
They are mainly clustered around the 200 
block of Poplar, and they’re often over-
looked—at least, of course, by those who 

never intend to use them. But once you notice 
them, they’re impossible to miss. These are 
Memphis’ bail bond shops.
   There are 42 bail bond shops in Memphis and 
over 15 thousand worldwide, making up an in-
dustry that makes more than $14 billion a year. 
Locally, most shops are directly across from the 
jail at 201 Poplar. They serve one purpose: to 
help bail people out of jail while they await tri-
al—specifically, people who can’t afford to pay 
their bail out-of-pocket.
   Seems helpful, right? Maybe not.
   The bail bond system comes into play after a 
criminal suspect has been arrested and booked 
in jail. In Shelby County, the Jail Release sec-
tion interviews individuals after their arrest to 
gather background information. This informa-
tion, along with the person’s criminal history, 
is used to set bail. Some individuals arrested 
on capital charges are not permitted to post 
bail and must remain in jail until their trials. 
Still others, deemed not to pose a risk to their 
communities, may be released ROR—Release 
on Recognizance. Pretrial Services supervises 
these individuals until their trials. According to 
Jackie Perry of the Shelby County government, 
at least 95% of those arrested in Shelby County 
are given a bail amount.
   Those who are given a bail amount have a 
few choices for posting bail and getting out of 
jail until their trial. The first option is to pay 
the full amount directly to the court, usually 
as cash or money order. Although the arrestees 
themselves sometimes do this, more often it’s a 
family member or friend who posts the bail. If 

the individual appears for all court dates, the 
amount is refunded, minus court fees. Accord-
ing to Perry, about one in five of those given a 
bail amount in Shelby County are able to pay 
the court directly. If the person does not appear 
for his or her court date, the bail is not refunded 
and a warrant is issued for the person’s arrest. 
The process then begins again. The bail amount 
after the second arrest will probably be signifi-
cantly higher than the first.
    If the arrestee can’t meet bail, they must em-
ploy a professional bail bondsman and a bail 
bonding company -- all those buildings on 
Poplar’s 200 block. The bail bond process varies 
slightly by company, but is generally uniform: 
the bail bondsman agrees to get the arrestee out 
of jail until his or her trial in exchange for a non-
refundable fee, usually ten percent of the total 
bail amount. The person paying this fee, usu-
ally the arrestee, a friend, or a family member, 
must also sign an agreement to pay the entire 
bail amount if the arrestee does not show up for 
trial. He or she may also have to prove that they 
have the means to pay the entire amount. The 
bail bondsmen do not usually have to pay the 
entire bail amount to the court—rather, they 
must prove that they have the ability to do so. 
This is most commonly accomplished through 
one of the many large insurance companies that 
provide assistance to bail bondsmen.
   If the arrestee does not appear at trial, the 
bondman is responsible for finding him or her. 
Sometimes, bail bondsmen resort to drastic 
measures—including bounty hunting—to find 
their client and recover the entire bail amount.
   For many, the largest problem with the for-
profit bail bonding system is its exploitation 
of already-impoverished communities. Even if 
arrestees are found innocent after their trials, 
they will never receive their fee back from their 
bail bondsman—even though they incurred 
those fees only as a result of being suspected of 

a crime. Some people who don’t have the means 
to pay a bond fee or who don’t know anyone 
willing to help them are forced to remain in jail 
until their trial date. These people have no other 
options.
   According to Perry, about 10% of those ar-
rested in Shelby County are unable to utilize 
bail bond shops. However, according to the 
Shelby County Sheriff ’s Office Jail Report Card 
for January 2014 (the latest released at time of 
writing), 2151 of Shelby County’s 2476 inmates 
are being held pre-trial. On any given day, over 
68 percent of Shelby County Jail inmates are be-
ing held before ever appearing before a judge. 
And taxpayers are paying to keep these inmates 
locked up before their trials. The bail bond in-
dustry often flouts its alleged role in saving tax-
payer money, but this may not be the case: after 
all, taxpayers must pay to house those who can-
not afford to get out on their own.
   The use of monetary bail as a pretrial release 
system has existed since medieval England. 
English settlers continued the system in their 
American colonies. Under the Eighth Amend-
ment to the Constitution, judges are prohibited 
from mandating “excessive bail.” This vague 
wording, however, has fomented debate in sev-
eral states. Although the concept of bail has 
been present since the United States’ birth, the 
for-profit bail bonding business didn’t get start-
ed until the 1890s. Before this, bail was far less 
expensive—and many relied on strong social 
networks to help them pay their fees. But the 
rapid expansion of the American West in the 
late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries 
spread people out, pushed them outside these 
tight social circles. After a general increase in 
bail nationwide catapulted the situation over 
the edge, the bail bond industry was born. And 
it’s still growing.                

Continued on page 12 
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After a visit to the soup kitchen five months 
ago, Kenneth Smith signed up to be a ven-
dor for The Bridge. Since then, his life has 

taken a dramatic turn.
   Since the age of seventeen, Smith has been on his 
own and has struggled with homelessness for over 
fifteen years now. Smith states, “Falling into pov-
erty is so easy. Finding your way out, however, is 
extremely difficult.” He found himself experiment-
ing with drugs and alco-
hol once he left home, 
which eventually made 
keeping a steady job 
nearly impossible. With-
out employment, Smith 
no longer had the money to dress appropriately for 
a job interview or even afford bus fares to get to job 
interviews. This left him on the streets, reverting 
to begging as his only means of income. Because 
of this, he has found himself in and out of jail for 
panhandling numerous times over the years. Smith 
admits that if it were not for the Bridge, he would 
most likely still be in that position.
   Not wanting to burden his family, Smith learned 
to deal with his struggles on his own. He took up 
odd jobs here and there in sales and retail and still 
picks up jobs working in warehouses when they 
are available. After having prior experience in 
sales, selling The Bridge was right up his alley. He 

has mastered the techniques of successfully selling 
the newspaper and never lets a “no” get him down. 
Smith says that other people in his position should 
“be encouraged by rejection” and to keep trying 
until they start hearing more “yes than no.” He 
states, “Even if someone doesn’t have money one 
day to buy a newspaper from me, they will often 
come by the next day when they do have money 
and buy from me. You just have to stay positive”. 

