
Half an inch of glass.  At age six, with your 
father in the driver’s seat, it gave you a one-
way look into a world you didn’t understand.  
! e man on the corner with a cardboard sign.  
He must have written that he was hungry on a 
scrap from his cereal box.  No matter.  Christ-
mas was in 12 days.

Now imagine you’re the one on the side-
walk, staring into the young girl’s puzzled eyes.  
Her father avoiding your gaze in an e" ort to 
will you away.  Like somehow conceding your 
existence would be an acknowledgement of a 
world that needs to remain unfamiliar to his 
daughter. 

As a co-founder of ! e Bridge, I feel con-
nected to the homeless men and women who 
inspire me with their never-ending persever-
ance.  Any time I see a vendor selling the pa-
per, I immediately roll down my window with 
an outstretched dollar, excited like a child on 
Christmas morning.  I rarely pause to think 
about how the homeless vendor feels, automat-
ically assuming that each passerby shared the 
same joy when, not if, 
they purchased a pa-
per from the vendor. 

! ese occasions 
represent my discon-
nect with homeless-
ness.  I was much 
closer to it than I re-
alized, for the barrier 
between sheltered to 
homeless is thin, like that window.  Reliant on 
the scale of one’s paycheck: or the sudden ab-
sence of it.  A# erall, the fall into homelessness 
is hard; the rise out of it is even harder.   But 
it shouldn’t take a personal spiral into home-
lessness for the public to grasp the perils of the 
condition.  So in order to better empathize with 
our vendors, I decided to walk a mile in their 
shoes--or in this case, with their badge. 

One Sunday morning, I pulled on my most 
worn t-shirt and baggy jeans, ready to sell my 
twenty papers and be home within the hour.  
With a pat on my own back, I had assumed that 
! e Bridge would be a ready form of self-em-
powerment to the homeless, thinking that the 
homeless vendor’s knowledge that he was two 
stepping stones closer to a front door gave him 

an unprecedented amount 
of personal strength. 

With some hesitance, I stepped 
onto the corner of Poplar and Danny 
! omas, where vendors were known to 
have success selling.  With a deep breath and 
paper in hand, I waited for the car that would 
be my $ rst sale.  A# er two hours, that car still 
hadn’t come. Standing on street corners with 
the sun tinting my freckled cheeks, the copy of 
! e Bridge I was brandishing felt no di" erent 
from a crinkled cardboard sign asking for the 
charity of strangers. 

I frequently ask the homeless that I encoun-
ter how they feel about panhandling.  For the 
most part, they are unfamiliar with the term.  
I stutter uncomfortably and reword my ques-
tion.  ! e term “panhandling,” which causes 
the public a sense of uneasiness, exists mainly 
in city-council ordinances, not the unshel-
tered man’s vocabulary. 

! ough the mere use of the word doesn’t elic-
it the same unease in the homeless, the practice 
does.  By standing on a street corner begging 
for the change of passersby, you make yourself 

out to be a ward of 
society.  No longer 
self-su%  cient but 
instead reliant on 
the willingness of 
hesitant strangers 
to lighten their wal-
lets.  Every car that 
passes wears away 

at your spirit like rushing water erodes even the 
strongest rock. Bit by bit, these strangers take 
something from you, regardless of whether 
they give anything back in return.   At the end 
of the day, the public’s discomfort when con-
fronted by a street corner panhandler pales in 
comparison to the unease brought unto them 
by the passing stream of judging eyes. 

A car passing by doesn’t recognize that 
a vendor of ! e Bridge is on his way out of 
homelessness due to his own strength and ef-
fort.  Some people just see a homeless man or 
woman.  But we can’t be trapped in a mindset 
that all people experiencing homelessness are 
the same.  ! is is so far from true.  

Despite the judgment of passing cars, ven-
dors of ! e Bridge take the streets with their 
heads held high.  No longer are they accepting 

a dollar in kind.  ! ey have something price-
less to o" er: a unique insight to the world 
that neither you nor I could ever understand.  
Something once mute but worth so much 
more than 100 pennies.  Despite hard times, 
they have found a way to give back to society. 

Standing on the corner of Poplar and East 
Parkway with my shoulders slouched from 
the weight of the day, no one would look at 
me for more than a millisecond.  Perhaps 
they would think I was just asking for mon-
ey or they thought that by gluing their eyes 
to their dashboards, I wouldn’t exist.  ! at 
homelessness in Memphis would disappear. 
But it won’t.  

I began my day of selling with a full night’s 
sleep, a satis$ ed stomach, and a good luck call 
from my parents, powered by their motiva-
tion.  At the end of the day, I took a shower, 
changed into fresh clothes, and crawled into 
my bed.  How can I even begin to claim that I 
experienced what a vendor feels when selling 
the paper?  Simply put, I can’t.  

! at Sunday, I earned a total of $ # y cents 
per hour.  ! at being said, some of our most 
successful vendors have been able to make 
around twenty-$ ve dollars per hour: $ # y times 
that!  I am in complete awe of their success.  
Discouraged by the lack of support from the 
public and disappointed in my low number of 
sales, I resigned.  Yet week a# er week, vendors 
come back to sell more papers, reinvesting in 
themselves while others don’t.  In a society that 
constantly overlooks this disadvantaged popu-
lation, the unsheltered continue to persevere.  
For this and so much more, homeless vendors 
of ! e Bridge have my utmost respect. 

! e corner where the vendor is selling is a 
two-way street.  You told that man on the cor-
ner to get a job last week. Now he has one...Put 
your money where your mouth is.
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! e Bridge is a monthly publication dedicated 

to issues of homelessness in Memphis, TN. It is 
is una"  liated with any religious or political or-
ganization.

All articles in ! e Bridge are approved by the 
Editor in Chief and directors. However, speci-
cially labled pieces from outside groups or con-
tributing writers may appear and do not neces-
sarily represent the views of ! e Bridge editors 
and sta#  nor do they constitute an endorsement.

! e Bridge welcomes letters from all walks of 
the Memphis community. Letters to the editor 
should be sent to editor@thememphisbridge.
com and may be edited for content.

! e Bridge is a publication by the Memphis 
Street Newspaper Organization. ! e Memphis 
Street Newspaper Organization is a non-pro$ t 
and exists purely  to provide reliable income for 
those with experiences of homelessness and also 
to raise awareness about issues of homelessness 
in the larger community. 
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Facebook.com/! eMemphisBridge
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! is month ! e Bridge is four pages longer, no 
thanks to its Editor in Chief, and I mean that. As the 
June’s paper went to the printer, and July’s began to 
need assembling, my work load increased from near-
ly nothing to 80 to 100 hours a week. At 70 hours, a 
part-time job editorial position is feasible. At 90, for-
get about it. 

I talk about this new workload a lot. I’m learning 
to be a highly-e# ective teacher for middle schoolers. 
! is means staring down children and brushing o#  
comments like, “I’m gonna f-ck your mother,” from a 
13-year-old girl. It also means learning to trust your 
colleagues more. You’ll try their suggestions for how 
to keep your class in order and maintain your sanity, 
and your colleagues at your other job will pick up the 
slack, you hope, for exactly one month. I drive a lot. I 
wake up anywhere between 3 and 5 a.m. to $ nish pre-
paring for the day. I drive from midtown to southeast 
Memphis, then from southeast Memphis to southwest 
Memphis at noon. And driving is such a pain.

Last Sunday I tagged along as one of the co-direc-
tors, Caroline, posed as a vendor. Despite being a 
disciplined salesperson, she barely managed to move 

one paper inside of four hours. She $ nally sold one 
to someone in a car. It’s frustrating when people look 
but don’t buy, and, when you know someone has the 
ability to help, and you know they will never miss that 
dollar, it has to make it worse.

Nearly a week later, I turn down an o# er to buy a pair 
of Nikes from a man with arti$ cial reserves of energy. 
He only wants three dollars. He’s come down from 10 
to free for helping cut the grass. Hustling is work.

I like teaching middle schoolers, even if it means 
getting, at most, five hours of sleep per night. And, 
it’s hard to find people to complain to about this. 
Our layout team is remotely working while holding 
down summer jobs. Our directors have either com-
pleted or are in the middle of an intense, small busi-
ness workshop.  

And none of us are working harder than Cynthia 
“Cee Cee” Crawford. She is one of our most successful 
vendors. Today I drove her to Levitt Shell where she 
was determined to sell copies of ! e Bridge a% er al-
ready putting in a day of work. She is an active partici-
pant in multiple organizations, a mother, a newspaper 
vendor, and an all-around force of nature. I want to 
explain to her that I’m the busiest person, currently, 
in the world, but she would know I’m lying. A 14 hour 
day for her is normal, and she’s taking the bus home.

BY NATHAN BISHOP
Editor in Chief

Letter from the Editor: 
Everybody is working through the weekend

HOW IT WORKS: 
VENDOR TRAINING

People who have had an 
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People who have had an People who have had an People who have had an People who have had an People who have had an People who have had an 

come to a weekly 
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Each vendor

BADGE &
will recieve a
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SELL THE BRIDGE
Papers can be sold  

THE STREETS
at local events and

F O R  O N LY 1
Additional papers can be purchased for $0.25.

Vendors that buy certain amounts of papers are rewarded with incentives 
such as messenger bags and all-day bus passes.

