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The Church Under the Bridge is as unique
in its structure as it is in its congregation.
The church meets under a bridge in downtown Greensboro every Saturday evening.
Each week the chairs are filled with the
homeless and the less fortunate.
The church began with a minister and
group of individuals who were all members of Faith Wesleyan Church. At first
they were simply giving out meals to a
few homeless individuals they met on the
street. Three-and-a-half years later, their
ministry, 16 Cents Ministries, has evolved
into something completely different.
I met with Mike Murray at his printing
company. Mike was one of the original
members of the group that started The
Church Under the Bridge. In the beginning, he told me, the group was meeting
for a reason that had nothing to do with
reaching out to the homeless community.
Their original purpose was to come together to plan a more contemporary style
of service for their church. But everything
changed when one of their members volunteered his time at a soup kitchen for the
homeless in another town. He shared his
experience with them and the group was
inspired. They began with a few meals
and soon they were feeding the homeless
in the camps where they lived and under
the bridges where they slept. Most importantly, Mike said, the group was building
relationships and trust.

One day a few members from the group
drove around downtown, looking for a
building where they could begin a church
for the people they were serving. They
saw the bridge and the rest is history. 200
people attended their first service.
I asked Mike about the name of the
ministry, 16 Cents Ministries. He said
that, from the beginning, people donated
money to the church to buy food for the
homeless. One day an elderly woman gave
them a donation of 16 cents. It was all the
money she had.
Mike comes from a family with a history
of reaching out to others. The compassion he feels for those he reaches out to
is apparent. The ministry, working with
the less fortunate, has changed him. “This
has changed my heart,” he told me. “It has
changed my compassion in general, not
just for the homeless here in Greensboro,
but for the world. And I don’t let my first
feeling be the deciding factor on a person.
It has also changed my spiritual life,” he
went on to say. “I look at people as Christ
looks at them.”
After speaking with Mike, I looked forward
to going to a service Under the Bridge.
It had been a rainy day and was still drizzling as I drove downtown. With all of the
rain we’d had, I’d wondered if the service
would be canceled. I later learned after
speaking to Kevin Carter, another memContinued on page 4

resident Obama has been
wrongly credited for providing
free phones for over 20 million low
income people in the US. In 1996,
it was a Republican Congress which
passed the Telecommunications
Act of 1995 and signed into law by
President Clinton (a Democrat).
The legislation was written to create
competition and private investment.
Included in the legislation was a program which provided phone service
at a reasonable rate to individuals
with low income, or people in rural, insular, and high-cost areas. Bill
Clinton signed the Telecommunications Act into law in 1996, and the
legislation continued under Presidents Bush and Obama.

Originally the program covered land lines,
but in 2008 that began to change when a
company called TracFone started their Safe
Link wireless service in Tennessee. Now
individuals can qualify for free cell phones
across the United States if they are at or below 135-150% of the federal poverty guideline. The money supporting the program
is not a tax but comes from a small fee
charged to paying telephone users.
Individuals who receive the phones
are given 250 minutes and 1000 texts.
Usually this is enough to get them
through the month, but on occasion
people need more. The phone providers make it easy for individuals to add
extra minutes online.
Guests at the IRC were interviewed by
Anita Gilmore regarding how they use
their free cell phones. Rhonda Graves,
a guest at the IRC, told Anita that her
phone had helped her “communicate with
her children and with health related appointments.” Shannon White shared the

same feelings. Paul and Rebecca Dunlap
felt that the phone helped with potential
employers being able to “get in touch with
us.” It is pretty difficult for anyone to get a
job without a phone. Kenneth Lea stressed
the importance of getting “250 minutes
free.” Amy Evans said that she would not
be able to afford to buy a phone and that
she “needs it to achieve my goals.” Jamie
Pressley feels that the importance of the
free phone is that you are able “to keep in
touch with the people you love.” For David
Merritt the phone has helped him “keep
in touch with my family and friends.”
It would be difficult to be without a phone
if you are homeless and trying to connect
with the world around you. Many are eligible for these phones, in particular those
on food stamps, Medicaid, SSI or other
federal programs for those whose household incomes are below the federal poverty guidelines.
To find out more about the Lifeline Assistance
phones, go to: freegovernmentcellphones.net.
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From the Editor