Smith is very perceptive of 
his buyers. He concludes 
that tourists often buy The 
Bridge because they have 
similar papers from wher-
ever they are from and want 

to know more about the Memphis area. However, 
Smith states that even local Memphians will buy 
the same issue from him two or three times be-
cause, as he says, “they see me out there everyday 
and know I’m trying to do better and improve my 
life”.
   Smith is very optimistic about his future and the 
future for The Bridge. He believes that in six months 
everyone is going to know about The Bridge. As for 
himself, he now has a steady income and is work-
ing on gaining the resources to get back into the 
business world and work his way out of poverty 
for good.

Vendor Spotlight: Kenneth Smith 
BY KAT MILLIS 
Staff Writer 

In November of 2012, the New Jersey mayor, 
Cory Booker pledged to take on the “food stamp 
challenge” and get by on $133 for food per month 
as a sign of solidarity with the American people for 
whom that was a day-to-day reality. When asked 
if she thought she could undertake such a restric-
tive challenge, Fox News reporter Andrea Tanta-
ros laughed, saying, “I should try it, because, do 
you know how fabulous I’d look? I’d be so skinny. 
I mean, the camera adds ten pounds.” This trivi-
alization of hunger and homeless seems to be a 
pervasive attitude. As you’ll read in Staff Writer, 
Dianne Loftis’ article on page 11 about her expe-
riences with homelessness abroad, it isn’t just an 
American perspective but one that branches out 
across affluent societies around the world. 
   There is a dehumanization in society’s gaze to-
ward homelessness or rather averted gaze. On page 
5, Lizzie Choy expounds on the ways in which we 

marginalize people experiencing homelessness 
and hunger in an interview with Food Not Bombs 
student representative Schaeffer Mallory. Mallory 
explains how Food Not Bombs aims to service 
people as a whole community, not as “disadvan-
taged” groups, providing free, healthy food the 

general public. Contrary to what Tantaros’ dismis-
sive comment suggests, homelessness is not often 
a lifelong affliction or a lifestyle to which people 
become easily adjusted. Most Americans experi-
encing homelessness dip in and out of sheltered 

living for months on end. It is easy to associate 
some level of blame with poverty, but as Mallory 
says, “When 28 percent of Memphians are living in 
poverty, and when 26 percent of Memphians can-
not afford to regularly feed their families, we need 
to take a long, hard, and critical look at the ways in 
which we as a community, a city, and a society are 
operating.” 
Above, in this month’s Vendor Spotlight, Kat Mil-
lis talks to Kenneth Smith about his lifestory and 
how being a vendor for The Bridge has impacted 
his life. The Bridge seeks to “bridge” this tangible 
gap between sheltered and unsheltered members 
of our community and present each member as a 
human individual. We hope you enjoy this issue 
and that, as always, reading The Bridge and meet-
ing our vendors will help humanize homelessness 
for you. Thank you for your continued support! 

Letter from the Editor 
BY OLIVIA HIPP
Associate Editor

KAT MILLIS/Staff Photographer

[The] trivialization of hunger 
and homelessness seems to 
be a pervasive attitude.

“People see me out there selling papers 
everyday, and they know I’m trying to do 
better and improve my life.”

Building relationships and connections with the Memphis community 
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You’ve got the cool water
When the fever runs high
And you’ve got the look of love
Right in your eyes
And I was in a crazy motion
Till you calmed me down

It took a little time
But you calmed me down

Some people never say the words
I love you
It’s not their style to be so bold…
Some people never say the words
But like a child, they’re longing to be told…

They’ve got a wall in China
It’s a thousand miles long…
To keep out the foreigners 
That made it strong…

And I’ve got a wall around me
That you can’t even see…
It took a little time
To get next to me…

If something goes wrong
I’m the first to admit it
The first to admit it
But the last one to know, ow, ow, ow

If something goes right…
Well, it’s likely to lose me 
It’s apt to confuse me
Because it’s such an unusual sight…

I can’t get used to something so right…
To something so right…

Some people never say the words I love ya 
It’s not their style to be so bold…
But like a child, I’m longing to be told…

Longing to be told. “Tell me baby.”

Bridges
Courtesy of James Lee 

BY TINA ROBINSON
Contributing Writer

Cool Water
BY CLYDE THOMAS
Contributing Writer

Bridges to cross, Bridges to walk, Bridges
To run, some Bridges I’ve fought from one
Place to another. Can this “Bridge” make you and me
Brothers? Bridges can often times be like a “cross
To bear stifling your progress but leading no where
Other “Bridges” can be like a constant friend
Whether you stand or fall they’re by ur side
Until tha “Bitter END” Langston knew “rivers”
Well I’ve known “Bridges” some sharp while
Other were “Ridged,” some guide, others hide,
While yet-n’-still many divide does that make
“us” Lesser—What’s tha difference between A
Piece of “Coal-n-a Diamond? “Pressure
This is Tha Final Call
         Don’t Put too much
         Pressure on Tha Bridge
         becuzz it might Just
         Fall!

My journey out of homelessness is like being lost in the forest and I can’t 
find my way back home. I am so afraid of the darkness of the forest. 
I climb up a tree and I am about to fall off. I cry out in my loneliness, 
“Somebody please help me.” My last chance. I am begging God to send an 
angel to show me how to get out of this damn forest. Then a light appears. 
I see some hope. An angel leads me step by step out of the forest. When I 
get out, I wonder if perhaps I should go back. Here, there is anxiety, fear, 
oppression, and depression to face. There is bitterness, hostile people, 
and crime on every street corner. People are shouting obscene words at 
me and threatening me. Then I think, I came out of the forest for this? I 
spent three years in the forest. Now that I am out, I am once again lost.

Untitled

BY ASKARI SHABAZZ
Contributing Writer
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REVITALIZING THE FOOD REVOLUTION
An interview with Food Not Bombs representative Schaeffer Mallory

Food Not Bombs is an international organiza-
tion aimed at promoting food-justice. It is com-
prised of local chapters that provide free, weekly 

meals to those in need. College students typically run 
the chapters, and there was once a very active chapter 
here in Memphis. However, after most of the leaders 
graduated, the Memphis chapter fell to the wayside. 
Fortunately a group of four, passionate students from 
Rhodes College are currently working to revitalize the 
Memphis chapter. Michelle Chiles, Schaeffer Mallory, 
Catherine Miller, and Jenna Tuttle have all put many 
hours into making FNB a reality once again. For this 
Q&A, I contacted one of the co-organizers, Schaeffer, 
to learn a bit more what Food Not Bombs is all about.

What is the misson of Food Not Bombs?