Every ! ursday 1-2 p.m. 
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1.Explosion
6.He’s honest
9. Prisim-ers
12.Aged
13.Childhood game
14.Debt note
15.Tired joke
17.Tolkien midget
19. So-so
21. ___  ___ the latter
22.Corporate partner-
ship
25.Western Turk (var.)
28.Word with “fairy” or 
“wisdom”
30.Mr. Stewart of song
31.Blue Velvet beer
34.Slow !ier
37.Tolkien giant
38.One year in Rome
39.Makes
40.Word with “car” or 
“phone”
42.Lover’s pox
43.Length times width
46.A man, formally

48. Carroll’s mad one
51. Set forward
56.Baseball stat.
57. Rodent
59.Stratus
60.Australian bigot
61.‘90’s comedian 
62.Duelers

1.Ghostly sound
2.Roman 150
3.Increase
4.Ln. Pt.
5.Little train
6.“Where to” prep.
7.___  humbug
8.Self
9.Haughty person
10.And ___  ___ is
11.Car
16. Understand
18.A thing that’s set or 
passed
20.Hides
22. Nut
23. Former MS senator

24.School org.
26.___  ___  tee
27.Sickness (obs.)
28.De"nite article
29.Palestinian actress 
Abbas
31. Forti"ed wine
32. 007
33.55 down’s counter-
part
35.Transcriber 
36.Vegas pre"x
40.College test
41.Percent of retail
43.Interrupting cough
44.Unusual
45. And others
47.Part
49.Wherever, to a poet
50.Truck brand
52.Sucker
53.Small box (obs.)
54.A vowel
55.MDs
58.“Where at” prep.

 

“Sports and Stars”

DOWN

From my seat at the very front end of economy 
class on Delta 2375 from San Francisco, I am 
close to “the veil.” It’s a thin, mesh curtain that 

separates us from first class, where eight times out 
of ten, my “status” as an itinerant musician — far  
more than a million miles flown — affords me a 
seat. Being a “valued customer, Sky Priority Pas-
senger” is a sort of silver lining to Delta’s ugly mo-
nopoly in Memphis. But I digress. I’ll endeavor not 
to write too much into this innocent divider curtain 
— just allow me a bit of symbolism.

As I consider the veil symbolically, I’ll assign to it 
two distinct functions: firstly, to blur the existence 
of the “class” of folks behind me when I’m lucky 
enough to be in first class. In today’s case, from my 
seat in coach, the thankful role it plays is to blur the 
annoying reality of the class in front of me. 

The veil politely softens the blow of witnessing a 
lady an arm’s length in front of me cut her poulet à 
l’orange with a flimsy airline-issued plastic knife as 
I munch on a doll-size bag of pretzels. It also serves 
to give the impression to the folks in first class that 
no one else exists ... or certainly no one they should 
be concerned about. 

This scenario is one that speaks to something I 
have observed in six years of living in solidarity 
with the poor: one can simultaneously be in prox-
imity to and practically ignorant of the existence 
of one’s neighbor. Heck, it’s bad enough that I can 
only name two of the folks on my street. There is 

a blissful ignorance to which many of us ascribe 
that renders us incapacitated when trying to truly 
empathize with those whose lives dip in and out of 
homelessness on a regular basis.

The statistics that The Bridge regularly provides 
about the pervasiveness of homelessness, especially 
for families, veterans, and children, speak eloquent-
ly to the disconnect that persists between “them” 
and “the rest of us”— the majority of whom are only 
two paychecks away from living on the streets.

My involvement as a volunteer at Manna House, a 
place of radical hospitality for the poor, has taught 
me much more than I could squeeze into one ar-
ticle. But the most important lesson has been my 
need to form a new proximity to and solidarity with 
those who’ve been made poor. 

Sharing a physical space with people who are 
homeless forces me to look beyond the veil [yes, I 
will admit here that “Avatar” is my all-time favor-
ite movie], and to learn to empathize with her/his 
struggles. Most importantly, I feel honor-bound to 
find ways to support tangibly and advocate politi-
cally for those on the margins. 

The curtain that separates us is often made of 
the following fibers: apathy, false justification, ig-
norance, self-righteousness, superiority complexes, 
and self-absorption. With this material between us 
and them, it is absolutely possible to see, but not 
see the person walking by. We never notice them or 
their mission for the day, which may include: secur-
ing their worldly belongings — including important 
documentation and medications — in a secluded 
“cat hole” for another day, nurturing some sem-

blance of hope that change is on the way, finding 
enough nourishment to make it another 24 hours, 
dealing with physical infirmity and pain without 
consistent access to health care or medication, then 
medicating that pain — physical and otherwise —
with whichever substance becomes available.

It’s a mess. 
Add to this the fact that each and every person 

living in this situation — the morally superior and 
the morally bankrupt alike — has a very real and 
raw story about how they got here.

Many of their stories parallel our own, complete 
with disappointments, loss of loved ones, loss of 
employment due to downsizing, family issues, sick-
ness, mental illness and social dysfunction. The dif-
ference in most cases is that, for whatever reason, 
these intrepid survivors lacked the support systems 
(visible and invisible) that prevented us from end-
ing up in the same predicament. 

Are there folks out here who just plain blew it? 
Absolutely. But the more we live in solidarity, the 
more we discover that we have lots in common with 
the “just blew it” group.

And so it goes. I won’t lie, I like flying in front of 
the veil. I love first class! That big plush seat makes 
getting from gig to gig a whole lot less exhausting. 
But I desire to live an authentic life that connects 
me, in more pragmatic ways, with those who’ve 
been made poor, especially the homeless. And I 
hope that comfy seat in first never renders me so 
comfortable that I forget my common humanity.  
That horrific thought alone compels me to strive 
for a world with fewer veils.

ACROSS

Kirk Whalum’s Veil:
Grammy Award-Winning Memphian reflects on social divide

BY KIRK WHALUM
ContributingWriter
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My journey was going around the moun-
tains about 20 years of my life. When I 
was young, I was a hardhead — I wouldn’t 

listen to nobody. I ended up in the wilderness, and 
I started to see life: pain, hurt, and emotions. I was 
going around the mountain, I couldn’t see no way 
out. 

 But I started to listen to a powerful voice. That 
voice showed me how to get back up and start to 
take steps for my life. 

The powerful voice stopped me at spring foun-
tains of Life, and there, I bathed off my anger, loss 
of hope, paint, hurt, and loneliness. 

I dry off and get back up and that powerful voice 
directs me into the mountains with baby steps until 
I get stronger to walk on my own again. 

Then I started to get stronger and stronger. Then I 
could see directions again, and hope. Then I started 
to take big steps again and that powerful voice led 
me over top of mountain and let me know, it doesn’t 
matter what we go through in life, it is hope and 
love and we think we carry ourselves, but we don’t. 
- We have that powerful voice that I mention in my 
story. That voice is God Almighty himself.

Fat Tommy continued on page 11

On many star-speckled nights I would stare at the 
inde!nite universe trying to make some sense 
out of my !nite existence. I had all the abili-

ties for being a successful person: talents, mental gi"s, 
health, and energy; in spite of all these traits I had no 
sense of upward mobility or sense of special responsi-
bility. 

A major depressive with anti-social personality disor-
der. I was content to waste my life away in drugs and 
alcohol without ever picking up a pen or an art brush. I 
even had scholarships in both commercial art and jour-
nalism in high school and was once voted most likely 
to succeed in the high 
school newspaper. Also 
I was in the top !ve of 
most handsome and 
well-dressed. 

What happened? Was 
I, in my derelict condi-
tion, god-forsaken or 
had I forsaken god?

I tried to rationalize 
religion, but my ratio-
nalization fell short of proving that I was either a god 
-forsaken ignorant or a hopeless atheist. Western think-
ing, which is mostly secularism, places very little belief 
in the forces of good and evil. Everything has a scien-
ti!c or irrational explanation. I su#ered from a mental 

disorder. Not a victim of the devil. Or a servant of evil. 
Forever. 

Church sermons at various missions had no e#ect on 
my personality, except for brief moments of spiritual re-
$ections. But as soon as I had another “hit” of crack or 
a bottle of whiskey my spirituality $ew out the window 
and it was about lazy sex and more drugs. It was to the 
point of shopli"ing and burglaries. Not people’s homes 
but empty houses for antique features; mantelpieces, 
crystal doorknobs, hanging lights and everything else 
that could be sold for “fence” pieces…which were far, far 
less than what the dealers sold them for. 

%e energy I put into thiev-
ery was tremendous. I could 
have put this same energy 
into positive actions. But un-
der the in$uence of “satanic 
forces,” sex, drugs, and alco-
hol, god was nowhere in my 
mindset. I didn’t deny god’s 
existence; I am not an atheist, 
by any means. I only held to 
the doctrine that god created 

the universe and became oblivious to his creation. We 
are le" here to fend for our own souls by choosing what 
paths we will follow. One that would lead to peace and 
harmony or one that will lead to homelessness, addic-
tion, disease, and insanity. Ultimately, death and hell. 

VOICES OF GOD: 
Homeless share their paths to spirituality  

My spirituality !ew out the window:
thoughts on homelessness and god

Through the 
wilderness

BY ROBBIN KINDELL
Contributing Writer

BY FAT TOMMY
Contributing Writer

“I tried to rationalize 
religion but my rationalization fell short of 
proving I was either: a god-forsaken igno-

rant or a hopeless atheist. “
- Fat Tommy

CHRISTINA TRASK/Focus For The Good. 
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LeRoy Scott Jr.  was featured in an our May issue in an eye-opening and in-
spiring interview. Tragically, LeRoy passed away in mid-May. He will be sorely 
missed by all. Those who had the opportunity to know this leader re! ect on 

Once in a while in life, you meet someone special. Someone that automat-
ically gains your respect and gives it in return. Someone that can make you 
either laugh or cry with a single glance. Someone who earnestly cares from 
the heart. If you do good or bad, they will let you know it. Give you that 
encouraging word or a congratulations. LeRoy was a man of few words. But 
when he spoke, it was powerful and pure wisdom. So everybody made sure 
to listen. I praise God for blessing us, if only momentarily, with one of his 
Angels. He was definitely loved and will be missed.

