for risks, I do not see any, for this research is only for the purposes of recognition of what the soup kitchen does for people and how lucky the patrons are for having the facilitators that run it.

4. What responsibilities do I have to others, and how might they shape the research?

I am responsible to myself to get a good grade!!  It’ll shape my research in a positive manner, for I will work hard to make my project a good one.    I do not have a responsibility to anyone else really, only to myself to accurately portray the Soup Kitchen as the patrons and volunteers see it.

Data Analysis

1. I coded my data, by organizing the quotes as I read and reread and highlighted, writing down important key words and the section of the tape it was at.  I identified themes throughout the interview by doing this.

2. I categorized by cutting out highlighted portions of the quotes and grouping them into categories.  Reading through each category I attempted to name it and/or produce subcategories.  As I did this I also wrote short descriptive summaries of each to help me attain names for the themes.

3. In my project there was interrelationships among the themes, since the main theme was holistic nourishment, breaking down each section tended to overlap the others because when they are put all together, you get the Soup Kitchen.

Results

The main theme is holistic nourishment which has 3 subcategories: Skills, Physical well-being, and Belonging.  Together they create the Self-esteem theme.  The barriers that poverty and social exclusion cause are a separate theme, since it provides a background of why people end up at the Soup Kitchen in the first place.  The last theme is community strength, because as you will see, without that piece of the equation, there would be no equation at all.  The diagram below shows the many factors that contribute to being able to battle poverty and social exclusion.


Barriers:  It was restated throughout all the interviews that the barriers of being on mothers’ allowance, Ontario Works, Disability, and Old age pensions brought these recipients to the Soup Kitchen in need, because of the unsubstantial amount received by government to live.  Prior to coming to the Soup Kitchen, most were socially excluded and therefore had no social outlet; friendships were few and far between and most just stayed home.  My interviews showed how hunger was not the problem; it was only a mere symptom of a whole bunch of problems.  Sue Roy thoroughly explains this concept.

“Take a look at someone who has some kind of problematic lifestyle, if we take a look at the problem of ‘I don’t have food to eat today and I need to eat’, and do some problem solving. The reality is that just putting a sandwich in front of the person and saying ok we’ve solved that problem, I think that we’ve probably solved it short-term, probably won’t have much of an impact on that problem long-term and I think realistically speaking, that’s a band aid for a problem that could have been solved.  I think perhaps taking a look at what causes the blister and working on that rather than continuing to changing the band aid every 3 hours, you know, maybe if we can fix what causes the blister then maybe we don’t need the band aid anymore and maybe we won’t have the pain anymore.” I.1.17:5

The blister has many faces, some are visible, but the most damaging ones like depression, loneliness, low-self esteem and fear are the barriers that are usually hidden from society.

“Before coming here, I’m not sure what I was going through, for the past year I was unmotivated, feeling blah, mood swings, angry, didn’t care, didn’t want to cook, didn’t want to get up, my boys would come to get me, and I still didn’t want to get up, I didn’t want to go anywhere.” I.2.13:20

“I’m on a fixed income and have a son and sometimes having a permanent place to live is not possible, I used to always be in danger of being kicked out or not having enough food or clothing for my child.” I.5.1:10

“The Soup Kitchen deals with people who have had difficulties, most of our clients are on disability and there is never enough money, the government doesn’t provide enough money for them to live above the poverty line. Life can be hard.” I.6.14:30

“A lot of our clients live in the seniors housing and subsidized housing in this immediate area and there aren’t any facilities in the area for seniors. So we are the community center, they come here for info, come here for medical and dental clinics and the programs we have, in that way we are a community center.  Some come in for coffee, or to visit, or for a bowl of soup, so for lack of services in the area, this is the only one in the area.   Most of the seniors do not have cars so they can’t go to other places because they have to catch a bus since they live in the extreme west end. It’s a community center in name and practice.” I.6.7:50

“By the time people show up here nobody believes in them anymore and they don’t believe in themselves anymore, and there is no reason for that.  There’s hope for everybody, there’s hope for everyone, everyone can change, sometimes it’s medical too, lots of times people come in and they are depressed and don’t even realize it and the shortage of doctors, there’s so many issues they face.” I.3.16:50

Holistic Nourishment: As showed above, hunger is only a symptom.   It was quite evident throughout all of the interviews that what the Soup Kitchen provides is far beyond a meal, they break the barriers that poverty encases them in.  Primarily, it is indeed nourishment of the body that is provided, but also of the mind and soul.   Under holistic nourishment there are three subcategories: skills, physical health, and belonging.  When these four are put together they create yet another theme, the most important of all, self-esteem.  

Skills: Whether it is social skills or knowledge that a person lacks, it has a deep impact upon them.   The Soup Kitchen is based on social skills so that patrons will be able to have positive relationships with one another which in turn will create a healthy environment.  When looking at social exclusion, it is crucial for people to grow socially and intellectually so they can learn how to have and maintain positive interactions with others.  As mentioned in the literature review, there are many programs available which are always changing based on the need of the patrons.  

“Everything is different for everybody, right now I’m involved with strengthening families, and it’s through the Métis program, runs from October till May. It has really been benefiting me and some other of my friends who have kids.  It teaches us how to handle stress, take time out for ourselves, how to teach them the values of life. Like why we might say no to certain things, why we ask them not walk out on the road, cause its not safe and they need to understand that.  As much as it might sound like a bad thing, it’s a positive thing for them.” I.5.9:40

“Calna and Ron are trying to help me get an education; it’s like some of the programs they provide for us, finding ways that maybe I can get someone to baby-sit for a few hours while I go online to do something for school, because I don’t have a very high education.” I.5.11:20

“I have had lots of different involvement, being established with the John Howard Society, there was a time when a coworker and I went and provided some social skill training, those were just some small workshops on skills such as learning how to be assertive versus aggressive or passive, problem solving, decision making, and even doing some brainstorming looking at what is available in the community for people to access.” I.1.2:20

“I don’t practice law since I retired from the bench but I practice poverty law.  Some of our clients leave their birth certificates and need an affidavit, or they run out of time to pay a fine, and need more time.  Some don’t know how to apply for it, things like that. I instruct them on small claims court if they’re being sued or have to sue someone. I do that kind of law, not as a lawyer but just as offering advice for people who can’t afford a lawyer” I.6.4:00

Physical Well-Being: It was very apparent that the Soup Kitchen did not only provide a meal, but that they provided a healthy meal and strived to help people not only live a healthier lifestyle as well as teach people how to do this.  One way is the Good Food Box and another way is by having weekly community kitchens which actually teaches people how to cook healthy meals on a budget, this program was mentioned by all the participants.  I also learned of the dental and blood pressure clinics that are offered there as well. 