SM: I would say the goals of FNB are two-fold: there 
is an immediate goal to simply get free, healthy food 
to the folks who need it most. However, in doing so, 
Food Not Bombs articulates its overarching mission: 
to radically alter societal structures, cultural mores, 
legislation, and other such superstructures, in ways 
that prioritize and cherish human life over war-mak-
ing, political power, and profit.

Can you go into greater detail about Food Not 
Bombs’ three main principles?

SM: The first principle is that each local chapter is in-
dependent and autonomous, so that all chapters utilize 
consensus-model decision making. Food Not Bombs 
recognizes that each local will need the requisite flex-
ibility to react to the particularities and idiosyncrasies 
of its city. For example, some FNB chapters are located 
in cities with robust and effective soup-kitchens and 
shelter networks, and thus focus primarily on mak-
ing food and distributing it to the extant facilities. On 
the other hand, in cities like Memphis, where there 
is far more demand than can be met by our current 
soup-kitchens and shelters, FNB makes and serves 
meals at times and in places that fulfill this unmet de-
mand. So, we’ll be scheduling meals for times when 
there are few other community meals available, and 
the venue for the meals will be such that they are ac-
cessible by folks living in economically insecure ar-
eas, and particularly by those who are experiencing 
homelessness. And briefly, we use consensus decision 
making to avoid organizational hierarchy and the sub-
sequent exclusion of certain voices. We recognize that 
the power dynamics of capitalist patriarchy are insidi-
ous, even bleeding into the realm of social justice, and 
thus we make a concerted effort to counteract this 
with a non-hierarchal, inclusive process.
   The second principle is that all food must be vege-
tarian or vegan. This is an extension of our underly-
ing principle of non-violence, as we regard violence 
against all forms of life as unacceptable. Moreover, 
vegetarian and vegan meals provide folks living in 
food deserts with access to otherwise (geographically 

and/or economically) inaccessible healthy food (that 
will also be delicious).
   Our third principle is “solidarity not charity.” Though 
we are certainly concerned with meeting the materi-
al needs of folks without consistent access to healthy 
food (and just food in general), this is not so that we 
can “help the poor,” as that line of thought perpetu-
ates the idea that poor people are somehow lesser or 
inferior. As articulated in the previous question, the 
overarching goal of Food Not Bombs is to be a part of 
a social justice movement whose goal is to radically al-
ter society. Poverty, homelessness, and hunger are not 
individual phenomena; they are structural, systemic 
problems. I will quote C. Wight Mills as he observes 
that “When, in a city of 100,000, only one is unem-
ployed, that is his personal trouble… but when in a 
nation of 50 million employees, 15 million people are 
unemployed, that is an issue, and we may not hope 
to find its solution within the range of opportunities 
open to any one individual” (from The Sociological 
Imagination). Indeed, when about 2,000 people expe-
rience homelessness on any given night in Memphis, 
when 28% of Memphians are living in poverty, and 
when 26% of Memphians cannot afford to regularly 
feed their families, we need to take a long, hard, and 
critical look at the ways in which we as a community, 
a city, and a society are operating.

What is the whole process, from getting dona-
tions to actually hosting the meals?

SM: So, in order to host a community meal, four cru-
cial needs must be met: donated ingredients, kitchen 
space, a venue for the meal, and volunteers. And we’re 
simultaneously working on accruing all four.
   Food-sourcing involves contacting grocery stores, 
restaurants, farms, community gardens, etc. to see 
if they have any surplus/food waste to donate. Be-
cause we are affiliated with Mid-South Peace & Jus-
tice (though which donations are processed), the 
donations are tax-deductible and protected under 
The Good Samaritan Act (which removes certain lia-
bilities from donors). This also involves finding folks 
who are willing to make monetary contributions with 
which we could purchase ingredients/supplies. In 
order to find kitchen space, we’ve been reaching out 
to restaurants and churches, and we’ve currently got 
some promising leads. We’re also contacting churches 
to see if they would allow us to host the meals there, 
though having the meals at community gardens is an-
other idea. And finally, we’re sort of always recruiting 
volunteers, as we tend to talk about Food Not Bombs 
pretty often. Given the broad range of tasks necessary 
to host a meal, there’s a lot of opportunity for volun-
teer involvement.
   Once enough ingredients have been secured, along 
with kitchen space and a venue, the work of actually 
making and serving a meal is pretty straight forward. 
We make, transport, and serve some tasty vegan/veg-
etarian food. That being said, we do consider these to 

be more than just meals. Rather, these meals can be 
spaces to build community, and to rally around the 
specific issues folks are facing. For example, in con-
junction with these meals, we could host town-hall 
discussions, have know-your-rights workshops, give 
presentations, etc. That’s what is most exciting for me 
about Food Not Bombs: the potential to turn meals 
into movements.

What are some outcomes that you’ve seen so 
far from working with this organization?

SM: Well, given that we’ve yet to be able to host our 
first meal, the work thus far has been logistical and or-
ganizational. Though that’s not the most exciting work 
in the world (certainly far less exciting than cooking 
and meeting folks at the meals), I’ve nonetheless got 
to better know a lot of my peers, and am continuously 
being inspired by their enthusiasm and commitment 
to social justice. And through the work thus far, I’ve 
also met a lot of folks in the greater Memphis com-
munity, many of whom are truly extraordinary orga-
nizers and activists. Food Not Bombs is an amazing 
vessel through which one can more deeply get rooted 
in Memphis, particularly in social justice work.
   Though the work of food-sourcing and outreach can 
be at times difficult and frustrating, when things start 
coming together it’s a really euphoric feeling. And I 
certainly wouldn’t have the resolve to keep at it were 
it not for the mutual commitment and determination 
from the FNB folks I’m working with, particularly 
Jenna Tuttle, Michelle Chiles, and Catherine Miller.

What prompted the revitalization of Food 
Not Bombs at Rhodes?

SM: Food Not Bombs is generally organized by stu-
dents, and as such, its activeness tends to wane and 
wax as students graduate and move elsewhere. But last 
semester, Brad Watkins (Organizing Director at Mid-
South Peace & Justice) reached out to me and Jenna 
Tuttle to see if we’d like to revamp FNB with MSPJ’s 
support. Jenna and I are both passionate about so-
cial justice in general, and food justice in particular, 
and it seemed like an awesome opportunity to get 
more seriously involved with social justice in Mem-
phis.

How can people from the greater community 
get involved?

SM: Donations and volunteer time. The former is far 
more pressing for the time being, as without ingre-
dients or monetary donations, Food Not Bombs can-
not operate whatsoever. So please, please if anyone 
is interested in making monetary donations or has 
contacts with potential food donors, email myself at 
schaeffermallory@gmail.com or contact FNB through 
Facebook at facebook.com/fnbmemphis.