by Bob Norfleet
Many readers of The Greensboro Voice may have followed
the Greensboro News and Record’s articles written by Susan Ladd about the Interactive Resource Center. The staff
of the Greensboro Voice contends that Ladd spoke only to a
selected group of guests at the IRC who were angry with certain procedures and staff members there. In kind, the News
and Record chose to publish letters that were in accord with
Ladd’s articles. Here is a letter written by one of our staff
members, Anita Gilmore that was not printed in the News
and Record. Overall our staff feels that Ladd’s journalism
was not balanced or professional as shown by Gilmore’s letter in support of Liz Seymour and Will Howard. Both have
since left the IRC, Seymour who announced her stepping
down a year ago and Howard not by choice.
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Letter to The News and Record Editor:
I am a formerly homeless woman with multiple disabilities writing in response to Susan
Ladd’s negative and unprofessional article against some of the staff at the Interactive Resource Center. Ms. Ladd failed to get both sides of the story from many IRC guests like me
who Mr. Howard and Liz Seymour have helped. I was homeless and now I am not because
of what Liz Seymour and Will Howard have encouraged me to do: learn computer skills,
attend a creative writing course, work as a reporter for the Greensboro Voice, enroll in a job
skills class and search for employment. Currently I am a lead volunteer at the IRC and work
side by side with both Mr. Howard and Ms. Seymour as well as with general staff, volunteers,
interns and the guests. I am a witness to all the positive and life changing things that staff
have done, not only for me but so many others who have walked in my shoes. Liz Seymour
and Will Howard provide hope and encouragement to the IRC homeless community.
I know for a fact that the statements made to Ladd by angry IRC guests are totally untrue,
especially the ugly criticisms made against Mr. Howard. Your newspaper and your sources
have falsely attacked his character and professionalism. Had you done some hard investigative reporting, you would have found that the opinions given to you by your sources have
no merit. Susan Ladd, if the IRC closes or donors choose to believe your three damaging articles and the distasteful editorial that followed, will you accept the responsibility? You owe
the Interactive Resource Center and those to whom you have falsely accused an apology.
-Anita Gilmore

I

n the last edition of the Greensboro Voice,
we reported about an industry which is
as old as this country, “tiny houses”. Recently that concept has expanded to “tiny
houses for the homeless”. A tiny house
“dream project” has taken root in Greensboro. Even though the ultra small house
industry was quite strong in early America
it never had a unique name until recently.
This industry involves the construction
of houses….some as small as 150 square
feet! The first ones in colonial days were
that small and built of logs with a sleeping
loft…..more commonly known as “cabins”.
Log homes have evolved over time to become quite large and well appointed……
even costing over a million dollars.
Today, if a person builds a home that
takes up no more than 150 - 400 square
feet of ground space, it is more commonly called a “tiny house”. In fact, there is
a growing industry of builders who specialize in building such micro houses for
people who want to do some super downsizing. People who live in tiny houses
often call themselves “minimalists”. They
have, by circumstance or choice, reduced
their personal possessions down to a bare
minimum of absolute necessities.
For this article and ones to follow, I plan
to write about the progression of a tiny
house building project for the homeless in
Greensboro. Every successful plan must
start with a human need and a dream
of something better. I have met several
homeless men in Greensboro in the past
two years who brought up the idea to me.
The last man to throw this idea my way
is Walter Jamison. He has this dream of
one day working with others to build a

comfortable tiny house that protects the
occupant(s) from the extremes of weather.
He describes a house that is fully insulated
and locks from the inside and out (for safety). It will have a small room with shower
and toilet. The main room will be a kitchen
/ den combo. There will be an “upstairs”
sleeping loft as well as minimal space for
storage of items that are used at least once a
week. Most of the wall space will be occupied with personal items needed daily. As
any homeless person will tell you, a tent or
a bridge provides little protection from the
elements and zero protection from criminals. If you add the additional element of
a community of other minimalists living in
tiny houses next to each other, you get an
idea of Mr. Jamison dream.
So here goes: A committee of dedicated planners has been formed to actually
start planning, designing and building
tiny houses for homeless. Mission #1 is
to seek funding, open a bank account
and set up a website that will seek donations and track progress. Mission #2 is to
seek professional building advice and begin building the prototype. Once built, it
will be placed on a trailer and registered
as a recreational vehicle….then tested by
a homeless person named by the planning group. Mission #3 is to….raise more
money to buy land and begin building a
community of tiny houses.
Several meetings have already been held
in Greensboro. The time and place of
construction has not yet been determined.
The money must come first. The committee is searching for donations including
grant money. Without the money, the
dream will not come to fruition.
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Step Up Greensboro:
The Magic of Empowering People to Change Their Lives
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by Nadirah Goldsmith