“The Good Food Box program is where we deliver fresh fruits and vegetables once a month to over 200 homes.   We go as far as Thessalon and the participants pay 10 or 15 dollars for the good food box.  We buy all the fruits and vegetables at wholesale prices and the volunteers make up the boxes, so it’s a really good deal.  And under that program as well we have the ‘sponsor a family program’ and right now we have close to 30 different families that are sponsored by individuals, business, families, or groups and they receive the good food box free and usually for a year” I.3.1:20

 Belonging to a society is more important than most would think, because it brings a sense of comfort and most importantly, it also brings a reason to be, an importance to one’s life.  Throughout all the interviews, the Soup Kitchen was referred to as a community center and a gathering place that was welcoming, caring, and safe.  Under this theme I have put acceptance, friendship, moral support, and pride because these are the foundations of belonging to any society.  

“I can’t wait to get up every morning to come here, I just moved across the street so I can sleep in more.  But I used to get up really early, 5:30, 6:00 and I’d be sitting outside at 7:30, and the doors don’t open till 8:20.  I was sitting out there waiting for them, so I could start my day.  If they weren’t here, oh, I don’t know what I’d do.”  I.4.2:35

“I look forward to coming here in the mornings, I get up in the morning and get my boys ready to go off to school and then I catch the bus to come here.  It’s like a little family with the volunteers and Calna and Ron, because everybody who comes here you get to know them.  I haven’t met everybody but I am slowly getting to know everyone and the people I have met, I come in looking forward to seeing them.” I.2.10:20

“Some of the clients who come here have a certain smell, a lot of my friends outside of the Soup Kitchen would say something, and they would verbally come out and say something to somebody. People are people, some people are mentally unstable.  I have a friend from here that is on disability because of being mentally unstable.  He takes his medication, he isn’t the cleanest person in the world, but he is the most honest friend I have, he doesn’t come over and use me.  He’s more of a friend than any of my other friends, who just call me to see if I’m drinking that night, and if I’m not, I won’t hear from them for another month.  He’s a true friend, he wants to talk to me, not use me.” I.2.11:30

“On top of feeding people who are not able to feed themselves for whatever reason, financial problems or not safe with the stove or those types of things, it’s a 

gathering place for individuals who don’t have their family in their homes.  So they can come out of their apartments or houses and they can gather and they can eat together. I think that’s an element too and I think that with providing that it gives people a sense of belonging to a community.” I.1.0:45

“It’s a home away from home I guess you could say, it may only be a couple hours a day but it gives people something to get up for in the morning.  I come here to socialize with people because I’m not a very social person, like at home I stay home, so I come here to mingle and socialize with people, its good for my sanity.” I.5.4:05

“I wouldn’t have my sanity if the Soup Kitchen didn’t exist, just because there are people here who have gone through what I have gone through.  They can give me some feedback on what I can do to better myself and help raise my child, because it’s not easy.” I.5.2:17

“If you need any questions asked, or help with food or housing or clothing or just someone to talk to, there is always someone here to listen to you.” I.5.1:10

“I think the society changes the people who come here.  When they arrive, they are angry and scared, and of course we try to work with them as well.  We’ve done a lot with our volunteers as well, we say to them that they need to accept that person, you may not like that person but you have to accept that person.  Eventually there may be a dislike for a new person, as they are usually in a tight group and then they eventually accept that person into the group let them into their circle.  So people that come here usually find new friends, new people to talk to and through our programs as well.” I.3.6:0

Self-Esteem: The longer a person is socially excluded, the harder it is for them to reintegrate into any kind of society, they are withdrawn, shy, and unsure of themselves and they feel alone. The three patrons that are also volunteers that I interviewed echoed this; prior to going to the Soup Kitchen they did not have a social outlet, they stayed home instead, not wanting to be around others.   So, the nourishment of the body, mind and soul also does something internally for people, it brings self-esteem, happiness, and self-worth to their life.  There is also another quite evident factor that has helped these people raise their self-esteem, and that is having people who genuinely care about and believe in them.  Their names have been mentioned quite a few times in the quotes so far, Calna and Ron, the facilitators of the Soup Kitchen.  I was not able to make two categories between self-esteem and having someone believe in and care about them, since all the quotes that were going to be used would be the same in each category.

“I’ve been down to St.Vincent’s soup kitchen and there seems to be lot of bickering and fighting.  People just don’t get along there; it’s not run as well as this place is. Calna and Ron give the option of doing what you want to do; they ask your opinion on what you want to do.  They make you feel wanted and important.” I.5.4:05

“I think Ron and Calna make a dramatic impact on the peoples’ lives that come here. I noticed when I first came here, they were both very open and they really showed an interest in me being here, not only as a volunteer but me just being here.  Having a place for me to come and socialize with other people, they’re really nice people.” I.2.7:20

“Calna and Ron sit there and talk to you, they ask you what’s the matter, how can we help you, can I get you into a program, or find you a program you will be comfortable in.” I.5.9:40 

“We had a break in at Christmas and our safe and all of our turkeys were stolen, so I called the press before calling the police and the community responded overwhelmingly.  When you have a tragedy or something major like that, it’s incredible the amount of money and food that rolls in, as long as people know.  When our freezer broken and we lost all our meat, it came back ten times over. That’s another thing, we have a policy that if we are doing okay we don’t ask, which works well because when we do ask, they hear us” I.3.23:10

Community Strength The last theme presented is the strength of the outer community of Sault Ste. Marie, for they are the reason that the Soup Kitchen is able to continue helping people.  As noted in the literature review, there is a sum given from the remaining twenty percent to the Soup Kitchen by “Clawback”, but not nearly enough to support all the incredible things they do.  Plus, considering that the full 100% of monies from “Clawback” come from these welfare recipients themselves, the Soup Kitchen and other places I believe are entitled to a much larger sum than they receive.  Talking to Calna after the interview, I was made aware that it only pays for a third of their cost, leaving approximately $200,000.00 to be raised by donations from businesses, groups, families and individuals, some as far away as Toronto.  Another frightening thought is that with a change of government they could lose the funds from “Clawback” all together.

Conclusion
Reflecting on my findings I have to say I am very impressed at how peoples lives are changed by such basic things in life, that most take for granted.  When interviewing the excitement that I saw in the patrons’ faces and heard in their voices made me realize why Calna and Ron work so very hard.  Friendship, having people who care about you and want to help you, and allow you to be useful again and over and over again let you know how wonderful you are, can change peoples, lives.  The odd part about the blister is that the cure for it is pretty simple, basic necessities that most people don’t even realize.