BY LIZZIE CHOY
Staff Writer 
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Detroit City
Courtesy of Nic Redhead

Detroit City, I don’t know why I love you.
Maybe it’s because you’re mine. Like so
many others I found it all too easy to
stand off at a distance-n’-criticize…
But there ain’t nothin with tha city.
Just some people been Runnin it
  n’ Runnin it too

Death, Detroit City. Don’t know why I
love you but it could be you remind me
of Myself…you see, I been Broke
n’ Criticized n’ I have been pushed off
to the side n’ I have been kicked when
I was Down near Out but I’ve always
  felt inside

Like Detroit City misused
Mistreated run-wit; when the Runnin was
Good. Detroit City, all I have is my 
dignity left. Detroit City, don’t know why
I love you but it could be you remind me
  of
  myself

Ignoring beatings assorted
by those who live there n’ the “gangstas”
  keepin the books

Detroit City, only 
God can help. Detroit, don’t know why I
love you
  but it could be you remind me
  of 
  myself!

My life, my wife, my life in tha
sunshine. Previous Lord, lead me on, guide my
feet, make me strong… What my life really means
are like tha words that I bring. They are just
pieces of a dream that I’ve been building
and We can make a stand ‘cause I’m reaching
4 your hand and I know We can if We are
willing. My life has been Tumultuous at times
yet I wouldn’t have it no other way. While
Others take it as a joke, with my life don’t
Play!
Let us pray
Midnight is truly the First minute of a new day
I love you babe, please stay. A struggling
artist receives very little pay, but it’s OK
because it’s gonna bless us all, we will
rise before we fall.
Your life is what you have
been taught, but my life
is what I have
bought.
Would you like to
experience it?

My Life
BY ASKARI SHABAZZ
Contributing Writer

BY ASKARI SHABAZZ
Contributing Writer



BY HANNAH HALFORD
Staff Writer

The Next Amendments?
Proposed “Homeless Bills of Rights” incite national discussion
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Try and identify the following sentences:
   “Congress shall make no law respecting 
an establishment of religion, or prohibit-

ing the free exercise thereof; or abridging the free-
dom of speech, or of the press; or the right of the 
people peaceably to assemble, and to petition the 
Government for a redress of grievances.”
   “A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the 
security of a free State, the right of the people to 
keep and bear Arms, shall not be infringed.”
   “In all criminal prosecutions, the accused shall 
enjoy the right to a speedy and public trial, by an 
impartial jury of the State and district...”
   Sound familiar? Well, they should be. These sen-
tences are three of ten amendments added to our 
country’s original constitution in order to address 
neglected personal freedoms.
   You might know these amendments as the Bill 
of Rights.
   Created in 1789 and ratified in 1791, The Bill of 
Rights has come to embody the idea of American 
government. It has also become a constant—and 
controversial—reference for modern political 
debate. Debates on abortion lead to painstaking 
analyses of the Ninth Amendment’s opacity and 
the clarity of the First. Gun control debates inevi-
tably return to the Second Amendment: the right 
to bear arms.
   Yet for advocates of the homeless, James Madi-
son made a few key oversights. Nowhere in the 
Bill of Rights (except, perhaps, for the ambiguous 
ninth amendment), does Madison demand that 
people in need of rest can sleep on a bench in a 
public park. Not once did he lobby for the right 
to access a public bathroom at any time of day. 
But advocates for the Homeless Bill of Rights are 
doing just that.
   The idea seems fairly straightforward, given 
its deliberately unambiguous title. Its focus is 
personal rights and freedoms—those usually 
reserved for the sheltered. Like the original Bill 
of Rights, the Homeless Bill of Rights seeks not 

to negate, but to improve upon standing law. So 
far, legislation regarding the Bill has been passed 
in Rhode Island, Connecticut, and Illinois, and 
is being considered in many other states. At the 
time of writing, efforts have begun to take shape 
in Tennessee.
   Each state’s conception of what the Bill should 
entail is unique. However, common threads in-
clude decriminalizing homelessness and setting 
up equal opportunities for housing and employ-
ment. Sound simple? The execution is anything 
but. For one thing, decriminalizing homelessness 
is fraught with complications. The majority of 
Homeless Bills assert that, since homeless indi-
viduals do not have private residences, they must 
be free to utilize public space: for eating, sleeping, 
resting, and more. Predictably, these allowances 
chafe at the efforts of city officials and politicians 
to “clean up” public spaces. Their argument is one 
you’ve probably heard before: no one wants to be 
“harassed” when they’re out to dinner or grocery 
shopping. In fact, I’d be lying if I said I’d never 
had similar thoughts myself—being confronted 
by homelessness has a way of triggering sheltered 
guilt.
   But “ignorance is bliss” arguments are not 
enough. We may not want constant reminders of 
others’ struggle  - particularly if we are complicit 
in it. We may not want to feel cognitive dissonance 
when confronted with the fact that we might not 
be doing our utmost to help those who are less 
fortunate than us. Yes, the safety and well-being of 
sheltered Americans is an important thing to con-
sider, but that argument gets turned on its head 
when we realize that safety and security is an en-
tirely foreign concept for most homeless people. 
Imagine living a life where all your possessions 
needed to be completely mobile. Now imagine 
trying to apply for a job with all your possessions 
in tow. If you’ve never considered that, you’re not 
alone. And that’s exactly why advocates argue that 
a Homeless Bill of Rights is so necessary.

   More than anything, the Bills seek to provide 
the homeless community with the same explicit 
rights enjoyed by the sheltered population—the 
ones that seem incredibly basic to most. Even still, 
some critics of the Bills maintain that although 
these aims are valid, the Bills’ measures are mis-
placed or insufficient. One LA Times editorial 
condemned the criminalization of homelessness 
while still expressing ambivalence about the Bills 
themselves: “There’s no point in criminalizing 
homelessness,” the author writes. “It doesn’t go 
away just because police roust sleepers from side-
walks or throw them briefly into jail. But enacting 
[a homeless bill of rights] is not the answer either. 
The homeless deserve to be treated with dignity, 
but what they really need is affordable housing, 
substance abuse treatment programs, and mental 
health care. That’s more important than a mani-
festo.”
   Instead, the author argues for other steps, name-
ly eliminating jail time and fines as punishments 
for homelessness-related civil infractions, con-
structing safe and clean public restrooms, and 
providing free storage facilities. And the author’s 
issue with the Bills of Rights? The bill, he argues, 
“sanction[s] the culture of homelessness,” implic-
itly approving a way of life that society generally 
agrees should be ended. Rather than trying to fix 
the problem, the author asserts, the Bills would 
simply enable it.
   It’s easy to excuse James Madison for his failure 
to specifically consider the rights of the homeless. 
It’s more difficult to excuse ourselves. As we take 
steps to pass fair and protective legislation regard-
ing race, gender, and sexuality, it’s important to 
take a hard look at issues of economic class as 
well. And as far as the Bills are concerned, that’s 
where naysayers and supporters are linked. The 
Homeless Bills of Rights and their proponents, 
despite the controversy, have people talking.