But in retrospect, I’m sure during his time here on earth, God missed his 
presence in heaven and is currently celebrating his return home.

- Cynthia Crawford

With a single glance

VOICES OF MEMORY

If you would like to read LeRoy’s interview, please seek out page 8 in the May issue of  The Bridge.

When I first saw LeRoy it was over on Poplar at the Door of 
Hope office. He was a kind and big-hearted person. He inspired 
me to write in the writing group. When I started to write, I had 
low confidence about my writing. But he told me to keep writing 
and I will get better — and I did. Me and him would have talks, he 
always told me it will get better, just keep on pushing and even-
tually everything is going to be alright. My fun time with him 
was in the group. But we all went to eat at this restaurant and the 
food wasn’t great but when we all came back next week, LeRoy 
and others talked about that chicken. LeRoy said the chicken was 
so hard, it was harder than a brick and that wasn’t a lie. Even the 
pastor and Mrs. Ellen didn’t eat the food. It was very hard. He was 
just like a teddy bear — soft, and kind, and sweet, with a big heart, 
but when he talks, everybody listens. He just had a big heart. I will 
miss LeRoy because he left an impression on my life. I will miss 
you, Teddy Bear LeRoy.

P.S. You go to rest but are not forgotten. 
- Robbin Kindell

Like a teddy bear

On March 6, just after pulling into the Door of Hope writing 
session, I was meekly searching around for an interview subject 
for the second-ever issue of The Bridge. Luckily, LeRoy was there 
under an enormous white beard and deeply-set crow’s feet, ready 
to give an interview I would never forget. During the half-hour I 
spent with him, LeRoy painted a picture of homelessness that was 
vivid to the point at which I had to enlist Caroline Ponseti to edit 
the lines of the profile — I simply couldn’t bear to take anything 
out. Everything LeRoy said seemed important in spite (or perhaps 
because) of his nonchalant way about relaying it even though the 
events of his life were almost unrealistically absurd. While I can’t 
say that I knew LeRoy well, or even that he would have remem-
bered me if we had met again. I know that he left a lasting impres-
sion on me and that he truly cared about the purpose behind The 
Bridge. 

Here’s to LeRoy: may he have a less hectic journey on his next 
go-round.

- Henry Morris

Unforgettable
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- Cynthia Crawford
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Unforgettable

ANTHONY JOHNSON/Contributing Artist
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Chapter 1
 ! ere was no doubt about it. C-mac was de" nitely 

about to do his thang. He glanced in the mirror at his 
razor sharp hair line, twisting his dread locks while 
admiring his smooth black skin. Standing at " ve feet 
eleven and a half inches, two hundred pounds sol-
id, brown eyes, with a heavy, Southern, country ac-
cent. C-mac knew he was loved by few and feared by 
many. “Eight and a half years of nothing,” he thought, 
waiting on his mother, Lille, and sister, Demetrice to 
come pick him up.

   C-mac, whose real name was Cedric Dixon, 
smiled as he thought of what his mother always say: 
Boy! Yo damn name ain’t C-mac, I named your ass 
Cedric. Today is a good day homies, I’m going back 
to them grimy streets of Indianola, Miss.

Chapter 2
   Going back! Going back! Blared over the P.A. Sys-

tem, which meant it was time to eat in prison. Usually 
it was an annoyance, because C-mac would be awak-
ened from his playas dream. He called it playas dream 
because that’s what it was. He would be at home, in 
tra#  c somewhere, getting at some $ y girls, or making 
money. Only to be awakened in hell: Mississippi State 
Prison Unit 32, B building, where n-ggas was dying 
every other week.

   It was supposed to be maximum lock down, but 
when you put a thousand stupid mutha f---as in the 
same unit, somebody had to die.

   “N-gga is you eatin’ or sleepin’?” ! e guard asked, 
as he waited for C-mac to exit his cell. 

   “Is yo mamma eatin’ or sleepin, n-gga?” C-mac 
asked as he bopped out of his cell. He hated fake-ass 
o#  cers, or anybody fake for that matter.

   “I’m not one of those scared-ass o#  cers you use to 
dealin’ wit. I’m a bear n-gga.”

   “You ain’t no mutha f---in’ bear n-gga!” C-mac 
yelled stepping in close to the guard. He knew Bear, 
six feet nine inch, three hundred and some odd 
pounds, was too much to be letting him walk up and 
get the " rst punch. C-mac always took the " ght to his 

opponent. Always get the " rst punch and don’t let up. 
Follow up wit every thang was C-mac’s number one 
rule. Being an OxGx for the 7-4 Hoover Crips only 
made the odds worse for Bear. 

   As he backed down he yelled, “Go home C-mac! 
You’ve done almost nine years acting hard.”

   “N-gga this ain’t no act!” C-mac yelled with his 
strong, deep voice. “! is s--- is bang or get banged 

on n-gga,” C-mac picked up his tray, as thirty or forty 
other Crips followed suit.

Chapter 3
   “Hey boy!” Demetrice yelled, hugging her broth-

er’s neck. Tay, as she was called, stood on her tip toes, 
hugging C-mac’s neck. Five feet three, one hundred 
twenty pounds with a caramel complexion, Tay and 
C-mac hardly looked like siblings. What made every-
body guess was their nose and fat cheeks. When Tay 
was a lil girl C-mac called her Jabber Jaws. 

   “Hey lil sis, where Mom’s at?” C-mac asked, peep-
ing into the car.

   “She had to work, and her new boss wouldn’t give 
her time o%  to come pick up her criminal son ...”

   “! at’s what that weak-ass n-gga said?” C-mac 
asked, arching an eyebrow, cutting o%  Tay in mid-
sentence.

   “Hell naw boy. You always be so defensive, ready 
to kick some s--- o% . Get in the car big bruh. Mam-
ma’s cooking dinner. She said, ‘don’t wander o% ,’” Tay 
said closing the door and starting the car.

   “In prison or on the streets, some n-ggas have to 
be put in check. You know how this s--- go,” he said 
sitting back and " ring up a Newport.

   “Cigarettes kill,” Tay said.
   “So does everything else,” C-mac said. 
   Tay shook her head laughing. “You win as usual,” 

she said, turning up the radio.
continued on page 11

MARCUS  MITCHELL/ Contributing Artist
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Through his eyes: Formerly homeless experimental novelist Cedric Dixon 
portrays life after prison in the ! rst ! ve chapters of 
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A strip of white butcher paper stretches across 
the back wall of the Tennessee Immigrants and 
Refugee Rights Coalition (TIRCC) conference 

room. On it, a timeline has been drawn, divided into 
two color-coded halves: “Reform” in bold letters on 
the top, and “Exclusion” in equally bold letters on the 
bottom. !e earliest event on the lower half is the Page 
Act of 1875, the "rst federal immigration law allow-
ing U.S. authorities to turn away immigrants deemed 
“undesirable.” On the upper half, several feet to the 
right and over a century later, is Reform’s "rst entry: 
1986. It was the year a Latino-American astronaut 
was launched into space; the year that Martin Luther 
King, Jr. Day was "rst observed, and the year 6.5 mil-
lion people formed a human chain from New York 
City to Long Beach, Cal. to "ght hunger and home-
lessness. Most notable for the TIRRC is the Immigra-
tion Reform and Control Act enacted that same year, 
its title written in clear penmanship on the butcher 
paper. Ronald Reagan was con"dent about the Act’s 
success, saying that “future generations of Americans 
will be thankful for our e#orts to humanely regain 
control of our borders and thereby preserve the value 
of one of the most sacred possessions of our people — 
American citizenship.” 

It’s certainly an interesting concept, citizenship as 
a possession. [And a sacred possession, no less.] We 
set our Legal Americanness on a shelf with our family 
photos and our soccer trophies. We worry that perhaps 
the more people that have citizenship, the less ours will 
mean. Granted, it is not that simple. Each side makes 
levelheaded arguments about economic concerns and 
the proper use of tax dollars, but immigrants and refu-
gees themselves are seldom given a voice. !ere is even 
a troublesome shi$ in the diction of these debates, with 
humans being termed “illegals.” Suddenly, we are back 
in 1875, plucking the “undesirables” from their commu-
nities. !e discrimination continues, and the butcher-
paper timeline ticks forward. But every act of exclusion 
is met with one of reformation. Some of the immigrants 
and refugees may be undocumented, but they are not 
voiceless. And they are certainly not powerless. 

!e butcher-paper his-
tory lesson is not the 
only reminder of activism 
in the conference room 
brimming with dedicated 
supporters of immigration 
reform. In the corner, a 
plywood room divider o#ers a comforting mantra: “No 
Papers, No Fear.” It is a le$over prop from the Memphis 
Unafraid event in the summer of 2012. !e whiteboard 
at the front of the room is covered with names, dates, 
activities, and rendezvous locations. “We have meet-
ings every week,” says Gabriela Benitez, the West Ten-
nessee Organizer for TIRRC, and it seems that there is 
never a dull moment. !e meeting attendees are eager 
to provide examples when asked how they assume an 
active role in the "ght against anti-immigration legis-
lation. !ey organize deferred action clinics, register 
people to vote, form letter-writing campaigns, and cre-
ate petitions. TIRRC is also a strong supporter of the 
Mid-South Peace and Justice Center (with whom they 
share o%ce space) and H.O.P.E. (Homeless Organizing 
for Power and Equality). Several people note the im-
portance of underrepresented groups supporting one 
another. “It’s not just about our struggles,” one man 
says. !ey are surrounded by struggling communities, 
and they are steadily helping each other move forward. 
No one is de"ned by a single issue, a single part of their 

personhood. “It’s important to consider intersectional-
ity,” the man adds. 