I did have a surprise during my interview with Calna, when I asked her what the Soup Kitchen has done for her personally.  She told me how the Soup Kitchen helped her raise her self-esteem and made her more assertive, which is hard to believe that she wasn’t, because she is in fact one of the strongest women I have ever been blessed to meet.  Reflecting on that, I suppose it’s the old saying “what goes around comes around.”

The themes identified definitely reflect my literature review, showing how social exclusion can deteriorate one’s life.  It also shows how, when the government does not provide adequate amounts of money to people and programs, the main society steps in to aid.  I do believe that “Clawback” should give more than 20% for programs like these, which target the people that it came from in the first place.  Maybe then more would be in operation, which would allow every human being a chance at happiness.  The themes agreed with my thoughts, since I am a poster child of the Soup Kitchens’ work, but it is very uplifting to be able to hear my thoughts echoed through others.

My limitation on this study was definitely the time constraint.  A much broader study I believe should be done to truly reflect the nature of the Soup Kitchen.  They provide so much for so many that it is impossible to have portrayed every aspect properly.
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Clinical Journal
Urghhh… boy is it annoying when people who have no idea what they are talking about or make rude comments.  I just could not believe how little insight people have.  And yet they feel free to post it in public places.  Unbelievable.  When I read the article, “No Soup for You”, I was impressed by the insight of columnist Ron Sheaves.  I was also saddened by the information presented.  We have so much poverty right around us and we do so little about it.  That in itself is enough to make me angry.  I think it should make me angry.  But what really made me angry were the responses the column got. People were so rude.  They talked about people being lazy or just not managing their money wisely.  Some sounded like they were trying to deny that there is any need for a service like the Soup Kitchen.  People aren’t really that poor.  I guess it is easier to deny that poverty exists than to face it and try to do something about it.   It is easier to place the blame on the person experiencing poverty.  If only they would get a job.  If only they didn’t waste their money.  It’s their problem not mine.

I’ve heard all these arguments before.  Sometimes it’s been from friends and family or from co-workers.  It’s so frustrating.  People have no idea how close we all are to being in poverty ourselves.  We walk the thin line of jobs and credit.  And we believe that it will never happen to us.  But who are we kidding?  What gives us the right to be so self-righteous and proud of our own lack of poverty?  The easy answer is we don’t have that right.  I don’t mean we can’t be proud of working hard or of having nice things.  But if we think that makes us better than other people or that we are immune to poverty, that’s a problem.  If it leads us to blame people for their misfortunes instead of having compassion for them and what they are going through, that’s really a problem.
So where do these attitudes come from?  I think lack of knowledge is probably the biggest problem.  People just don’t know.  So they mouth off stereotypes and pat phrases.  They’ve never taken the time to find out how people ended up at the Soup Kitchen or why they need to be there.  Sometimes we don’t want to think about it.  We don’t want to know.  It’s too uncomfortable.  The easy answers aren’t enough if you know the truth.
I’m lucky I guess.  There have been a number of factors in my life that have helped me to see beyond the easy answers.  For a start I grew up in an environment where people were equals and important no matter who they were or how much money they made.  I was taught that those who had, shared with those who didn’t have because that was how it was supposed to be.  When I was a student we lived on my husband’s disability pension.  We didn’t have much.  We ended up with a lot of credit card debt by the time I graduated.  Those credit cards were the fine line that protected us - at least for a time.  But we couldn’t have lived that way forever.  So I understand why people on ODSP need to eat at a Soup Kitchen.  And I understand that not everybody can just go and get a job.  My sister has also helped to open my eyes to the paths that lead to poverty and homelessness.  She has spent the last nine years working with homeless and people experiencing poverty in Toronto.  And she fights the stereotypes too.

After reading the article and reflecting on it, the next question is what can I do about it?  If lack of knowledge is a large part of the problem then maybe I can start there.  I meet a lot of people both socially and through work.  I can share with them what I am learning both through research and through my experiences at the Soup Kitchen Community Centre.  I can also listen.  I can listen to the stories that people share.  I can learn from the people I meet what they are going through, what has brought them to where they are today and what can be done to help.  I can volunteer my time, resources and talents.  Thank God for people like Ron Sheaves who have the courage to use their voices to speak up for what they believe in. We may not be able to solve every problem, but perhaps by working together we can bring about positive change in our community.

To the Sault College Nursing Program 

From Calna McGoldrick
I will send a more formal letter later but I wanted to let you know how impressed I was with Martina and Jocelyn yesterday.  There was a man in the Soup Kitchen that I have never really talked to.  I think some might describe his appearance as a bit frightening and he tends to keep to himself.  I noticed that Martina was spending some time talking to him and was actually engaging him in conversation.  He started opening up to her and she handled everything in a manner I would hope to see (but not necessarily expect to see) in a health care professional who has had years of experience.  She assessed his immediate needs (a warm jacket, socks and a lock for his bike) and took care of those items.  She managed to find out that he was on the verge of homelessness and that someone had stolen his ID and his medication.  Martina and Jocelyn phoned the telecare nurse (to little effect) and then convinced the man that he needed to go to emergency and see a doctor so that he could get back on his medication.  I went with them and observed.  They handled everything in a professional, responsible and compassionate manner.  They sat with him while he spoke to the triage nurse.  They engaged him in conversation for well over an hour, maybe 2 hours, while he waited to see the Doctor.  This wasn't easy due to the nature of his disability and his restlessness.  They went with him to see the doctor and the psychiatric nurse.  At any point this man may have become frustrated or angry and walked out of the situation.  I have often seen it happen.  But not yesterday.  Because of their skills the man was able to relate what information he was ready to share.  The result was that the hospital was going to contact his other, out of town doctors and then issue him a prescription.  He also received a referral to Dr. McMichaels and we all chipped in to give him the $6 for his medication.  We left him at his social workers office.  We met back at the Soup Kitchen, called the hotel where he was staying to ensure he had a room for the night.  We all talked and then called it a day.  Both Martina and Jocelyn amaze me with their maturity and their understanding and compassion for those who live in poverty and often cope with many other issues and disabilities.  I am sure that these two women are going to make an amazing difference in this world and will touch many lives.  They did today.

ODSP Dispute

To Our Government Policymakers

My son is a person with Autism who has very specific dietary needs and I have seen major differences in his abilities since I have changed his diet. There have been great improvements in his behavioural and cognitive abilities. There is an old saying ‘You are what you eat’.

I strongly feel that people with disabilities aren’t even given a chance to eat properly because of their limited income. I can afford to support my son with healthy food choices, but what will happen when one day he will be forced to live somewhere else where such food choices are not available because of his limited income?