Courtesy of Bob Mical
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Faces of 
Memphis 

Piacesi focuses on capturing the 
real faces of homelessness 

Recently, our newspaper distribution space at St. Mary’s Ca-
thedral has looked more like a professional photo shoot than 
a casual paper collection area. A backdrop hangs in the cor-
ner with lights arranged at its edges, welcoming vendors to 
stand in front of the camera and simply be themselves. A few 
curious people approach it each week. As the shutter clicks, 
their faces melt into pride and embarrassment and mallea-
ble human emotions of delighted uncertainty: the feeling of 
being photographed. You know the one.
   The man behind the project, Bill Piacesi, looks comfort-
able amongst the chaos of distribution, casually conversing 
with homeless vendors and handing out the photos he took 
of them the week prior. (Each person receives two 5×7 and 
four wallet-sized prints to keep for themselves or give to their 
friends and families.) He started Focus for the Good, what 
he describes as “a photography-based charitable organization 
that attempts to use photography to create a better Memphis,” 
after moving to the city in 2011 and witnessing the stigmas 
that mask underprivileged populations. He aims to display 
portraits of the underserved community in public spaces 
where their faces would normally be forgotten, and hopes to 
remind the city of the potential for beauty each individual, 
regardless of class, holds. Art galleries, Bill explains, are less 
threatening spaces than city streets and can act as safe envi-
ronments that foster changed mindsets and conversations.
   Bill works with numerous non-profit organizations in 
Memphis and has been involved with The Bridge since first 
collaborating with us over the summer. He can be spotted 
alongside his portrait station at our Thursday distributions 
once or twice a month, and a few of his photos can be viewed 
on our Facebook page. Bill both promotes and captures what 
The Bridge community is lucky enough to see in our vendors 
every day: the beautiful human capacity to smile in spite of 
struggle, and the agency to be appreciated regardless of pay.  

Marcus Jewells 

Ron Butler

BY EILIDH JENNESS
Staff Blogger 

Page 9

Elya Johnson James Archie

T.A. Robertson Charlie Finnie
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Let’s Keep it Basic
BY MINISTER T.A. ROBERTSON
Contributing Writer

The printing and operations of   
The Bridge are made possible in 

part by the generous sponsorship 
of Rhodes College

Thank You!

I’m thankful for The Bridge. As I step out on a day-
to-day basis with my newspapers, my mindset nev-
er changes. I am content knowing every day is a day 

that I can - and will - be a blessing to someone. I don’t 
have to force my visions or thoughts towards achiev-
ing my day-to-day goals. I just let it happen. “I’ve been 
there before.”
   Every time that I stretch my imagination towards 
what I plan to do, something always steps in and pres-
ents a challenge that I could have done without. But 
once again, whenever I “lean on my understanding,” 
I’m faced with a new decision that was not on the path 
I’d planned on following when I began my day. I’ve 
learned not to complicate what the voice inside tells me 
to do each day.
   In order to achieve what I set out to do, I follow some 
basic governing principles to set me on the right course. 
My first principle is to be thankful. I am so thankful 
that I have another opportunity to do better today. Be-
ing thankful causes my next principle to position itself 
in my heart — that next principle is meditation.
   Once I begin to meditate, I am allowed to envision 
what is “good.” I envision myself speaking cheerfully 
and correctly to people. Bringing some type of joyous 
announcement to them. Being received by them. What 
that accomplished, I can exemplify acceptance. Not ev-
eryone is going to receive me, so my acceptance level 
is great!
   My next principle is prayer. My prayer life allows me 
to keep with my purpose, why I’m called to walk in the 
Light of Joy. Prayer lets me know that I must continue 
the journey I’m on. Knowing that I have so many rea-
sons to remain in a joyous state of mind motivates me 
to live by my principles! Look:
   In 2002, I came to Memphis. I got hooked on crack 
cocaine. I ended up in jail. I was in and out of jail from 
2002 to 2007. I was homeless, so I started going in and 
out of rehab. I went to rehab from 2004 to 2008. In 
2008, I went to rehab for the last time. I made up my 
mind to follow something different. In 2009, I received 
the spirit of God. And to this day, I have not let it go!
   When I look back, I realize that He was preparing 
me for my life’s assignment. I’m sent to give hope to 
people who feel they can’t escape the mind trap of kill-
ing themselves. It’s easy to be led into a trap when we 
begin the journey with just our own way of thinking. 
We start out thinking that we (“I”) can do this. We will 
set out not knowing where the traps are set.
   Our traps are where we begin our personal routines 
in life. After we have been introduced to the world, 
most of us allow ourselves to be trapped in our fanta-
sies. Fantasies turn into lust and our dreams become 
our desires. What kind of world is this? All day long, I 
fantasized that I would become something other than 
what I was.
   As I step out today to sell my papers, I’m looking 
to meet that man or woman who has a keen sense of 
discernment. What is the purpose of our meeting? Are 
you able to help the need at hand?
   This is my work. I’m proud of what I do and I do 
it with a joyous spirit. It feels good to be able to help 
someone else. Especially when blessings come your di-
rection every day.

Courtesy of Dario Pignatelli
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If you’re ever given the chance to travel, you’ll  
inevitably be presented with the opportunity to 
people watch. What’s more, there’ll be oppor-

tunities to see other people doing the same. You’ll 
also be confronted by your own class performance 
in a big way. For me, this is arguably the most dif-
ficult part of travel—or the dirtier word: tourism. 

It was mid-August at the bottom of the Mark-
tplatz parking garage in St. Gallen, Switzerland, 
and my host-dad pushed the big blue button on 
the shiny metal box to grab his ticket. I looked 
at the box, still fascinated by the exorbitant pric-
es of just about everything in Switzerland. This 
time, it seemed that we’d be dropping the equiv-
alent of ten American dollars on parking for a 
few hours. Between the lot and the exit, a man 
sat with his hand open, arm extended, confront-
ing passersbys on their way to a day of shopping. 