“Being in Memphis helps,” another man o#ers, when 
the group is prompted to discuss the local attitude to-
ward immigrants and refugees. He continues: “Mem-
phis is progressive. But Tennessee as a whole?” !ere 
is a pause, and several of the meeting attendees wince. 
One woman laughs. It is no surprise that red-state Ten-
nessee is not ahead of the curve in terms of supporting 
its undocumented population. Many don’t even realize 
it’s an issue here, as they assume that border control 
laws only serve a purpose in border states. Yet these 
exclusions and reforms are increasingly relevant to the 
central states, (and to Tennessee in particular). 

Tennessee had the third fastest-growing immigrant 
population in the country over the last decade, and 
Nashville is the U.S. city with the greatest increase in 
foreign-born individuals. !is past year was the "rst in 
which the TIRRC defeated each and every new anti-
immigration bill that was proposed. !e group mem-
bers are trained to respond to queries and criticisms 
with numbers. !ere are the facts and "gures of the 
present: the 138 years of butcher-papered exclusion, 
the 10 bills defeated in the past year, and the 11 million 
undocumented immigrants in the nation. !en, there 
is the projected and predicted data of the future, out-
lining the bene"ts of reform: the de"cit reduction of 
$2.5 trillion, the 0.9 percent rise in the United States 
gross domestic product, and the $1,700 increase of  
per capita income. !e meeting attendees know these 
numbers by heart, calling them out from all corners of 
the room. !ey’ve done their research.

But it’s not just about economic bene"ts and numeri-
cal memorizations; it’s about the people "ghting for 
their rights and the stories pushing them forward. A$er 
the weekly TIRRC meeting, a few of the members lin-
ger, eager to share their insights. One woman recounts 
her early experiences in America. Animated hand ges-
tures and sharp head nods punctuate the key passages. 
She initially entered the United States for undergrad-
uate studies and got married to an American citizen 
shortly therea$er. !e couple was only interviewed 
once by an immigration o%cer, and the woman notes 
that the intensity of those infamous interrogations var-

ies depending on the 
immigrant’s previous na-
tion of residence. Mexico 
is the most di%cult, she 
concludes. 

!e pair eventually got 
divorced, but the woman 

retained her citizenship. She acknowledges that she is 
a minority in her community, though, for 80 percent 
of her friends are undocumented. Her network of sup-
port is in constant &ux. !e issue became even more 
complex when she fell in love with a man who, unlike 
herself, did not possess that so-called sacred citizen-
ship. !e couple has a baby on the way, yet the man is 
still facing deportation. Authorities feel that the wom-
an is capable of being a single mother because she is 
employed — the child will be separated from his or her 
father not because of a tragedy, but because of a law. 

An older mother from the group steps forward, chim-
ing in on the issue. “Every day, families are separated.” It’s 
the part of deportation that people don’t think through 
completely, she adds. She and her husband immigrated 
from Mexico in 1999, but her husband’s citizenship has 
since been called into question. He was arrested in 2009 
for driving without a license — a non-violent crime of-
ten used as a catalyst for immigrant and refugee depor-
tation — and now authorities are attempting to remove 
him from the country. 

!e mother looks downward as she glosses over the 
painful speci"cs. “People are completely unaware of the 
struggle, the constant fear.” Her voice trails o# a bit, but 
she shakes her head and presses her mouth into a hard 
line before insisting that those struggles have brought 
her family closer together. She and her daughter have 
a common cause, a common goal, and they fully com-
mit to accomplishing it. She voices frustration when 
describing the unwitting ignorance of the ongoing dis-
course; people are completely unaware of the intrica-
cies of each situation, “who you are, why you’re here.” 
Most immigrants want to study. !ey want to work. If 
there’s a crisis in their native country, they may be afraid 
to go home. Undocumented immigrants are forced to 
exist between two places: the homes of their past, to 
which many are afraid to return, and their current state 
of placelessness. !ey are required to hide and be silent 
if they hope to learn, to work, to get by. “Being born 
in a country is the lottery,” the "rst woman interjects, 
her hands now resting quietly on her stomach. “How 
would you feel if your old home was too dangerous and 
your new home locked you out?” So, these immigrants 
and refugees form a community, and they pry open the 
doors that are meant to limit them and sti&e their dis-
content. 

Even so, an undocumented individual’s identity is 
not formed by this state of placelessness. !ese im-
migrants are certainly not “illegals,” but they are also 
not just immigrants, not just refugees, not even just 
Memphis locals. !ey are men and women, fathers and 
mothers, teachers and students, passionate activists. 
!ey are the sum of their complexities, and they are 
"ghting back against all that exclusion which has been 
pushing against them since 1875. !ey are vocal about 
the families being pulled apart, the relationships being 
tested by distance and deportation. !ey are clutching 
markers with conviction and chronicling each reform 
on that butcher-papered wall, moving toward the home 
they know they’ve earned. 

FILING FOR CITIZENSHIP:  For many immigrants, the process of 
becoming a U.S. citizen is a daunting, confusing process, !llled 
with paperwork, extra challenges, and fear. 
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Undocument This
BY ANNA LOCKHART
Contributing Writer

“How would you feel if your old home was too 
dangerous and your new home locked you out?”

- Anna Lockhart

DIANNE LOFTIS/Sta! Photographer
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When I ! rst heard about the idea for a street paper, I was naturally skeptical. “Oh! It’s another scam or ploy to 
exploit the homeless population.” But as I started to get to know the Rhodes College students and volunteer sta" , I 
realized what caring and awesome people they are. I then reluctantly sat through the 45-minute training only half-
way paying attention. I thought, “What the heck? I really got nothing to lose.” A# er all, they are giving us 20 issues 
for free. Which gave me an opportunity to earn $20. I mean, who else would give you multiple products to sell and 
not ask for payment up front or even a# erward? You are the one making 100 percent pro! t with the ! rst 20 issues. 

I have always been very outspoken and friendly, you know — a people’s person. Next thing I know, I’m thrust into 
the spotlight and doing interviews for other reporters and newspapers. So basically, I’m kind of a spokesperson for 
this street paper that I know very little about! Luckily, I’m smart, resourceful, and creative. I ended up doing a ! ne 
job for those articles and publicity that ! e Bridge got. It was one of the factors that helped me to boost my self-
esteem, self-image, and self-con! dence. 

$ ere were a few nights in front of a mirror at home creating and practicing what to say to potential customers. 
At ! rst, I got a TON of “No.” But I always made sure to smile and say, “$ ank you” to each and every person. I 

soon realized that if I approached people with pleasant conversation instead of an automatic sales pitch, I had more 
success. As time passed and word spread, I sold more and more, and got more and more positive feedback. I started 
to feel like I was really making a di" erence in my community. 

Before I knew it, I was paying my own bills, purchasing my own prescription, and even partially furnishing and 
decorating my new apartment. What an AWESOME feeling to do for myself and not have to depend on or wait for 
others. 

- Cynthia Crawford

Selling ! e Bridge has had a positive e" ect on my life. I wish that I had the option of selling when I was homeless. 
But now, I can store the papers and collect the money safely. I am gaining my independence back — the kind of in-
dependence one gets from working. I am constantly amazed at the great response from the public about the paper. I 
have also made new friends and met some interesting individuals through selling the paper. I especially like selling 
the paper at the di" erent festivals in Memphis. People are excited about the newspaper and are more than pleased to 
buy a paper for such a good cause. ! e Bridge is a paper that sells itself because of its interesting topics and stories 
told by the formerly or currently homeless. I feel that that every homeless person should consider selling the paper 
because it is something positive to do with their time. Also, it shows the public that our people are trying to become 
productive citizens and earning incomes, instead of panhandling, to provide for themselves. I know that I have a 
product to sell, it builds my con! dence in approaching people. 

- Tamara Herdrin

My bridge to self-su!  ciency

Great response from the public
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I sat down across from Mila on a picnic table 
with the full intention of following my inter-
view outline. I had a set of 10 open-ended 

but clearly directed questions, and I sat with my 
pen poised. Mila had another idea. Fifteen minutes 
into the conversation – and it was a conversation – 
I just ended up putting my pen back in my bag. Life 
lessons like these were better learned with an open 
heart, not an open notebook.

As a vendor, Mila is incred-
ibly successful. But she prides 
herself the most on never let-
ting people take her power. 
Even when people refuse to talk 
to her about The Bridge, “‘No’ is 
a part of life,” she explains. “But 
that doesn’t make it bad.”

When asked to describe herself, Mila said, “Beau-
tiful, loving, and intelligent.” 

“You’ve gotta love yourself,” she told me over and 
over again. 

“If you can’t love yourself, how can you expect 
anyone else to love you. God didn’t make no junk.”

At the time of the interview, Mila was homeless 
and had struggled with homelessness for years.  But 
for Mila, “poorness is a state of mind.” 