By the time people on ODSP pay their rent (which forces them to live in filthy, poverty housing), clothing and transportation expenses, there is very little left over to purchase or even have a choice to eat ‘good, healthy’ food products. Most of the food that is offered is chemicalized and processed to death and so very little nutrition is feeding their brains, immunity and endocrine systems. 

How can this government believe that the income ODSP is giving to such individuals is meeting or even allows for healthier choices? How can these people reduce their dependency on drugs when they are being victimized by this government’s lack of education and understanding around the needs of proper diet and income to support better life style choices? 

Where is the accountability on issues such as this?

I truly believe that my genetic predisposition to Autism was caused by my exposure to polluted food, water and air over the years which this and other governments have allowed and sometimes even promoted that were full of toxins, (such as vaccinations), is just criminal. The consequence that my two children may suffer for the rest of their lives with such a horrendous lifestyle is truly heartbreaking.

There is a Simple Solution. If individuals work they should be allowed to keep all of their earnings so they can afford better life style choices. Most people who have disabilities can’t work more than part-time anyway. Most of the time agencies use them for services in the community and give $1.90 per hour in wages because if they work for any more than this it is deducted from their ODSP cheques. This is insane!!  Getting an extra $100.00 per month is a joke. If a person is capable of working for minimum wage somewhere, why is this government forcing these people to deduct such earnings from their monthly income? This forces them to live in poverty. They didn’t ask to have a disability.

Why is this government victimizing these people when perhaps their disabilities were as a result of poor government regulations over the toxins in our food, water, air and soil?

A Story of a Young Girl

C. A. 2006

Dead Wood

Dead wood

Lying on the path

Rotting

Metaphorically life

Maggots feasting on the brain

Of some dead thing

In this wood 

Death presides

Horrible contortion on the face

Of this dead being

Painful rictus of death

She died hard.           

My name is not important but my story is… My story may help you or friends of yours know they are not alone, that these things happen to others and they happen often. This is my story…. When I was a child I was beat physically verbally and sexually, I was raped at three years of age. I spent from birth to eleven years of age back and forth between Children’s aid society and my mother. When I was at my mother’s her many men would beat me, molest me, and tell me how worthless I was. When I was in foster homes, I was out of place. The families never seemed to care for me and if I began to develop any kind of attachment I was moved to another home. This left me with a feeling of displacement. I belonged nowhere and I was not similar to anyone I knew. When I turned eleven, C.A.S took permanent custody of me which means I was a ward of the state. Things did not get better, in the foster home I was in, the husband and wife began to have marital problems and the woman began to beat me.  I was there a year, before it was found out and I was moved. I then moved to the best foster home I have ever seen or heard of. That family truly loved me and even years after I am in contact with them….but because of all the moves the disastrous homes I couldn’t trust so I began to run away. So they moved me to a group home.  I was in two different group homes and anyone who has ever been in one can attest that they are not a nurturing place to grow up. When I began to be a teenager I started dating older men so I could stay at their homes, and away from the C.A.S. By the time I was fifteen C.A.S emancipated me and I was given my own custody. I was on welfare and truly on my own for the first time.  So euphoric that I began to party drink and do drugs with no worry of consequences. It was at this time I met the man who was to become my husband and I began to suffer with depression and I could find no way to release it. So I cut my arm with a razor to release my pain. I ended up becoming pregnant when I was sixteen and had the baby when I turned seventeen. During the pregnancy the man I was dating and I broke up and he went to jail. I never knew what for till much later. I had nowhere to go and no one to turn to so I moved in to the Cara house facility. I had the baby, a boy. I was happy. I was in joy. I met a new man in my apartment and we became close and boom pregnant again.  During that pregnancy he and I broke up and I reconciled with the first man, the father of my son. Three months after I had my second child, my daughter, I was married. I was nineteen. From the beginning I began to sense something wrong but was unsure what it was. He began to do things that I found difficult to cope with, when I would nap I would get a strange feeling creep to the bedroom door and my husband would be sitting on the floor masturbating. I would yell at him and he would apologize but he would do it time and time again. He forced me to be videotaped and always insisted I masturbate. I was so stressed out I began to develop anxiety problems I could barely keep my home clean. I got pregnant again with my third, a boy again. So there I was, three kids, a husband who made me want to rip out my hair in shame and I was alone. I tried my best to make it all work when one day a knock at the door decimated my life, C.A.S had decided to come and be involved the condition of my house had become an issue and as I was about to learn my husband was and is a convicted child molester and they were there to apprehend my children. I became hysterical and the police were called to forcibly take my kids. I left my husband because it was found there was a very strong possibility that he had in fact molested my kids. So I began to fight with C.A.S for my kids in court a fight that lasted three years in the interim with a past boyfriend from my early years I became pregnant again and had my forth child a baby girl. By this time in my life all of the hardships began piling up in my mind and I began to suffer severe depression. I got the kids back and started to try to live my life. C.A.S came to my door informing me they had a court order that I take a psychiatric evaluation. So believing them I went and had it done by their doctor. His evaluation was the nail in my coffin, He stated I was a cutter or in proper terms I had borderline personality disorder which is the technical term and the judge gave crown wardship of my kids to the C.A.S with no access to me what so ever. I saved the one I could my second born daughter I gave her father joint custody primary residence. It was all I could do and the only one I could save. I suffered a massive nervous breakdown and was under constant doctor’s care. I was put on a huge variety of anti-depressions I began to drink heavily and I began to cut myself with astonishing regularity and I began to rip at my skin with my nails and tear out my hair. I lived in this state for about five years hoping and praying to just die I couldn’t stand the pain. Then one day while just lying there staring at my ceiling I began to think of writing. And I wrote my first poem, it was dark but it relieved me. I began to write more and more I took my self off of all the anti depressants, and I took up painting I still drank but not as often continuously cutting down. And then I began to seek other avenues for help, If I felt I was in danger of harming myself I would call the crisis line , I would go stay the night at Riverview and keep myself safe. It’s been nearly Three years since I have harmed myself. And Now I am comfortable with telling others my story. You are not alone in your pain and suffering there is help and there are others out here in this big world and they just may be closer than you think. If my story can help you in any way it is a blessing it was written. There is always something you can do to help yourself though it may be hard and scary. But once you start the journey it becomes easier and easier until it is habit and you find the times between the insanity and despair grow longer and longer. I pray that you take this story and find a gem of help and compassion in it, God bless all those who have been lights in my life and peace be your goal. 

It is really hard for me

Ardella

It is really hard for me particularly because I am 3 months 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. 

One of the ways I try and cope with all of this is I write fantasy fiction.  Something where I can control what happens; make interesting and unusual characters, even some monsters to fight.  Another thing I like to add is magic.  Spells, creatures, races, I try and incorporate them all.  I get inspiration from other fantasy fiction writers and playing games with my friends.