I watched Mario avoid eye contact with skillful 
nonchalance. When we were out of the garage, he 
turned to me and said, “That guy makes a thousand 
euro a month doing that.” I had no idea where he 
got that figure, much less if it was even close to ac-
curate—Mario often plucked random statistics out 
of thin air—regardless, it was clear that he’d given 
it a fair amount of thought. He went on to tell me 
his speculations about the differences between 
being homeless in his motherland of Switzerland 
and being homeless in Romania, his current coun-
try of residence. In Switzerland, homelessness 
is not something the average person often faces. 
Mario concluded that most of the people driv-
ing up in their Mercedes would not be able to ig-
nore this man, given the obvious wealth disparity. 

It truly was a different story in Bucharest, where 
I doubt I’ll ever again see so many amputees walk-
ing the streets on folded pant hems instead of feet, 
and mothers subtly moving their swaddled in-
fants further into personal space while they beg 

for some spare change. In Romania, I did not once 
see anyone give money, food, or transport fare to 
a beggar. I wondered if it might be because upper-
class Romanians are concerned about their coun-
try’s reputation; if the reality of homelessness too 
closely resemblant of the pejorative stereotype 
of the Romani for which the nation has become 
notorious. That would as-
sume of course, that by giv-
ing someone any tangible 
thing that would not be 
alleviating the individu-
al’s hardships but further-
ing a large-scale problem. 

This mindset is nothing new to me. Anxiety 
over perpetuating poverty by giving to beggars is 
a common concern amongst many people I know 
from many parts of the world. But what should be 
taken into consideration is that the assumption 
that giving would further an issue comes within 
a particular context, in which there are particular 
social assistance measures that justify the anxiety. 
Poverty is political, and jumping into an entirely 
different sphere where you might not know the 
political atmosphere and can make poverty a bit 
more foreign and a bit more difficult to face. Be-
ing so often in that position abroad reminded me 
to what extent my interactions with homelessness 
have been socially learned and ingrained over time. 

Before my Turkish and Romanian reached the 
simple conversational level they did, I had a very 
difficult time accepting that I was unable to ex-
plain myself to beggars, especially because my 
normal excuses were no longer valid. At home, I 
rarely carry cash, which makes conversations in 
which someone asks me for money a bit easier, 
because I can truthfully say I have nothing on 
me to give. International banking fees changed 
this a bit, however, so I constantly had sizable 

sums of cash on me, which made me feel vulner-
able and dishonest. I felt forced to withdraw to 
avoiding eye contact with beggars, because there 
was no way for me to verbally communicate with 
them that I’d rather buy them a kebab or a simit 
than give them money, especially when I never 
saw anyone around me giving them anything. 

It was this kind of in-
teraction in which I felt 
most palpably foreign. 
Even our conception of 
what homelessness is dif-
fers depending on where 
we are in the world. In 

America, a person who lives underneath a tarp 
probably wouldn’t be considered sheltered, but in 
Turkey, shantytowns house a pretty considerable 
number of citizens. The Turks have a great word 
for squatter’s housing, “gecekondu,” which literally 
means placed in the night, referring to the unper-
mitted building of housing structures out of found 
materials. People that live in gecekondu houses are 
not considered homeless by any means in Turkey, 
moreover, gecekondular are considered by some as 
a solution to homelessness. Public perception sim-
ply must be affected by these definitive differences.

The more I think about it, the more I realize that 
everything I know about homelessness and the way 
that I perceive it relates to my experiences in Mem-
phis and Atlanta, and although I feel comfortable 
in those arenas with people of a wide range of back-
grounds, that does not mean I’m an expert in ap-
proaching homelessness on a global scale. Beyond 
the decision of whether or not to give, back home I 
have the choice to talk and spend time with individ-
uals experiencing homelessness, an unlikely oppor-
tunity with a language barrier, and something I did 
not realize I took for granted before going abroad.

BY DIANNE LOFTIS
Staff Writer

“I watched Mario avoid 
eye contact with skillful 
nonchalance.”

People Watching
Reflections on homelessness around the world

Courtesy of Kevin Gill 
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Activists began to voice their concerns about 
corruption in the industry in the 1920s. In 1966, 
the Federal Bail Reform Act “emphasized a 
presumption of release on personal recognizance 
for people charged with non-capital offenses, 
placed restrictions on the use of money bail and 
promoted the use of pre-trial services within the 
Federal court system,” according to a September 
2012 report by the Justice Policy Institute. In 1984, 
however, Congress passed the Bail Reform Act, 
which allowed for the purported dangerousness of 
the criminal to be taken into account when setting 
his or her bail amount. This act resulted in an 
increase in bail amounts across the country. Even 
after these acts and other reforms of the bail bond 
industry, the same concerns from the 1920s are 
commonplace to this day.
The for-profit bail bonding industry so common 
in the United States is different from that of 
almost every other country in the world. The 
Philippines is the only other country with a similar 
commercially based pretrial release system. In fact, 
in both England and Canada, agreeing to help post 
bail for another person in exchange for money is a 

serious crime. In the introduction to his 1991 book 
Commercial Bail Bonding, F. E. Devine wrote that 
“American commercial bail bonding [is] a world-
wide object lesson in what to avoid” in a pretrial 
release system. Four states — Illinois, Kentucky, 
Oregon and Wisconsin — have banned the use 
of for-profit bail bonding companies as a form of 
pretrial release. In these states, those arrested or 
their friends or family may pay a deposit of 10 
percent of their bail amount directly to the court, 
and receive most of it back if they appear for their 
trial. Other countries have various other forms of 
pretrial release, ranging from keeping arrestees 
in jail until trial to allowing them to go free with 
strict conditions and serious consequences if they 
do not show up for trial.
In 1998, release based on financial conditions 
surpassed other release methods as the most 
common across the United States, and its use has 
continued to increase ever since. If other countries 
and some states have successfully done away from 
the use of commercial bail bonding companies, 
why does their use in the United States continue to 
increase? The main answer is the political power 
that bail bond companies and their large overhead 
insurance companies wield.
And the bottom line? Well, that’s just it. The fact 
of the matter is that the bail bonding industry in 

the United States is extremely profitable, no matter 
how unjust it may be. Until the commercial bail 
bonding business is banned, bail bondsmen will 
continue to profit from the criminal justice system 
in the United States.
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Bonds (cont.)