In her own eyes, the love Mila feels from her fam-
ily every day makes her rich. “There are a lot of 
intelligent people that are homeless. All homeless 
people are not lazy people. We want to be loved 

and appreciated too. And certainly respected. Peo-
ple have etched in stone the face of homelessness 
and they’re so far from being right. My dignity and 
pride are not for sale. I’d rather be at peace being 
homeless than be treated less than human.”

“Yes,” she said, grabbing my hand, “God has been 
good to me. So I just keep telling him thank you.”

In addition to selling for The Bridge, Mila is also 
a passionate vendor recruiter, explaining to anyone 
— homeless or not — the benefits of being a vendor 

for the street paper. 
She never passes 

up an opportunity 
to help. Our con-
versation paused 
midway through 
so she could talk 
to a woman with a 
stroller sitting in 
the shade. 

The woman participated in The Bridge vendor 
training later that afternoon.

“Life is a series of tests. If I pass it, I won’t have to 
take it over again,” Mila says. 

She also believes, most sincerely, in the message 
of love. “Love is a two-way street. I don’t like one-
way streets. Love loves back.” 

“And,” she continues, placing her hands down for 
emphasis, “it’s important to love.”

Five years from now, Mila wants to be able to 
love the person she sees in the mirror. “Sometimes, 
sweetie, you just have to realize how blessed you 
are.”

She grabs my hand across the table and stops, 
looking out towards the park across from the 
church. “Do you feel that breeze?” she asks. “God 
let that cool breeze blow.”

A half-hour had passed, and what started as a 
notebook full of questions has transformed into a 
page of scribbles, quotations and arrows, Bible vers-
es and personal heroes she gave me to look up lat-
er. I had missed nearly all my questions, and hadn’t 
gotten any of the answers I had been expecting. But 
that was fine. I had gotten something so much bet-
ter.

“Mila,” I said, gesturing down at my notebook 
with a giggle, “It seems I’ve gotten a little off-track.”

She chuckled.“Honey,” she said, pointing down at 
my pre-written questionnaire, “This was off-track.” 

“But this,” she said, waving her hand over the air 
between us, as if our conversation hovered some 6 
inches above the picnic table, “this was what you 
were looking for.”

INTERVIEW WITH

MILA SHAW: An inspirational woman tells her 
story of hope and limitless love
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BY EMILY CLARK
Contributing Writer

LOVING TO LOVE: Mila poses before a Thursday afternoon The  Bridge distribution, just after recruiting a new 
vendor. “Love loves back,” Mila says. 

“There are a lot of intelligent people that 
are homeless. All homeless people are not 

lazy people. We want to be loved and 
appreciated too.” 

- Mila Shaw

HOMELESS HEART: Memphis man with an experience of homelessness shares inspirational 
sketches with The Bridge each month, displaying true talent and insight. 

EMILY CLARK/ Sta! Photographer        ANTHONY JOHNSON/ Contributing Artist
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Continued from page 4, “My Spirituality ”
!roughout the history of civilization, there have 

always been people who existed at the bottom of the 
social ladder. In a wealthy country like America, pov-
erty, or extreme poverty, is a relative condition. !e 
homelessness in America live much, much better than 
the homeless in say, India or Africa and other impov-
erished third world countries.Soup kitchens, shelters, 
churches, etc. provide food, clothing, and shelter to 
those who for one reason or another fall into a scarred 
plight. Mental disorders, addictions, and sometimes 
just outright laziness may cause people to become 
homeless. 

God is the giver of life and the sustainer of life. As 
long as we have life and sustenance any condition is ca-
pable of being overcome. Homelessness is not a hope-
less situation. If the homeless person can gather the 
fortitude to change paths to put forth even a marginal 
e"ort. Society will do the rest. 

God endowed peopled with compassion and under-
standing to li# those at the bottom of the social lad-
der up to a respectable level in the American society. 
A country’s greatness depends upon how it treats the 
poor and socially dysfunctional. 

!e homeless should not just be given a few dollars 
to help support their lives and habits. A comprehen-
sive program on both state and federal level must be 
established. Welfare, food stamps, Medicare, and men-
tal health facilities provides care for the poor and men-

tally handicapped and ill. 
So what else can be done to cure homelessness?
God has forsaken no one. As loving and redundant 

mission sermon may be, they can inspire some clients 
to change paths.  I have witnessed many documen-
taries about other poverty and homelessness in third 
world countries. Has God forsaken these people? Or 
have they forsaken God? What is the reason for such 
inhuman conditions? How do you reconcile human 
misery with a loving God?

It goes beyond human reason and intellect to read 
God’s mind or discern God’s purposes for life in all its 
inequitable terms. What could starving children pos-
sibly do to o"end a loving God? Many homeless people 
in America are not this way by their own bad choices. 
Many are. God forgives bad choices. But it’s le# up to 
humanity to implement God’s forgiveness. Once again, 
as loving and redundant mission sermons may be they 
speak a lucid truth, It is le# up to the individual to 
grasp this truth and change a homeless freestyle into a 
productive one. Except for the drastic psychopaths, the 
mentally ill can be productive in various ways. 

As I write this article, I am a mental patient. A few 
members of my writing class are mental patients also. 
Yet we were all, at one time or another, homeless. But 
having the ability to write a new letter with poignant 
simplicity and reference to the homeless lifestyle shows 
that God has never forsaken the homeless. 

America is a place of bountiful resources. Perhaps 

a great majority of homeless people is unaware of the 
bene$ts the society o"ers. Once I became a mental pa-
tient and started to take psyche drugs to stabilize my 
condition my whole life changed. I began to exhibit my 
skills. Sold many art pieces and became a founder of 
our writing class, as well as a Sunday school teacher 
with shark insight into biblical scriptures. 

!ere is no cure for depression. I wouldn’t wish it on 
my worst enemy. But with proper medication it can be 
stabilized. 

I am quite candid about my experiences with depres-
sion and anti social behavior. It was a relief to $nd out 
that I was a mental patient instead of an “evil” person. 
Did God change my attitude or the psych drugs? 

I mostly %uctuate between regular and secular hu-
manism. But I believe in both. It is man’s duty to care 
for man. While God cares for us all, I cannot reconcile 
the starving people in the world with an absolute love. 
I believe that all the homeless and starving fell into the 
cruel hands of fate and not a wrathful God. 

It is an old belief that God is indi"erent to human 
su"ering. He only grants death the power to believe 
excruciating misery. Death can be an act of love as well 
as a painful tragedy. No one actually know what lies 
beyond the grave. Is it a bitter $nality or a transition 
between worlds? 

I wonder. One day, I will know. But while I am alive, 
I will do what I can to care for my fellow human be-
ings. 

  Contunued from page 6, “!rough His Eyes”
Chapter 4

“Get the phone, sister!” Lil Mamma yelled to her 
twelve year old sister, Daisy. Lil Mamma, whose real 
name was Tameka Hart, was shiny black with thick, 
black, shoulder length hair, dark brown eyes, a thirty-
four C breast, eight inch waist, with forty inch hips 
and ass. Standing $ve feet even, bow-legged, and pi-
geon-toed was a plus.

    “It’s Tony!” Daisy yelled.
    “What’s up Tony?” Lil Mamma asked.
   “C-mac got out today, so we throwin’ him a co-

min’ home party. I need you and yo girls to represent,” 
Tony said.

   “You already know what it is,” Lil Mamma said, 
rolling her eyes. She knew every n-gga $rst getting 
out of prison thought his s--- didn’t stank, but wit 
Tony as he plug, she had to show up. “What time is 
it?” Lil Mamma asked, going through her closet.

    “Ten tonight, and don’t be late,” Tony said, hang-
ing up. 

   “Whatever mutha f---a,” Lil Mamma said aloud, 
thowing her pink cordless phone on the bed. “Call up 
my crew, tell them it’s party time at the spot at 10:00 
tonight, the GG’s already know what it is. Show up, 
and show out.” Lil Mamma said, twirling her brown 
and black microbraids.

   “Whatever, you need to put on some clothes hun,” 
Daniel said, grabbing the phone, shaking her head, 
looking at Lil Mama’s pink, skintight boy shorts and 
her pink tight-$tting wife beater. “Shake ya head, ya 
ass, and whateva else you wanna shake. I’m a still be 
me and do me. You just call Nina and let her know the 
business,” Lil Mamma said, rolling her eyes.

Chapter 5
“Turn on the lights. I’m looking for her too,” blasted 

over the club’s surround sound as C-mac made his 
grand entrance. Wearing a large, yellow, Nike t-shirt 
and some black baggy $tting Gibaud jeans with some 
black Nike Air Max with yellow Nike signs, a two inch 
link necklace with the bracelet to match and a gold 
Rolex watch completed C-mac’s attire. 

   “!e man of the hour!” Tony yelled, standing up 

as C-mac bopped over. 
   “Naw n-gga, the man period,” C-mac said, squeez-

ing Tony’s hand in a tight gripped hand shake. 
   “!at’s enough n-gga. You’ve been li#ing weights 

with ya hands in that bitch, dog. Anyway, let me in-
troduce you to my new crew,” Tony said shaking his 
still-aching hand. “!is is redbone, or Tina Shaw if 
you prefer. !is Keshia Harper, and what eva you do, 
don’t call her Lil Kim,” Tony said laughing.

    C-mac was in a world of his own, guessing all 
the girls measurements. He guessed Redbone to be 
5’ 3, one hundred forty pounds, 36 DD breast with 
forty inch ass and hips that was attached to a nine 
inch waist. Her short, sandy brown hair and big, hazel 
brown eyes made Redbone look like a real hood rat 
in her skin tight, blue, full-body cat suit. He looked 
over to Keke and Kim and smiled. Long, black, curly 
hair, brown narrow eyes, nice white, straight teeth, 
36 DD breast, smooth caramel skin, 42 inch ass at-
tached to a six inch waist. “Yeah I’m a f--- wit both 
of you,” C-mac thought to himself smiling, and the 
twins shook their heads in agreement, like they could 
hear C-mac’s thoughts. 