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 drape 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!

A True Story of Overcoming Adversity

by C.A.

I am a 30 year old female who has lived in Sault Ste Marie most of my life …. and I am a cutter. I had been able to stop cutting for almost three years. This is a true story of something that happened to me. I had a male friend who had been my friend for about six years in a completely platonic relationship. One night while drinking together my “friend” decided to take my butcher knife and a razor from a Gillette and cut up my arms. As I lay unconscious in my own blood he sexually molested me. I woke up the next day my pants were down to my ankles my shirt was pushed up around my armpits and I was covered in what appeared to be bite marks. My whole apartment was absolutely covered in blood and the coppery smell made me sick.  I was still bleeding copiously so I had to go the hospital. When I was at the hospital it was determined that the cuts were extremely infected, I had a fever and my immune system was compromised.  I suffered an asthma attack and began convulsing. I spent eight hours in the hospital while they struggled to save me. Even after I was sent home I had to have an in-home caregiver for two months, because the infection spread through my body.  People always ask me things like how have you been able to be so upbeat with all you have been through… citing this occurrence and others from when I was a child.  They ask what medication I am on. I just tell them I am on none. I have combated all the bad things in my life including my disability with two things: I write poetry and I paint abstract art. Being able to do these things has enabled me to release the bad emotions and the terror.  It soothes my soul. The one other thing that keeps me sane is singing - there is nothing like it. Being able to talk openly and ask for help when you need it is a very good thing. Never be afraid of what others may think because what matters is that you receive what you need to live - not that a few people may look down on you. Just asking and telling means you are stronger than they ever will be or have the need to be… Be strong and keep the faith.

Laura & Chris’ Story

By a student nurse

Laura and Chris moved to the Sault from North Bay. They said they moved for the jobs in the Sault, but by the time they got here, there were none to be found. Both Chris and Laura have family in the Sault. That is in fact how they came to be at the Soup Kitchen. One day Laura’s sister brought her to the Soup Kitchen thinking it was the Food Bank. Lunch was already over at that point, but the Soup Kitchen provided them with lunch anyways. They also described how that first day the Soup Kitchen gave their daughter, Hope, a birthday present, as it was her birthday that day. 

Laura and Chris described what the Soup Kitchen has done for them. They have five children altogether, three of whom live with them. Laura explained how the Soup Kitchen provides them with lunch so the food they have at home can be saved for the children’s lunches. The Soup Kitchen also provides the family with bread, and in exchange for the hours that they volunteer at the Kitchen, they receive food in return. Through participation in the Community Kitchen Program provided by the Soup Kitchen, they assist in making a meal, a portion of which they get to take home, which provides them with another meal every Wednesday. They feel that the Soup Kitchen provides a lot for the family, but for the children in particular. The Soup Kitchen provides a lot of clothing for the children, and they stated how they get very good clothes from the Soup Kitchen, and then they bring the old clothes back so that other people can get use out of them. Laura said that if it wasn’t for the soup kitchen, her kids would be “running around naked.” The family feels they prefer the Soup Kitchen’s environment to that of St. Vincent’s as the Soup Kitchen provides a more kid-approved and kid oriented environment. 

The magnitude of support that the Soup Kitchen provides for this family is essential, as both parents are unemployed and looking for work. However both identified that it is very difficult to find work right now. When they moved from North Bay, the left a four bedroom town house, and here in the Sault, they had to move into a two bedroom apartment. Laura and Chris sleep in the living room of their apartment so that their kids can have the bedrooms. 

Since they moved from North Bay, Laura also has been diagnosed with cancer - cancer she’s had for two years but that no other doctors found until she came to the Sault. 

Another reason for Laura and Chris’ move is that one of their sons has ADHD and while in North Bay he would be sent home from school four to five times a week. Since they’ve moved here in November, their son has been sent home a total of three times. He used to be suspended four to five times a month in North Bay as well, but has only been suspended twice since they’ve moved to Sault Ste. Marie. Both Laura and Chris feel safer here in Sault Ste. Marie. 

Poverty Reduction


By Carol
A person really doesn’t understand poverty until he/she has been in the position of being poor.  When poverty is a reality it is a time of despair, depression and loneliness.  It seems that there is no one to turn to, no one to lift the sadness and no one to talk to.

I grew up in a large family and although my parents were not rich, we had the basics for life.  Fast forward to adulthood, I had a successful business and didn’t have a worry in the world.  It was then I fulfilled a dream of going back to university and to work with neglected children.  It was also the start of understanding … for what was to come.  Due to health issues I moved back to my hometown to be with family and continue my career.  Unbeknownst to me there was no employment available in my field.  My E.I. was running out and I tried to work at several call centers, babysit, and work at delivery services.  Needless to say, the money I had did not cover even the most basic needs.  It was difficult to make ends meet.  Do I not pay the rent, so I can eat?  Do I pay the rent, but not have power?  It was even more difficult to buy medication when the rent was due.

This was the time when I truly understood poverty as it exists.  The overwhelming feeling of despair is deepened when I can’t sleep at night, have fear of tomorrows, and have a very dim future.

Poverty will continue tomorrow and for many days to come because of the lack of understanding.  Poverty is real and not going to go away over night.

Teddy’s Story


By a student at the Soup Kitchen
Teddy’s story begins with him trying to kill himself because his wife separated from him. He tells of how he tried to fly by jumping off an eight story building. He landed on the pavement below. Following this he went into a coma for eight months. He tells of being in the hospital for two years and being in a wheelchair since 1993. He broke his neck and the medical staff told Teddy he couldn’t walk again. He proved them wrong. Teddy is able to walk with a walker. The medical staff also informed Teddy that he would not be able to talk. When he came out of his coma he could not talk and used a pointer to communicate. But Teddy proved that science isn’t always right, and he again proved the doctors wrong. Teddy learned to talk and says that is why he likes to talk to people. He came on his own to the Soup Kitchen to volunteer because he can’t work. Teddy comes to talk to all the pretty women and said that he tries to talk to everyone. “That is my story in a nutshell,” he says. 

The Coleman Kids

By Calna

I met Dave and Angus in 2001.  Brother Frank came to town about 2 years later.  Angus was very ill and needed a liver transplant.  His stomach was so swollen and very painful.  He had to have it drained weekly. The brothers took very good care of Angus.  All of them volunteered at the soupkitchen. Their main job  became building maintenance. They told me they were famous and indeed they were.  The article I found about them is below.  