Askari Shabazz, 52, is a living testimony of 
redemption.
   He was born Harvey Robinson and raised in 
Detroit, Michigan. He cites his Muslim household 
growing up as a major factor in his decision to 
change his name to Askari, which means soldier 
in Swahili.
   Shabazz graduated high school at age 15 and as 
the valedictorian of his senior class. At graduation, 
his commencement address, titled “Education 
in the 80s: Spiritually from a Black Perspective,” 
would earn him a standing ovation. Shabazz 
expresses that his mother, Irene Costella Pacely, 
had a significant influence on his ability to write 
poems and speeches. When he was young, he says, 
his mother would read him Maya Angelou and 
Langston Hughes.
   Even though Shabazz was raised in a positive 
home, his life as a young man was fraught with 
adversity. At age 22, Shabazz began a 25-year 
prison sentence for assaulting a police officer. 
According to Shabazz, the altercation occurred 
because law enforcement officials were mistreating 
his brother. At that time, the crime and sentencing 
seemed unreal to Shabazz, who was then a junior 
at San Diego State University.
   Despite being incarcerated in some of the most 
dangerous prisons in the country, including San 
Quentin State Prison, Shabazz feels his experience 
was essential to his transformation in life. While 
serving time, he says, he allowed time to serve 
him. During his incarceration, Shabazz spent the 

majority of his time reading about revolutionaries, 
writing poetry, and writing book reports. He read 
Martin Luther King, Jr., George 
Jackson, Mao-Tse Tung, and 
Malcolm X, among others.
   "I look upon my experience 
being incarcerated not as 
a curse, but a blessing in 
disguise," says Shabazz.  "Those who are worthy for 
the glorious heights of heaven must first descend 
into the bottomless pits of hell. The quickest way 
up is down."
   Shabazz was released from Old-Folsom State Prison 
in Sacramento, California on January 26, 2013. 
After serving nearly 25 years in several maximum 

security penitentiaries, Shabazz promised himself 
that he would never go back again. And he hasn’t. 

Since discharge in 2013, Shabazz 
has instead busied himself 
throughout the communities of 
San Diego and later, Memphis.
   An advocate for the homeless 
in his San Diego days as well, 

Shabazz became a certified vendor for The Bridge 
in October 2013. He is also in the process of 
writing a nonfiction book called “Consequences 
of My Actions.” According to Shabazz, the book 
will detail hardships, downfalls, transformations, 
and growth — the stuff that makes up his life. And 
what a life it is.

BY ZACHARY JONES
Staff Writer

Vendor Askari tells story of incarceration and redemption

 CORENA HASSELLE / Staff Photographer

 CORENA HASSELLE / Staff Photographer

“I look on my experience being 
incarcerated not as a curse, but as a 
blessing in disguise.”
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Snow Day 

It’s a Blessed Day Today

BY PIERRE KELLY
Contributing Writer

I woke up to snow and ice, and it was about time. The weatherman 
had been predicting for about three weeks that we were gonna 
have a winter storm. Now, the snow had arrived, and with ice as 

well. Nobody was really prepared for it. I didn’t see no salt truck on 
the street or the highway. But man can’t know the day or the hour for 
what God has in store for us. It’s His will anyway. What we all need 
to do in endure on Earth. But one thing about all of us: we have to 
go through trials and tribulations. The weather is here to stay, so we 
need to prepare the things we’ll need. If it rains, we need umbrel-
las. In the fall and spring, we need to wear long-sleeved shirts and 
sweaters and cotton pants. In the summertime we can wear shorts, 
skirts, and sandals. In the winter, we must wear hats, boots, gloves, 
and coats. During each season we go through now, we have to store 
up good. Milk, bread, and meat for the winter. In the fall, we store 
homemade beef stews and cornbread. While we’re here on this earth, 
don’t complain about it. Go with the flow of the season and endure.

BY ROBBIN KINDELL
Contributing Writer

Somedays, I look afar
Trying to see that falling Star

People here, people there
Sometimes I start to pull out my hair

Things I hear from all
I never think that I will fall

I stand tall through it all
So the frame of all this world

We live in is so cold
From silver to gold,

I see people fold
I say to myself, I’m getting old

The reflection I see,
It’s always me

So I sit down and think
I’m out in the cold,
I see in my dreams,
me making it slow

Through all that I know
The stress and turmoil I’ve been in

So I sit and tell you things
aren’t always what they seem

If you see something in your dreams,
It’s come true,

because it’s a reflection of me and you
People that are like me, stand in my shoes

You will be depressed
The heaven up above, this test

is just because God has some in store for us
You see me, now you see me later

Why do people sometimes hate us?
I’m homeless now, but what you know won’t hurt you,

So my reflection is how I see it
I hold my head up through it all

The reflection of me and all
This is from me to you,

Look up at the sky, it’s for you
My reflection.

Untitled 
BY CHARLIE FINNIE
Contributing Writer

Snow day in the city, white stuff falling down.

We get a dusting here, and more in other towns.

The kids are off school today because they decided to keep them home

To watch all the cancelations on TV, while playing games on a cell phone.

The roads can get really slick. You may even lose control,

While on sidewalks. People make snowmen and snow angels to go on a roll

But when the sun comes out tomorrow, all the snow will melt,
and we’ll think back on a day and how the snow felt.

Courtesy of Jerome Whittingham

Courtesy of Jerome Whittingham
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I met a young man this morning at the Hospitality HUB. He was a bless-
ing to me because he openly shared his life and hopes. He is orphaned, was 
a ward of the state, and lived in foster care until he was 18. Since then, he 
has tried to get his life together. He has his struggles. The system presents 
a roadblock around every corner. He was recently awakened by a robber 
in the middle of the night. But you’d never know by looking at him. He is 
funny, focused, positive, and determined. He knows what he needs (basi-
cally everything) and is ready to work for it.

Hungry, my child said, “Mom, can you hear?”
Just a few minutes ago, Mom said, 
“Just drink your saliva.” Arrived on thyme.
Hungry, my child asked for a favorite color.
Mom loves, thanks be to God,
always here, right and now.

I joined the Door of Hope Writers Group in 2011. It was a very difficult 
time for me. I was pregnant, homeless, and nearly hopeless. My self-es-
teem, self-image, and self-confidence were nearly non existent. If I had to 

talk to a group or crowd, my knees would shake so bad you probably couldn’t 
hear me over them. I didn’t have anything else to do that day, so I said “What 
the heck” and went. Other writers from Door of Hope had been inviting me 
a lot. So, I thought, there must be something good about it. 