   C-mac stepped back because he didn’t know if he 
could handle a woman hearing his thoughts.

   “C-mac! Snap outta that s---,” Tony said, reaching 
C-mac a $#h of Hennessey.

   “I’m cool n-gga,” C-mac said taking a long swig, 
then taking another look at the twins matching, pink, 
full-body cat suits, and black thigh boots with two 
inch heels. “Y’all go shake ya ass or something, I need 
to holla at C-mac,” Tony said standing up.

   Tony, whose real name was Anthony Davis was C-
mac’s partner who introduced him to the drug game. 
Tony stood $ve feet eleven inches, medium build, one 
hundred eighty pounds with brown skin. Tony wore 
a large white t-shirt, blue baggy Gibaud jeans, with 
some white Airforce Ones and a gold diamond Rolex 
to $nish o" his dope boy look. “My n-gga, you de-
cided what you gonna do? I mean is you getting back 
in the game?” Tony asked sitting down. “If so, I got 
you on my next run. Here is a comin’ home present 
though,” Tony reached C-mac ten thousand dollars. 

 “!at’s what it is my n-gga,” C-mac said put-
ting the roll of hundreds in his pockets, just as a fe-
male caught his eye. Tony turned to see what C-mac 
was looking at and shook his head.

   “!at’s Lil Mamma, she works for me. I give her 
pounds and she gets it in,” Tony said waving Lil Mam-
ma over.

   C-mac thought as he looked Lil Mamma up and 
down. Her white and black tights were extra tight. 
She wore black and white Airmax just like his. A gold 
necklace with ì%y girlî for the charm $nished her out-
$t with her microbraids. Bouncing, Lil Mama acted 
like it was her party.

   “Lil Mamma, this my n-gga C-mac. He just got 
home from the pen.”

   “Hey,” Lil Mamma said smiling, staring into C-
mac’s brown eyes.

    “What’s down Ma?” C-mac asked, holding Lil 
Mamma’s stare.

   Tony Cleared his throat getting C-mac and Lil 
Mamma’s attention. Lil Mamma took that as her cue 
to leave. “Y’all want anything to drink? I’m a thirsty,” 
Lil mamma said, putting her hands on her hips.

   “Naw I’m cool, but come on back when you 
quench that thirst. I need to let the star of the show 
get acquainted with this boss n-gga, C-mac,” Tony 
said, motioning his hands back and forth from Lil 
Mamma to C-mac.

    “I’m straight,” C-mac said holding the half-full 
bottle of Hennessey up. Lil Mamma walked o" throw-
ing her ass extra hard, making sure C-mac see how it 
jiggles. “What’s up wit her?” C-mac asked, braking his 
gaze o" Lil Mamma.

   “What’s up wit who?” Tony asked, rubbing his 
chin. 

   “!e $rst lady, Lil Mamma n-gga! !at’s who.” 
   “She about her business, so whateva game you 

plan on kicking to her you might as well save it ‘cause 
Lil Mamma ain’t going.”

   “What n-gga? You must be f---ing her. I’m glad to 
know that’s all the faith you got in your boy. ‘She ain’t 
going’” C-mac said, mocking Tony as he got up to fol-
low in Lil Mamma’s direction.



T he relationship between the homeless and the 
police is a quandary. !e goal of the police force 
is to protect the residents of this city and uphold 

the laws that provide order to Memphis (two tasks that 
ought not to contradict one another, one would think.) 
!e homeless, due to their lack of shelter, are some of 
our most vulnerable residents, yet to maintain a per-
ceived sense of order, the police are o"en called away 
from pursuing malicious criminals in order to cite and 
arrest those whose only crime is living on the streets.  
   With a national trend towards the criminalization of 
homelessness a#ecting Memphis as much as the next 
city, the attention of the police is increasingly being 
pushed in the direction of Memphis’ homeless res-
idents. !is begs the question of whether the e#orts 
of Memphis Police Department (MPD) could better 
serve this city if they were 
aimed toward those trying 
to rob this city of its mon-
ey, as opposed to those sim-
ply asking if we could spare 
some change. 
   !e individual laws, while 
not criminalizing homeless-
ness outright, give o$cers 
signi%cant discretion in de-
ciding whom to arrest. !is makes the relationship be-
tween the homeless and the police of Memphis of great 
interest to those vested in the welfare of the homeless. 
  !e state legislature of Tennessee passed a law last 
year making it illegal to sleep on state property. !is 
law was aimed at ending Occupy Nashville. !e move-
ment has ended, and the law remains. !e Shelby 
County District Attorney, Amy Weirich, was quoted 
by the Memphis Flyer as saying that, “!is new law will 
not change how we prosecute cases in Shelby County.” 
But, as long as this law stays on the books, it can be 
used as a tool to arrest large numbers of homeless peo-
ple, if the police choose to do so. 
   !ere are other local rules which e#ectively grant 
law enforcement the ability to detain and displace in-
dividuals if they feel the need. Memphis’ law on ag-
gressive panhandling, passed in 2010, provides a vague 
description of what aggressive panhandling is, leaving 
the o$cer and judge to decide the guilt of the person 
in question. With the majority of the legislation aimed 
at the homeless community giving a great deal of lee-
way to the o$cer involved, much of the relationship 
between the police and the homeless individual comes 

down to the interaction between individual o$cers 
and homeless persons. 
   In order to glean an accurate depiction of this re-
lationship, various homeless individuals from down-
town and midtown were asked a series of questions 
concerning their relationship with Memphis’ Finest. 
(In order to protect the identities of those involved and 
to encourage honest responses, all interviewees are le" 
anonymous.) Of those interviewed, most seemed to 
have a positive view of the police, but still showed a 
general distrust for those who can arrest the homeless 
without warning. !ey respected the police’s ability to 
maintain order, a necessary task for those who sleep 
on the street, yet also showed displeasure at the unpre-
dictable nature of 2,000 di#erent individuals uphold-
ing a set of decidedly vague laws.
   !e %rst man interviewed for this piece had been 
without a home for the past 14 years and had one prior 

arrest on drug charges, 
yet held the police in 
high regard, believing 
that they served more 
to protect the home-
less community rather 
than disrupt it. His one 
complaint lay in the fact 
that younger o$cers can 
sometimes be too stri-

dent in their enforcement of laws in order to “get their 
name out.” Another man with a similar viewpoint has 
had no negative encounters with the police to speak of 
but wishes that the police would be more understand-
ing, as they sometimes have di$culty separating the 
troublesome individuals from the decent ones.
   Another homeless male, who did have an unpleas-
ant encounter with the police, reiterated that criticism. 
While he has never been arrested himself, he was de-
tained on a visit to Walgreen’s with a friend. He claims 
that both he and his friend were pro%led based on their 
appearance and his friend’s previous encounters with 
police. !e friend was described as an aggressive pan-
handler and a con man, and both men were detained, 
despite the fact that neither was panhandling at the 
time. As a result of this experience, he rated encoun-
ters with the police as a high concern. 
   One interviewee, who is not a native Memphian, de-
tailed an experience where he saw a man released from 
jail looking “beat up,” which was allegedly the result of 
telling the o$cers arresting him that “!ey can kiss my 
ass!” !e man telling this story did not seem too a#ect-
ed by this experience, as he still claims to have “all re-

spect for cops.” Perhaps experiences such as these can 
help to explain why another man, who had received an 
unsolicited car ride to the far side of Danny !omas, 
would want to see a weaker police presence while pro-
claiming that the police are doing an excellent job. 
   A di#erent man, who had been previously arrested for 
selling drugs, told a similarly con&icting story. About 
six years ago, he was panhandling in downtown Mem-
phis and asked an MPD o$cer for a couple bucks. !e 
o$cer gave him the money, but then proceeded to cite 
him for panhandling. And while the majority of these 
citations remain unpaid, the act of giving a panhandler 
money, only to give him a %ne that is far greater than 
the money given, sends some very mixed messages. 
   !ese aren’t the only stories of perplexing police ac-
tions. While selling papers for !e Bridge, one of the 
men interviewed reported being harassed, in jest, by 
members of MPD. As he was selling papers on the side 
of the road, his vendor badge, which indicates that 
he is a vendor for !e Bridge and not a panhandler, 
kept blowing over his shoulder with every large gust 
of wind. Each time this one police cruiser would go 
by, the cops inside would jokingly ask through their 
PA system, “Where’s your badge?” and threaten to cite 
him for panhandling. A"er doing so for a good part of 
the day, the cops did feel a twinge of guilt and wound 
up buying %ve papers. And while he may not have 
found their actions to be amusing the day it happened, 
the vendor was able to %nd some humor in the tale 
when he told it to me a few days later. 
   While the stories of police injustice, however slight, 
can leave a bad taste in your mouth, one must never 
forget the countless untold stories of good cops doing 
their jobs and helping the needy. One man, who wasn’t 
even being interviewed, wanted to make it clear that 
the police had helped him traverse a steep incline in 
his wheelchair on multiple occasions. He was adamant 
in characterizing those actions as going “above and be-
yond” to help out a man in need. 
   Ultimately, the relationship between the homeless 
community and the police of Memphis is a complex 
tale woven between roughly 5,000 homeless people 
and police o$cers. And the sentiments of the men 
who’ve experienced homelessness re&ected that com-
plexity. No two police o$cers or homeless individuals 
will interact in the same way; sometimes the o$cer 
will be in the wrong, other times the man living on the 
street is in the wrong. No two situations will play out 
the same. Much like life itself, most of this relationship 
is le" to chance encounters. 