One day Angus gave me his poket knife. He told me it was for me to remember him.  He died soon after.  Dave and Frank left town bur sometime in 2007 dave called to tell me they had were happy and living in an old farmhouse.  I miss them. 
Down and out in Rosedale

By Nate Hendley, November 1998
Down in the Rosedale Ravine, next to some of the most expensive real estate in Canada, three men live in a tent. Their campsite's located within meters of a busy road, but you'd never know they were there if you just drove by. These men are [image: image2.png]


among the least visible street people in the city -- bush dwellers who've carved out their own communities in Toronto's green spaces.

I first met the Rosedale homesteaders during a night-time visit by the Anishnawbe street patrol, an all-native band of warriors who distribute food, blankets and clothes to the homeless. We had been driving around Toronto for maybe three hours, stopping to help men and women living in alleys and parking lots and behind buildings. Then the van entered the Rosedale Ravine and we stopped on a completely deserted road.

Out of the darkness, a man stepped from the woods and approached the van. His name was David Coleman and he lived in the ravine with his brother, Frankie, and a friend named Steve.

When I returned in the morning, I walked into the woods along a leaf-strewn path and stepped into a spacious clearing about the size of a city bus. The clearing was abutted by a short hill, about five meters high, on one side. There was a road nearby, barely visible through a thick canopy of trees, branches and bush. You could see cars going by through spaces between the trees but the site seemed oddly cut off, disconnected from the traffic or the city itself.

In the centre of the clearing was a small tent in which all three men slept. The tent was bracketed by an elaborate lean-to made from tree branches. The site was airy and bright and cluttered with odds and ends: a rake, garbage pails, beer bottles, backpacks and clothes hanging to dry from branches. The place looked very much like the kind of site I used to organize as a camp counselor, except that this was someone's home, not a temporary locale for kids at play. A large black and white dog chained to a stake ran in tight circles, barking at my approach.

David, a short, squat native Canadian with a bull-ring in his nose and a dark moustache, politely sat down to chat. He said he was 33, and then proceeded to give me a lengthy life history: trained as a sous chef, he left his home city of Montreal after a falling-out with his wife. Somewhere along the line, David served 16 months for armed robbery and experienced problems with alcohol. ("I like to drink" is how he puts it, adding that he used to drink a lot more than he currently does.) He moved to Toronto and hooked up with a new girlfriend but they also split up, and David found himself on the streets and, later, in Rosedale.

"It's not bad here," he says. "No one bothers you. You know that when you go to bed, your stuff will be here in the morning."

David has been at the site for eight months, and says other homeless people live in the ravine as well. The Anishnawbe crew knows most of the bush dwellers, many of whom live close by apartment buildings and Rosedale mansions.

Standing in David's site on a crisp bright morning, watching autumn leaves fall to the ground, it's easy to romanticize the place, to imagine these men as latter-day gypsies living off the land. That is, until David mentions they can't light a fire at night, no matter how cold it gets, because the camp's too close to the road. These homesteaders aren't eager to attract attention. Not that the trio's had many problems so far -- city Works crews actually pick up their garbage and both cops and the Rosedale rich leave them alone.

At some point in our conversation, Steve emerges from the tent.

Unlike the Coleman brothers, Steve's white, very tall and thin. He's bearded and wears his long red hair in a ponytail. Steve hails from Oshawa and used to work for a railroad until booze put him out of job and home. Like David, Steve used to be married, though he says he doesn't maintain much contact with his family. At 37, Steve's criss-crossed Canada innumerable times and, like the other two men at the site, he now seems in no hurry to do much of anything.

Frankie Coleman arrives with breakfast, a box containing pizza slices and root beers purchased by panhandling -- the trio's main vocation at present -- and the three men hungrily dig in. Steve says he first met Dave in Ottawa "11 or 12 years ago" and Frankie in Toronto "18 years ago." It's a little vague as to where they first met, though Frankie offers that he hooked up with Steve in jail.

Steve has high praise for the Anishnawbe street patrol, but only scorn for downtown hostels for homeless men.

"I used to live downtown. I used to stay at Seaton House," he says, referring to the overnight shelter. He smiles and looks around. "I've come out of the jungle and into the bush."

I start chatting with Frankie, who has long, dark hair and a beard. At 36, Frankie looks older than he is; weather-beaten and wizened, he seems tough at first but he's actually very friendly. He proudly tells me he helped build the roof for the lean-to, and then says the site's been occupied for years.

"Some old guys used to live here, but they moved on," he explains.

No one is sure how many of the roughly 5,000 people without a permanent bed in Toronto live in places such as the Rosedale Ravine. Cathy Crowe, spokesperson for the Toronto Disaster Relief Committee, the agency that recently prompted city council to declare homelessness a national disaster, says that two years ago, an estimated 100 people lived under the Gardiner Expressway. Residents in these places establish semi-permanent dwellings that echo the shantytowns of the Great Depression. They are wilderness homesteaders, living in parks and ravines in one of Canada's most built-up urban centers. I don't discuss this much with the three men at the campsite, who are more preoccupied with food and warmth than political issues.

"I don't mind it down here," says Frankie. "It's quiet and peaceful. It's better than a hostel." The three men are hoping to land an apartment soon, before winter comes. Then maybe they can think about jobs and goals. For now, they're living completely off the grid -- no social assistance cheques, no permanent address and no future, if they stay at their current locale. "People ask me, 'Where do you live?' I say, 'I don't live -- I'm camping,' “says Dave.”They say, 'There's no camping in Toronto.' I know camping."

LeeAnn’s Story

By Leeanne, written for the play‚ In My Shoes

Oh My God! 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 is 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 a small apartment, or there were none available at the time. Well, this place was not very clean or very well maintained. I was the only woman there. I had to share a kitchen and a bathroom with a couple of other tenants, who happened to be men. One day I caught one of them urinating in the kitchen sink. I couldn’t believe my eyes! I was in shock. I use 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. I felt sorry in a way for him because was a different sort. He was on disability so she used him as a mule to do her work for pennies.

I am, like I said, on Social Assistance so after paying my rent, phone bill etc. there was never much money for groceries, Laundromat or even my bus pass. It got so bad that I decided that I needed to go to the Soup Kitchen for lunch. I am so happy that I did. Calna asked me if I would like to volunteer at the Kitchen. Right away I said yes I’d love to! She asked me if I needed anything for supper that day. I was so happy because I truly needed many things but I only asked for a bit of margarine so I could put it in my Kraft dinner. I never had milk to drink; it was too expensive for me. So…I started to volunteer at the Soup Kitchen. I really enjoy it. If it weren’t for the Soup Kitchen I would go hungry. At the Soup Kitchen we are like a big family. We have good days and bad days like most families. The best thing is we are all in the same boat so nobody judges us, or at least they shouldn’t. 