When I read my writing aloud for the first time I was tearful and trembling. 
I felt so exposed and naked at opening up, so I kept my head down. Mrs. El-
len put her hand on my back and rubbed, soothing my soul. 

I completed my reading and finally looked up. I expected to be looked 
down upon and rejected. But what I saw was love, smiling, and acceptance. I 
had a new family: a family like none I had ever experienced before. I learned 
how to be accepting of and loving toward others. And I learned to be accept-
ing of and loving towards myself. 

I have grown to be a very different person. My self-esteem, self-image and 
self-confidence is now nearly off the charts. It’s also helped me to grow closer 
to God. Before, I strived to be perfect and always fell short. I now know I 
don’t have to be perfect because God made me how He wanted me to be. 
Therefore, I couldn’t be anymore perfect, being made in God’s image!

My Life of Writing
BY CYNTHIA CRAWFORD
Contributing Writer

My Blessing
BY CYNTHIA CRAWFORD
Contributing Writer

BY CYNTHIA CRAWFORD
Contributing Writer

Agendra

Courtesy of  Bill Piacesi 
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I need something. So begins Carts of Darkness, 
a 2008 National Film Board of Canada docu-
mentary, written and directed by Murray Siple. 

However, this opening voiceover does not come 
from one of the film’s homeless, cart-racing sub-
jects – it is delivered by the director himself. For 
the uninformed viewer (as I must admit I was, 
prior to watching this documentary), the direc-
tor’s continual comparison of his personal narra-
tive to the struggles of the homeless community 
seems strange, perhaps even inappropriate. In one 
instance, Siple goes so far as to assert that, despite 
being raised in the wealthy suburbs of northern 
Vancouver, he has a greater sense of belonging 
among the homeless men he interviews and films, 
or that he feels “more at home in their world” than 
he does in his own. Yet a short way into Carts of 
Darkness, it is revealed that Siple is confined to a 
wheelchair. Suddenly, all the comparisons and his 
sense of solidarity gain traction.

Siple was an incredibly athletic adolescent. He 
spent time as a mountain biker, a quarterback, a 
snowboarder, a skateboarder, even dabbling in 
sport filmmaking. But in 1996, he got into a car 
wreck and became a quadriplegic. Carts of Dark-
ness is Siple’s first film after the accident and his 
subsequent recovery process. This background in-
formation, which really is key to grasping the sig-
nificance of the documentary, lends credibility to 
the director’s narrations throughout the film. The 
remainder of Siple’s opening voiceover is as fol-
lows: “I crave speed in my life. I need to bomb a 
steep hill, escape an avalanche. Once upon a time, 
my life was pure adrenaline. Now, the mountains 
that surround me are nothing but beautiful ob-
stacles.”

None of this serves to distract or detract from 
the deconstruction of homeless stereotypes which 
Siple’s documentary goes on to accomplish; the di-
rector’s own struggles only deepen the significance 
of the film. This additional layer seeks to disman-
tle all stereotypes of marginalized or stigmatized 
communities: in this case, the communities are the 
homeless and those with physical disabilities. It 
seems as if Siple chose to make this film because it 

granted him an opportunity to interact with other 
outsiders, and to critique the societal narrative that 
deems them as such. The relationships he estab-
lishes with his subjects, both in front of the camera 
and from behind it, emphasize the humanity and 
complexity of the groups which are often lumped 
into incorrect generalizations.

Carts of Darkness’s primary focus, of course, is a 
group of homeless men in Vancouver who collect 
bottles in the morning and race carts in the late 
afternoon. Several claim top speeds of 70 kilome-
ters per hour (or about 43 miles per hour, for those 
of us living south of the Canadian border). In an 
interview with June Chua, a Canadian news col-
umnist, Siple explains the documentary title’s lit-
erary reference, saying that “in [Joseph] Conrad’s 
book, you follow people up a river into the Heart 
of Darkness. I’m going down this asphalt river in 
much the same way.” The asphalt river to which he 
is referring is a particularly steep stretch of road, 
aptly named “Mountain Highway.” It is the most 
popular competition locale for cart-racers. Even 
so, this is their recreation, a pastime they only in-
dulge after a day’s work.

Siple spends a great deal of time documenting 
the process by which his homeless subjects col-
lect bottles and cans for profit. A man named Big 
Al, to whom we return several times throughout 
the duration of Carts of Darkness, mentions that 
he makes more money collecting bottles than he 
does at his more traditional job. “On a good day,” 
he continues, “I make $70.” Al would have to work 
a ten-hour shift at minimum wage to take that 
amount home at the end of the day. Instead, he 
collects recyclables for an average of two hours per 
day. He does note the social stigma surrounding 
the money making opportunity, though, saying 
that “it makes you look like a bum, and no one will 
ever hire you if they see you collecting glass.”

Although the documentary occasionally, and 

problematically, contributes to the ongoing mis-
conception that homelessness, unemployment, 
and laziness are joined in a cause-effect relation-
ship, it manages to still point out the difficulties 
in establishing yourself as reputable and reliable 
when you are experiencing homelessness. Most of 
the allusions aren’t subtle: “Problem is, I’ve got a 
criminal history. Can’t get a good job.” Some re-
quire a bit more unpacking: “If you don’t show up 
for work two days in a row because you were on a 
bender with a pretty blonde, you’re automatically 
fired.” Out of context, this quote would seem to 
support that existing notion of a lazy or irrespon-
sible homeless population, but it does address the 
double-standard present in the work force today. 
Going on “a bender with a pretty blonde” would be 
championed in the upper class as some sort of vic-
tory, as evidenced by several recent films (I’m look-
ing at you, The Wolf of Wall Street). For a homeless 
man, however, it is reckless and condemnable.

Ultimately, Carts of Darkness is more of a rela-
tional narrative than an exposé on the pastimes of 
homeless individuals. As Siple sits in a dark park-
ing lot around a fire, sharing a meal with one of 
the documentary’s subjects, he explains the entire 
situation quite eloquently: “When people see me 
in a wheelchair and they don’t know the story, they 
assume things. And when people see someone out 
in a parking lot living like this, they’re going to as-
sume things. But they don’t know the truth.” Carts 
of Darkness is an attempt to get at that truth, to ac-
cess some aspect of the poignant and meaningful 
relationships shared by individuals who have been 
pushed to the edge of society and deemed outsid-
ers, deemed insignificant, deemed somehow less 
than those with moving legs and standing homes. 
For Siple, the truth is simple. The truth consists of 
him, sitting in a grocery cart, riding down Moun-
tain Highway with his friend Big Al.
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