L

ast September I was invited on an unfamiliar journey through the doors of
Step Up Greensboro. Step Up Greensboro
is a local non-profit organization that
provides job skills and life skills training
to struggling individuals and families.
The goal of the program is to lead program participants to jobs, independence
and stability. Step Up accomplishes this
by helping participants secure a job and
build financial literacy, physical and emotional health, and healthy relationships.
In addition, the Step Up leadership has
the support of a strong network of local
businesses and partners to accomplish its
work. I love the mystery of the unknown,
more importantly I was excited about new
doors of opportunity.
After personally experiencing all that Step
Up has to offer, I can truly testify to the success of Step Up Greensboro, and I am not the
only one. There are many others connected
to Step Up who are just as enthusiastic.
Connie McCowan who is Step Up Greensboro’s (AmeriCorps) Employment Specialist,
said her most memorable moment working
with Step Up Greensboro was witnessing her
very first closing circle at the end of the weeklong job readiness training. “It was an amazing experience, to see how much the participants have changed during the week and how
motivated they were to do things different in
their lives. It was a very heartwarming experience, I will never forget that moment.”
According to McCowan, she has seen
Step Up Greensboro help its participants
overcome their challenges—including
criminal backgrounds, lack of work history, lack of interviewing skills, and lack
of confidence—in a positive way. “We
give our participants a chance to change
their life, we don’t just help one part of a
person, we help the whole person. When
a participant finishes our job readiness

training after that week, they are a totally
different person, a person ready with the
confidence and tools to enter the workforce full steam ahead.” She adds, “I’d recommend Step Up Greensboro to anyone
who is currently unemployed, because I
have personally seen the positive results
of people coming through the program.
I have seen our participants get jobs, and
keep those jobs and become stabile productive members of society, no matter
what they have done in the past.
Brantley Grier, a graduate from the program, found himself laid off from his job
as resource coordinator for a year. He had
worked for ten years as a human service
professional. Due to his job loss he lost his
apartment and as a result became homeless. After being recommended to Step
Up by two friends, he completed the job
readiness training and graduated this past
January. “I am so used to helping others
but Step Up has helped me to realize that
before I can help others I have to take care
of my needs first and that it’s OK,” Grier
said. My most important lesson through
this program has been that it’s OK to ask
for help for yourself, especially when you
are used to helping others.
Grier now works part-time in the evening at Bank of America’s Call Center and
has managed to launch his own Life Skills
Consulting & Life Coaching business.
“I have added another level of self-confidence in all the areas of my life that I’d
lost last year,” he said. “I have learned to
slow down and reevaluate who and what
are important in my life. Prioritizing is the
key,” he added.
Another young woman who graduated
from the job readiness program with me this
past September talked about her challenge of
being unemployed because of a background
that she felt would hinder her from gaining

employment. “My social worker with Work
First recommended that I go to Step Up and
participate in their class,” she said. Through
the program she learned many different
strategies in how to approach the topic
when speaking to potential employers and
how to complete applications in a manner
that wouldn’t automatically exclude her.
She said, “The most important lesson
I learned came from the anger management class on how to deal with impossible
people and bad situations. Since participating with Step Up I am better at managing my anger and I am learning how to
talk to people from all walks of life. I was
most inspired by the part of the program
that taught about how to dress for an interview. It made me do a self-reflection
and I really had to take a look inside myself to see what changes I could make to
better myself. My most memorable experience at Step Up was graduation day and
seeing everyone in their best attire and
feeling great about themselves. I enjoyed
the ceremony and what they did for us.
I would recommend Step Up to anyone
that is seeking employment.
It is almost daily, during my traveling
commute via GTA, that I encounter other enthusiastic Step Up participants and
graduates who are proud and confident
about their ability to transform their lives
with the assistance of Step Up. Each Sunday morning during my early 6am commute to church, I speak to a graduate of
this past November’s Job Readiness Training class. He is now earning a great hourly
wage working full- time with Whole Foods
in the Friendly Shopping Center. Just this
past Sunday, I spoke to Walter Clinkscales,
another November 2013 graduate. In addition to serving proudly at Grace Community Church as an usher, Mr. Clinkscales
now works part-time at the Bessemer Curb