A strange game of cops and “robbers” 
BY AARON BANKS
Contributing Writer

features July 2013Page 12

MONIQUE HAGLER/ Sta! Photographer

“Each time the police cruiser would go 
by, the cops inside would ask jokingly 

through their PA system, ‘Where’s your 
badge?’ and threaten to cite him for 

panhandling.” 
- Aaron Banks

RIDING AWAY: The stricter Tennessee laws about sleeping on state property can make !nding a place to spend the night a long journey for many homeless people. 
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Some things are a sure bet. Every prudish Amer-
ican suburb runs the nine-to-! ve schedule like 
clockwork and all of the ‘big cities’ keep a mil-

lennial caricature of themselves on tap. [For Down-
town Memphis, the tycoons landed on Beale, for what-
ever reason I can’t say, but rest assured, night a" er night 
skeptics from all over line up to collect $200 and sub-
sequently drown themselves in all the history of that 
single street.] # e formula remains accurate to within 
a single standard deviation: people congregate; money 
changes hands; crime rate goes up. Rinse and repeat.  
Criminal o$ enses are divided into misdemeanor and 
felony charges. But we’re only concerned with the big 
! sh, the “felons”, or at least that’s what my 1-by-8.5 inch 
strip of paper says.

In the state of Tennes-
see, a felony is a crim-
inal o$ ense for which 
criminals can spend a 
minimum of one year 
in prison and may have 
to pay ! nes.  # e state of 
Tennessee has six di$ er-
ent felony classes: class 
A, Class B, Class C, Class 
D, Class E and capital crimes.

Criminals are rather predictable; the good ones are 
militarized, highly disciplined, though usually found 
picking on the easier targets, kind of like how a big shark 
preys on seagulls. You know … if they’re % oating on the 
surface. Criminals are especially drawn to the tourist 
types and such, people who are unfamiliar with the ter-
ritory. Drunken travellers are a veritable smorgasbord 
of textbook depravity. Entire hoards of those droopy-
eyed party animals stumble home with all their belong-
ings intact about as o" en as Tony Romo completes a 
pass. Most are lucky if they hold onto their shoes. What 
I can attest to is simply this: felons wouldn’t be any eas-
ier to locate even if they wore orange safety vests. Why? 
Well, how does one ! nd a criminal, per se? Ask one 
or two policemen and they’ll tell you: it’s impossible to 
locate crime without being necessarily involved in it. 
Nobody gets away that easy. So then if you’re looking 
for crime, you’ve got two equally decent choices: be a 
criminal or be a victim. Neither one is especially inspir-
ing, and still sometimes you’ve got to pray for a little of 
both. Me, I ! gure I’m a few decades short of redemp-
tion anyway, so why not? # e Earth turns, doesn’t it?

                          ***************
Midnight on what used to be a # ursday, in capable 

company I hover somewhere around the many tribu-
taries of Beale. My crew doesn’t waste any time. # e so"  
lamplight of campus is far gone in the haze — that is 
to say, we proceed along the edge of the known world.  
Farther ahead a crowd gathers; we fall into their ranks, 
disappearing. # en:

Enter the subterranean, sidewalk circus awning. Un-
armed. What terrible thing have I yoked myself to now?  
And is it too late to % ee this awful frenzy?

Probably. # ing is, none of us are directly innocent 
and from a distance small crowds make for good cover. 
# at’s what I hear myself saying anyway. I can feel the 
sweat rise as we move closer to the center of the action, 
almost choking. Smoke burns my eyes. A short and un-
pleasant man holding up a % at board faces our huddle 

like he’s about to perform a magic trick or an exorcism 
and then he produces a metal jack and turns over three 
empty cups on the board. 

“What is this? Santeria?,” I poke his friend in the ribs, 
“Where do you keep the chickens?”  

# e smoke li" s; the game shi" s into focus. Huge bets 
are rigged and cash clears the % oor. Everyone is hyp-
notized. # ese guys aren’t exactly big time, more like 
weekend warriors. I don’t get paid nearly enough to go 
looking for serious trouble. But their shell game is ille-
gal, nonetheless. Our experience brings up an import-
ant point —  that all too o" en, criminals won’t think 
to consider the real implications of the choices they’re 
making. Either that or they don’t care, but maybe they 
ought to. Individuals convicted of felony charges may 
experience more than a loss of freedom in Tennessee. 
State laws mean that the consequences of convictions 

can be lasting and far-reach-
ing. # ese laws place several 
limitations on the freedoms 
and rights enjoyed by con-
victed felons and can create 
additional punishments for 
violators of the prohibi-
tions.

While the laws di$ er by 
state, there are a few general 

professions that strictly ban felons. For instance, felons 
cannot be lawyers, teachers, real estate brokers, psy-
chologists, accountants or medical doctors, to name a 
few. # ey cannot occupy civil service positions, and are 
eligible only for government-sanctioned jobs if elected.

Felons in Tennessee are stripped of their voting rights 
upon conviction, but may petition for reinstatement of 
those rights at a later date. All ! nes, restitution pay-
ments, court costs and child support pay-
ments must be paid in full prior to apply-
ing for reinstatement.

Tennessee law prohibits those con-
victed of felony violent crimes or 
drug o$ enses from possessing a 
! rearm while serving a sentence.
People convicted of violent crimes 
may never regain the right to pos-
sess a gun. Violating any federal 
law concerning the matter will 
land you with yet another fel-
ony conviction. Go ! gure.

For individuals who have 
been convicted of a felony 
and have served an active jail 
sentence, re-entry to the gener-
al community can be hideously 
challenging. O" en, people with 
a felony conviction face signif-
icant barriers to obtaining edu-
cation and employment. # e good 
news is, for those with a prior felony 
conviction living in Tennessee, there are 
charitable organizations that provide 
education and life-skills training in 
order to help ex-o$ enders nab a 
GED and stable employment.

# e homeless are espe-
cially suscepti-
ble to su$ er 

from the lasting e$ ects of felony charges, and the lon-
ger an individual remains without safe residence, food, 
or clean water, the more likely he or she will wind up 
attracting a criminal record.

                             ***************
Roughly an hour passes in what feels like an in-

stant. A savage thought crosses my mind and I’m le"  
half-wondering if I can write o$  gambling losses as a 
tax deductible. Just beyond at the corner, an old man 
held together by rusty clothes and gray threads has 
propped himself against a newspaper rack and com-
mitted his demeanor to the business of not looking ob-
vious. # e vending machine he’s currently using as a 
kickstand looks to have acquired some dangerous gang 
a&  liates, and there are more than battle scars covering 
the gruesome thing. I glance over my shoulder to make 
sure the big dumpster across the street isn’t closing in. 
# is poor monument probably never stood a chance.

One bumper sticker in particular can still be read 
under the gra&  ti. Faded, partly peeled, it looks as if it 
could have easily been older than the concrete under-
neath. ‘THESE COLORS DON’T RUN,’ the caption 
proclaims.

Suddenly — “Hey!,” the speaker twitches. I cock my 
head up, somehow expecting him to ask me for oil. Like 
maybe he’s the Tin Man from “# e Wizard of Oz.” # at 
would explain a lot. # is whole excursion might very 
well be a dream. “Read this,” he demands, dead-eyed 
before handing me a bloody napkin.

All I can do is shrug, “I guess nobody writes the truth 
in ink anymore.”
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Criminals are rather predictable; the good 
ones are militarized, highly disciplined, though 
usually found picking on easier targets, kind of 

like how a big shark preys on seagulls. 
- Travis Allen

BY TRAVIS ALLEN
Contributing Writer
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Crimes, and the creation of 
those “weekend warriors”
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There was a near disaster which flew under the 
radar of many secure housing supporters in 
Memphis recently. 

On June 3, the Shelby County Commission met 
to discuss money matters and set priorities for the 
year ahead.

The hot topic was item 25, which placed more than 
$150,000 earmarked for the Mayors’ Action Plan to 
End Homelessness in Memphis and Shelby County 
on the chopping block. Local agencies announced 
they would refuse to accept cuts without a fight. 

Concerned citizens from the Community Alliance 
for the Homeless and advocacy group Homeless Or-
ganizing for Power and Equality (H.O.P.E.) came 
out in full force to retain funding promised under a 
federally-mandated plan 
to end homelessness en-
dorsed by Shelby County 
Mayor Mark H. Luttrell, 
Jr. and City of Memphis 
Mayor A C Wharton Jr.

Mayor Luttrell shocked 
many by introducing a 
“surprise budget” just a 
week before the meeting, 
slashing straight into the 
backbone of the stable housing programs he put for-
ward a year ago. 

Those in attendance at the meeting bore witness 
to the change these dollars made - from wraparound 
services that established 69 units of permanent sup-
portive housing for parents who contend with phys-
ical or mental disabilities to research-backed wrap-
around services for those deemed most at risk on 
the street.

The 100 individuals receiving personalized care 
and immediate shelter from wraparound services 
were at one time projected to die within two years 
based on the Healthcare for the Homeless’ Vulner-

ability Index.
Advocate Theodora Ard said, “You don’t promise 

something that you’re not gonna give. They didn’t 
even have enough chairs at the meeting. I guess they 
weren’t expecting us to come out like we did.” 