I have a reason to get up every day. My tummy is content today, but I still have other needs, such as: I need shoes to cover my feet so I can go to volunteer; I need clothes that don’t have holes and my bills need to be paid every month. 

I just barely get by with the money I do receive. 

I am a human being.

Please don’t treat me like I’m just another number.

I ask – “Can You Hear My Voice?”

A BRIEF OUTLINE OF THE LIFE AND TIMES OF DESMOND MCLOUGHLIN


By Des McLoughlin
I was born in Ireland in 1952 and lived a relatively happy life though we were poor, only from a cash point of view. I was never heavier than 145 pounds but my health was good until 1976, one year after immigrating to Canada with my wife, Regina.

I was diagnosed with Hiatus Hernia, or acid reflux. I had an operation to repair which did not work. I had two more repairs done within the following 5 years and the problem actually got worse.

I was in great pain, sometimes rolling on the floor in agony and nothing, even antacid, gave me any relief. I was also having tremendous problems swallowing. Dr. Morley Mossing sent me to Toronto Western hospital to the leading specialist in this area of medicine. Six weeks later, July 1985, I was back home weighing 78 pounds and with my esophagus removed and replaced with a piece of my bowel. The weight loss occurred because I was on a clear fluid diet (apple juice) for 2 weeks prior to the operation. Thank God it worked. I don’t even get heartburn today. 

I thought I had it made but this is where life took a nose dive. 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 me clothes so that the children would still stay in their home, in the same area and at the same school. It turned out that my wile was having an affair with my friend, a policeman, but that is another story.

The divorce decree against me was to pay $1,000 per month in alimony. My take home pay was $1,700 so I had only $700 to pay rent, my bills, to feed and clothe myself and be able to do something positive with the children on the weekends.

I just could not cope, being not back to full health and agonizing over the loss of my family so I eventually lost my job.

On January 6, 1990 my ex-wife asked me if we could get back together and I replied, “Definitely not.” That was at 6:30 p.m. – at 8:00 p.m. she was dead in the basement of the house at her own hand with a 12 gauge shotgun. 

It was the weekend so the children were with me and I had to tell them “the truth” in the morning (that is a story for another day). The children are now fine, my daughter a school teacher and my son a tradesman.

Now I will move on to address my poverty problems. I did get a good contract in 1990 with the Ontario Metis to write a loan manual and business plan to open a development corporation. I did get them $7.5 million from the Federal Government for a commercial loan fund. This was a three year contract which was not renewed because there were no new funds to pay for it.

I drew unemployment for a year and managed to make some extra money on the side by writing business plans for individuals. The children and I survived. Somehow I managed to keep my daughter in dancing (ballet and tap) and my son in soccer. I had, of course, used up the only asset I had after the divorce: my RRSP.

By 1998 / 1999 the children were grown up and I was on social assistance. I could not buy a job. I went to work at the call center thinking I would be good at that since everyone said that I had a great voice. I can certainly talk but I could not do it because I would not 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. I had to go to welfare to get the required rent. Thank God I was interviewed by a lady with a heart. She said the shelter was not place for me and she would do her best to have me re-instated. She did o and I hot 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.

I started driving taxi cabs in 2002 but that only lasted for a year, when I had several seizures. I would be walking down Queen Street, for example, and then I would wake up in the hospital connected to an intravenous device. After a year or so of testing, I was diagnosed with epilepsy. I could have gone on driving a cab but I was not taking any chances at driving, having a seizure and perhaps killing someone. I have not driven since.

Welfare again turned me down because I quit even though I explained the circumstances. I began my fight with them, but 2 months later I was again evicted. Welfare approved my application about a month after that. I was homeless again, albeit not on the street; I had no money, but at least I was back on track.

I did find an apartment, moved in and have been there ever since.

I applied for disability and after fighting with them for 2 years my claim was 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. 

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.

GRANDFATHER CLOCK

By Martin Vine
From a desert of ice and stone,

To the center of lakes of fire,

Hopes are higher and

As strong as the wind blows

When the light stops shining,

Comes all the time to dream,

As the light starts to climb,

These dreams seem pristine

From outside the box there doesn’t seem to be

Any place to light a fire,

For everyone to see

Into the lake of fire; where

All scream then dreaming,

With all the ice, stone and hopes of all,

Is fate that remaining to be seen

Jacob

These poems were written by ‘Jacob’, a person that travelled from soup kitchen to soup kitchen and shelter to shelter from the west to east coast and left a gift of poetry.  He gave us permission to publish his work and there are more on his blog. http://www.esnips.com/web/jacobsnotebook




The Angel
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‘and this is our angel….’

the person making introductions

 Proudly speaks

of the older woman with kindness.

‘She helps everyone out…

with rides here and there

and whatever else she might have

which others might need.’

Surely an angel

the older woman smiles shyly

beneath the golden toy crown

some child has perhaps put upon her

to wear in happy play

The Lady with the Soup Kitchen Baby

By Jacob

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……..

Martin Vine

In answer to the question, what does it feel like to be poor?
To be poor is to have

An empty river, trees with 

No leaves or a bird 

Without feathers

To feel the river drain

To lose leaves in pain

With no feathers to 

Fend off the weather.

Anonymous from someone at the Soup Kitchen

Standing at the bottom of a mountain

Dark on your side, bleak

Sun at the top

Apparent lush vegetation on the opposite side

Alone

POVERTY


Author unknown
Places I’ve been, trouble I’ve seen

From rags to riches and all in between

Sadness to sorrow, pain to suffering 

The way our world is seems so troubling

I’ve shed many tears, blood and pain

To straighten this world from pity and shame

Money is no object, happiness is. Peace, love

And serenity and the willing to give

This is the boy who became a man

Conquered the world with one single hand

Now I’m tired, sick and ashamed

For all sins committed in God’s given name

The Holy Son shall rise again

Bring joy to the world and to make amends

Believe in me and the Lord above, strong

Faith in the skies and heaven above

Sinners become saints for rich or poor till death

Do us part poverty runs poor. I’d rather

Have love, than so called money. It’s there 

For the taking to pay our bills, but peace

Love and happiness is my only thrill.

COMMODITY MONOPOLY


Martin Vine
This game here today

Is for everyone to play

The price of you and me

Is as high as the sky

Could be

Everything you need

You must buy

Go without and you’ll

Surely die

The lowest you can go

Is the only way we know

What are we to do

When there’s no more

Room for me and you.

From the Soup Kitchen

Anonymous

We were well off. Between my husband and me, we were bringing in over $6000 a month. I worked part time evenings, and my little sister babysat my 18month and 3 year old girls from the time I left for work until my husband got home. It was an excellent arrangement. We still lived in an apartment, but things were moving towards owning our own home.