Market and as a monitor at the Winter
Emergency Shelter.
Kenneth Addy, a graduate from this past
September’s class, had relocated to the Triad
from Texas and found himself unemployed,
homeless and residing at the Winter Emergency Shelter. While there he was referred to
Anthony Bass, an employee of Step Up who
had become known for assisting clients with
felony convictions. Addy learned a great deal
about preparing for interviews by researching
information about the potential company.
Most life changing for Addy was his
8-week financial literacy course that
helped him to stop living day to day by
reducing his expenses, repair errors on
his credit history, improve his budgeting,
and save more of his money. Addy stated that he’d learned, “Cheap ain’t always
good.” Now, when he is in need, he’s able
to help himself. The $50 that is awarded
to participants at the end of the 8-week
course can hardly compare to how much
Addy’s learned about keeping his finances
in order. Addy is now employed full-time
locally instead of in long distance driving. Addy has decided he’s ready for a life
that will include more volunteering at his
church and at area homeless shelters.
As for me, when I reflect upon the impact
of Step Up Greensboro on my life, the overwhelming spirit of support and encouragement reigns supreme. No man is an island
and, while not everyone needs a hand out,
everyone can benefit from a hand up. Many
prosperous people advise others who desire success to seek out a prayer partner, an
accountability partner or even a life coach.
What I know for sure is that once an individual decides to partner with Step Up
Greensboro and embrace the wide range of
opportunities offered, part of the magic is
feeling like you have access to all three to
ensure your achievement.
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The Church Under the Bridge
Continued from page 1

ber of the founding group, that the services were never canceled. In fact, he said, he
thought some of their best services were
on the coldest days.
When I arrived, I saw at least 100 people
gathered under the bridge. The sky was
overcast, making it rather dark under the
bridge, but no one seemed to mind.
A trombonist, Tyson C, was playing
beautiful music. It echoed under the old
concrete bridge, lifting spirits and putting
a smile on many faces. A few danced and
swayed to the sound.
Others were lined up to receive a plate of
hot food. The volunteers gathered in a circle
and said a quick prayer before they served
the meal. The volunteers on this particular Sunday were from Mt. Pisgah United
Methodist Church. Each week a different
church signs up to go down to the bridge
to feed the homeless and lead the service.
Attending a service was quite different
from simply hearing about it. It was uplifting! And since I was at a church service, I
couldn’t help but think that if Jesus lived
among us now, this church would be one
of the places you might find him - with
the poor, the homeless, and the sick.
I spoke with Stanley Johnson, an attendee, who told me that coming to the church
and becoming a Christian had changed

his life. And a young woman named Wanda said she was happy to be there with her
cute little dog, Max. Every age group was
represented, even little ones, just as you
would expect in a “regular church.”
After the meal was over, a young woman
sang a lovely song which everyone enjoyed
and then the minister stood to speak. I
found a place to sit on the front row. The
minister, Ted Troutman, is the senior
minister from Mt. Pisgah United Methodist Church. The title of his sermon was
“Jesus Isn’t Magic”. He told the congregation, “Jesus isn’t Superman come to rescue
us, but he offers us a better life, eternal life,
because he loves us. He won’t pluck you
from where you are, but he gives you the
opportunity to know him.”
I enjoyed the service. I have to say, however,
that I and many of the other attendees would
have enjoyed it even more if there hadn’t
been a large group of people who continued
to talk and laugh throughout the sermon.
Regardless, it was a good experience and I
plan to return in the near future.
There are quite a number of places for the
homeless and those who are in need to get
a free meal on Saturday nights in Greensboro. Most of those who choose to come to
the Church Under the Bridge, are obviously coming for more than just a free meal.
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by Molly Sentell Haile

Dreams
The beginning of this was the end of that,
From awaken to sleep in my very large vat.
My slumber has gone on for millennia;
The world has changed but everything’s the same.
And until we define what’s in our hearts,
It will Remain.
Remain there to question . . .
What are our hopes and dreams.
Are we really asleep when we think we’re awake?
Is hope born out of dreams?
Or do dreams hold the coded message?
A passage lit with symbols—
Archetypes constant from the beginning of time to the end.