The Shelby County Commission worked on other 
matters at the meeting, including reaffirming a two-
year contract for aerial photography with Pictome-
try, Inc. in the amount of $395,000. 

Other issues the Council are grappling with in-
clude an upcoming deal with Bass Pro Shop to set 
up shop in the iconic Memphis Pyramid Arena and 
other public-private development projects.

 Mike Krause, local crusader against homelessness 
for more than 25 years, gave the first plea to County 
Commissioners by pulling a comment card for two 
minutes’ speaking time. 

He stated simply, “A 
lot of people have got-
ten off the streets, but a 
whole lot more need to 
be off the streets because 
they’ve been there many 
years.” 

Enumeration studies 
bear out Krause’s claims. 
Memphis doesn’t hold 
the greatest number of 

homeless individuals, but those on the street in this 
city can expect to stay there longer - 30 days in the 
elements is the average in other regions, and near 
150 days in Shelby County and the surrounding 
area.

A number of attendees reported that Commis-
sioner Roland admonished those in the crowd with 
a puzzling assertion that those present at the meet-
ing were there only because they lacked jobs.

H.O.P.E. member and Bridge vendor Cynthia 
Crawford admitted to feeling attacked without 
cause, “I may not be on someone’s payroll, but my 
voice counts, too. I am just as important as any 
white-collar worker.”

Roland, a notoriously staunch defender of Mem-
phis property owners and businesses, explained that 
continuing the funding for wraparound services 
would necessitate a raise in property taxes his con-
stituents simply could not bear. 

The Commissioner expressed his regrets by say-
ing, “A dollar will only stretch so far. Do I feel for 
you? I do.”

“At the end of the day, what we gave them last year 
should be enough.” County Commissioner Terry 
Roland

The Community Alliance for the Homeless is 
poised to unlock a possible $6.2 million from the 
U.S. Department of Housing and Urban Develop-
ment by demonstrating solutions offered by the en-
dangered funds.

Mid-South Peace and Justice Center represen-
tative Bradley Watkins detailed the cost-benefits 
of continued funding in no uncertain terms, “By 
spending this paltry sum now, you are getting direct 
savings from the jail [and] at the Med.”

Watkins made clear, “This is no abstraction. We 
are setting up people to fail.”

H.O.P.E. member Toni Whitfield recalled the im-
pact he saw direct from the streets, “There were 
guys, I used to see them with burns, their arms bro-
ken, and they wouldn’t go to the hospital because 
they were afraid they wouldn’t get waited on, or it 
would take two or three days. I come out now and I 
hardly ever see those guys. The program is working.”

Just one year ago at a celebratory gala held in the 
Memphis Botanic Garden, Mayor Wharton invited 
stakeholders and power players from all over Mem-
phis to get involved in the fight against homeless-
ness.

Fiscal times are admittedly tough, but Mayors 
Luttrell and Wharton seem to be suddenly suffering 
from a priority crisis, some conclude.

The video of the County Commission meeting 
and the truly commendable turnout on a Monday 
afternoon can be found at shelbycountytn.gov.
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H.O.P.E. takes action against budget cuts:
Advocates for homeless defend funding

BY JAMIE  YOUNG
Contributing Writer

JAMIE  YOUNG/Sta! Photographer: Pictures of the  trial depict some of the drama surrounding the case and situation. 

“A lot of people have gotten o! the 
streets, but a whole lot more need to be 

o! the streets because they’ve been there 
many years. “

-Mike Krause
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For too many of the estimated 650,000 people who call Memphis their 
home, the word “home” does not imply four walls and a roof. Housing is 
expensive, jobs are scarce, and while we do cherish our beloved streets of 

Poplar and Union Avenue, they are not built for sleeping. Housing our homeless 
population will involve extensive paperwork, vulnerability assessments, and a sig-
ni!cant amount of luck. Given the nature of the paperwork, only the most vulner-
able members of the homeless community are able to acquire houses, while many 
who are still su"ering are le# with no way o" the streets. Although many programs 
have tried to reduce the complexity of housing paperwork, they o#en lack the suf-
!cient funds to make their aims a reality. $e ultimate goal is that maybe one day, 
when we call Memphis our home, every one of us can really mean it.  

$e primary paperwork necessary for members of the homeless community to 
!nd housing is a test known as the Vulnerability Assessment Tool (VAT). It asks 
questions geared towards determining one’s eligibility to receive a home. A person 
is more quali!ed to gain a home through the VAT if he or she lacks survival skills, 
street smarts, mental stability, or connections to proper resources. 

To learn more about the assessment’s purpose and manner of operating, I spoke 
with Paul Garner of the Mid-South Peace and Justice Center, a key agency in the 
area working to combat homelessness. According to Garner, “$e VAT is look-
ing for the most vulnerable people experiencing chronic homelessness. In other 
words, those who are falling through the cracks.” For the very desperate, this test 
is a ticket out of homelessness, and the program does a great job of housing those 
completely incapable of surviving alone. 

But what about those who are not falling through the cracks but still dealing with 
homelessness? $is was my question when I !rst heard about the assessment. It 
seemed like a spectacular program for those in the worst conditions, but I also wanted 
to hear from those who were not declared vulnerable enough to get a home through 
the VAT. To gain perspective, I spoke with individuals who have dealt !rsthand with 
the assessments, and found that while many have been successful in obtaining and 
managing paperwork, others have not been so fortunate. Although homelessness is a 
di%cult circumstance in and of itself, many are plagued with other issues that when 
tacked onto homelessness magnify their vulnerability and give them higher priority 
in receiving a roof over their heads. 

A member of the homeless community, Samantha Lantrip, put it this way, “It’s so 
much harder to get a house being a single mama than if I had a drug problem or men-
tal illness.” She feels that her struggle to raise children on her own makes her just as 
quali!ed to receive a home as those with doctor’s prescriptions or disability checks. 
But in her experience, those diagnosed with medical conditions tend to receive the 
lion’s share of local housing. Cli"ord Blake, who is in the process of receiving a home, 
admits to a struggle similar to Lantrip’s. When speaking about the abilities that the 
VAT measures, Blake says of himself, “I don’t !t into any of those categories. I can get 
along pretty well on my own, but I would like a roof over my head.”  

$e VAT has been doing wonders for housing the homeless population, but un-
fortunately, it provides little for those who are not utterly helpless, but nevertheless 
in need of a home. 

In addition to the VAT, other assessments exist to help people out of home-
lessness, however few. $e Metropolitain Interfaith Association (MIFA) states its 
objective is not speci!cally directed towards the homeless, but meant to assist se-
niors and families in crisis situations by providing them with stable housing and 
assistance paying rent or purchasing food. Its high-impact programs have worked 
to serve 55,000 people annually. Another program called Second Chance o"ers 
homes and jobs to those who have committed felonies and have no place to go 
when their sentence is over. Gene Wilson, one of the vendors at !e Bridge, at-
tributed his newfound success to Second Chance. He says of his experience, “Sec-
ond Chance simply came up to me when I was at church and asked me if I wanted a 
bed. I said ‘of course’ and now I’m going to AA meetings and I have a job.” Wilson’s 
story is undoubtedly inspiring, and with his new start, he is beginning to become 
the person he wants to be. Although this program only helps a select group of 
people, it is a great resource o"ering ex-felons (who are o#en homeless) an oppor-
tunity to bene!t their community. Like the VAT, these programs all have the same 

goal at heart: to house the homeless and better the city of Memphis. 
Although the VAT assessment and these other programs are doing wonders for 

the homeless community, resources for getting out of homelessness are still scarce. 
Many individuals who do not !t the criteria to gain a home through the VAT, 
Second Chance, or MIFA seem to be without hope. Even the Hospitality Hub’s 100 
Homes Project, a very ambitious and thoughtful plan, does not have the direct 
funding needed to fully succeed. As part of the community development plan, 
some have proposed the idea of tearing down homes in order to build better ones. 
However, destroying houses would force the community to relocate and would 
tear apart an existing support group. 

Garner shares, “I hope the city decides to refurbish the existing houses. It would 
cost less and we could really maintain the sense of community.” While many pro-
grams in Memphis attempt to house the homeless, we still have many miles to go. 
If programs like 100 Homes could come to fruition through funding from Mem-
phis policymakers, we could house not just the most vulnerable, but everyone who 
needs a place to call their own. 

Providing housing services for every member of the homeless community is cer-
tainly not easy, but it’s not impossible, either. Many vulnerable people have found 
success through the VAT, MIFA, or even Second Chance, which are incredible 
programs but sadly not enough. “We need more services and housing,” Garner 
acknowledges. 

With better knowledge of the issue, funding could also increase, and we could 
instigate change in our beloved city. If more Memphians knew how di%cult it was 
to obtain housing, we could join together and contribute to our community, thus 
providing the support system the homeless population needs. 

We all know the saying, ‘Home is where the heart is.’ For everyone who calls Mem-
phis home, our love for this city is enough to instigate change. 650,000 hearts are 
capable of more than just idly feeling for the homeless. $ey can move us to reach 
out to lawmakers and voice our concerns: call the Commission at 901.222.2300.

Finding home:
Solving the housing crisis takes teamwork 

and heart
BY CAMILLE SMITH
Contributing Writer

HOPING FOR A HOME:  While many organizations have grand visions to !ght homelessness, most 
lack the resources to let these visions come to fruition, leaving the homeless to improvise. 

LEXI PERKINS/Sta! Photographer
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Photographers Bill Piacesi and Christina Trask give us a 
glimpse of Memphis street life in shadow and light.

BILL PIACESI/Focus for the Good
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