It was the day of our 4th anniversary- that’s the day I found out that my husband had been cheating on me. It was a huge blow. Sadness, disappointment, overwhelming despair, I can’t even explain all of the feelings that I went through in the hours I sat and waited for him to get home from work, so I could confront him. He was really good at lying and manipulating, things I didn’t realise even at that point.

When he did get home, it was a messy confrontation. I ended up going to my parent’s house. I stopped going to work. I couldn’t deal with everything. It took 2 days of staying with my parents, my husband calling many times a day to convince me that it wasn’t his fault - that is when I started to get scared. I didn’t know how I was going to leave him, and still be able to take care of my girls. That, and the fact that they needed to know their father; just because it hadn’t worked out between us didn’t mean that he wasn’t a good Dad. I was at the lowest point I ever thought I could be. I went back to him. I told myself that it was for the girls; that they deserved to be raised by both parents. The reality was, I was too scared to depend on myself, to trust myself, and I didn’t want to be a single parent.

Things started to become clear after I went back to him; possibly because I wasn’t blinded to all of his faults any more. He was controlling. He constantly demeaned me, made me feel like I wasn’t a person without him. I recall the time when I was 5 weeks pregnant with my younger daughter, and ended up in the hospital, getting my gallbladder removed. I was in for a week, and my work cheque had been directly deposited while I was in there, and my husband had taken it out and spent it. I can’t seem to recall how I excused his behaviour at the time. I knew though that I wasn’t putting up with things the way they had been, and I made that clear when I went back.

I think it was about 2 weeks later, that through a separate series of events my Mom and I discovered that my little sister had been sexually abused. And that it went back 2 years, to the time she was 12. It explained a lot of her recent behaviour. She had been giving my parents a hard time for quite a while.  It was one of the reasons I had her babysitting for me, to keep her out of too much trouble. She was always so great to my girls. My Mom and I decided to take her for a drive, to see if we could get her talking, and maybe a name would be mentioned, so we could fry the bastard. It was good to help my sister with her problems; it kept my mind off my own.

We drove around for over an hour. My sister just cried. We rhymed off names of every person that we knew that had ever been in contact with her. We were grasping at straws near the end. The last grasp was my husband’s name. My sister said yes, and sobbed louder. It took a second for it to sink in, and then I asked my Mom to stop the van so I could get out and puke. And how! I was reeling... I knew that he did some terrible things, but never, ever would I have suspected this. I was with the guy for 6 years. I thought I had seen both the worst that he had to offer, and the best, because we did have some really great times. He could be the sweetest person. 

We went back to my parents’ place and called the sexual assault hotline. We knew that they would at least point us in the right direction. I have to say- at no point did I not believe my sister. I guess I knew deep down that he really was capable of this atrocity. The hotline pointed us to the Zebra centre. It was basically a police detective and social worker specializing in child sexual abuse. They interviewed all of us. I stayed in the room with my sister, until there were parts I couldn’t listen to. I didn’t have the courage to hear details at that point.

It turned out, that because of my husband’s previous dealings with the law (yes I knew about them- they dated back to when he was an older teenager- he was still making restitution payments when we met, for an act of vandalism) he was a flight risk. He had missed court dates that I had never heard of before.

The detective told me that I was to go home to my husband, so his suspicion wasn’t aroused, until they got him in for questioning. I found more of my strength over those next 3 days. 

When they called me after his questioning, the detective told me that he had questioned my husband for three hours. Three hours in which my husband lied to his face, until finally breaking down and admitting it. The detective told me that he worked in the field for 25 years, and my husband was one of the best liars that he had ever dealt with. This was mildly reassuring. It wasn’t just my judgment in people. The detective also warned me that my older daughter had witnessed a lot of the ‘events’. I was out of there. I packed my stuff, and brought it to my parents’ house.

It was the beginning of the end. He wouldn’t leave me alone. Child Protective Services told me that if he was around my children (maybe they were thinking I’d stay with him?) that they would take the children into custody. I was terrified every day. He drove by the house, called 20 times a day, and I was afraid to go outside.

To add insult, my apartment was broken into, before I could move all my stuff out. All of my electronics, food, personal items - were stolen. My first thought was that it had been my husband- but there were pry marks on the patio door. Obviously someone in the complex got wind of the break- up, and took advantage. I called the police, but I know what they thought. They blamed him, too. I just faced the fact that, even though I had all of the serial numbers from my electronics, I’d never see any of them again.

I don’t know when I got the idea to move to Ontario. I just knew that my parents couldn’t put me up indefinitely, it was just too crowded. I had family that I knew would be supportive in the Sault. Other than my parents, I had no family in Alberta. I had absolutely no money, my husband made sure of that. I guess he figured that I’d come crawling back to him when I needed stuff for the girls. My Mom made me go to welfare. It was a degrading, humiliating experience having to repeat the story. I could tell when people heard what happened, they were questioning - how could you have not known? The worker I ended up with was nice, and between her and a lady I had been talking to with child protective services, they made sure I had the means to get as far away from him as possible.

I came to the Sault on welfare, and continued getting welfare for 8 months, when I got a job at a call centre. I was making $10 an hour, I figured I was doing okay with that. I was in housing by then (a co-op) so my rent was affordable, and welfare said they’d pay for my childcare. I just couldn’t sit at home and dwell any longer, it was making me unhealthy.

That was fine for the first 2 months - until my checks worked out to be too much, and I made too much to qualify for welfare. I didn’t get a check, and still had to pay my $600 childcare bill and rent. I paid my childcare and decided to swallow the late fee on the rent because I didn’t know if I could replace the babysitter. Anyways, it turned out that I had to fire my babysitter shortly after that because my 2 year old daughter had bruises all over her bottom, under her diaper. At that point the only thing I had to be thankful for was that my welfare wasn’t cut off, because I couldn’t find a new babysitter and had to quit my job.

I eventually climbed out of the mess. I have always wanted to work, and even with my college diploma I had to take minimum wage jobs. There were a lot of times that I would go without eating just to make sure my kids had enough to eat. I have never received child support. When I was on welfare they told me there was nothing I could do until I had a legal custody order. Now I continue to struggle and fight to make sure my girls have a decent life, and 5 years after separating from him I can see a light at the end of the tunnel. There were many other really discouraging and some frightening experiences, but I made it. I am finally making use of my college education. I own a house. I own a car. I have money to buy my girls new shoes. 

And my husband, after 4 years of court battles, was finally found guilty, and sentenced to 5 years in jail. I sat with my sister through it all, and she was right beside me when I had to testify.

I’m still fighting for a divorce, and legal custody.
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