Time Reflected
Time runs through your fingers like the moonbeams through the clouds.
Pull your fist tight around it and it disintegrates all together.
It flows from your palm like sand rushing out with the tide—invisible among the salt.
Could be Life, or God, or blood. Either way, such honor to be alive.
In my heart sets eternity, my purpose to be investments return unto me.
So I am free, yes indeed I am free.
Free to play with time, to make it work for me, to make it surrender to my will.
Everlasting Soul
The graces that bring joy to the soul. Peace. Love
Ever surrounded by the graces, the soul is the foundation of life everlasting,
But don’t we forget to look for it sometimes, clouded by the junk piles of our lives?
What might be made from this junk? What robot eyes might emerge?
Blinking—lit up—as he beeps and gazes across the metal wasteland?
Speeding at utmost, swerving at every corner in the need for speed.
But for all my haste, I’m in the same place. I now see time was my enemy.
So I ask you, my friend, in end do I rely on trinity?

Memory
There is a place I’ll call Stone Throw . . .
It was a stone’s throw from every person I love—
Ma’s house piping smoke, Jessie’s tavern, and my brother’s farm.
Completion
Livestock, animals of all sorts,
I watch as the last remnants of the day are suffocated by night,
Friends and family of most I love.
The tear of darkness brushes against my soul,
I’m one with the earth,
Tainting the view of life . . . almost killing it but not quite.
Transfixed from my curse.
My heart flies out of me like birds scattering madly out of a tree.
Independence I use as my turf.
They tessellate and merge in and out of different shapes—a square, a pyramid,
Swallowed up by my peers,
a sharp harpoon flying toward a hole out to sea,
Erased from my fears,
Four
squares, six points movement shallow reach up, reach down, grab something.
To remain God’s gift on this earth.
Behold,
now I possess a number great, back to me, seven complete.
The gift to pass onto my fellow brothers and sisters,
To open their eyes to the message.
Stone Throw, soften yourself.
About Cycles of Seeking
Let us in your gates.
Since the fall of 2012, the creative writing group has been meeting once a week to write poetry, memoir, and fiction.
Let the world begin again.
Each week usually brings a new combination of regular participants and writers joining our group for the first time. On
a Wednesday morning last fall, seven of us tried a writing exercise where each person writes a line or two of a poem and
Confusion
then passes the paper around in a circle. The authors were Forrist Willis, Donna Harrelson-Bennet, Isiahm Wardlow,
My mind’s at ease; my thoughts are lost.
Frances Morris, Melea G. Lail, Molly Sentell Haile, and Lawrence Washington. Everyone gets a chance to add to what
It varies at times, which runs a cost.
becomes a poem composed by the collective, rather than by a single writer. Every eight minutes, we passed the growing
No man alive could ever afford,
poems around the table until each poem got back to its originator. The catch was that each person folded the paper after
My debt weighs heavy. Will I ever be FREE?
adding to the poem, allowing the next writer to see only what that previous person had written. We stopped when the
God will answer all your prayers.
poem got back to the person who started the poem. He or she read back through the entire poem before adding the last
Just believe and trust him and you will see
line or two. A couple of writers had to leave early and others came late and were able take their places at the table.
That even the wayward ones will find the path eventually.
When we finished, we took turns reading the poems out loud. We were amazed to see how well the poems worked—how
Sea turtles not sure whether to follow
even the surprising parts of a poem meshed with a strong theme that carried throughout the piece despite each writer’s inThe moon or the bright lights of the shore,
ability to see the whole while he or she was writing. The six poems also seem to work well together in a progression about
They trod blindly, sand between their toes—
seeking. Every other line is italicized so readers can see where one writer stopped writing and the next began.
Eyes bleary, as they searched for their mothers.
Baby thoughts, lost in transgression,
Yet yearning to move forward.

The Interactive Resource Center assists people who are homeless, recently
homeless or facing homelessness reconnect with their own lives and with
the community at large.

INTERACTIVE

RESOURCE

CENTER

www.facebook.com/gsodaycenter

gsoda y c e n t e r. o rg ( 3 3 6 ) 3 3 2 - 0 8 2 4

@gsodaycenter
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The Real Social Work: A Conversation with Gwen
By Alabama Stone

With a background in domestic violence social
work and counseling, Gwen Frisbie-Fulton has
made The Interactive Resource Center her home
for the past year and a half. As a staff member
at the IRC, Gwen is a passionate social-justice
worker and part of the community. The recent
crisis of the city of Greensboro condemning
the Heritage House apartments and removing
residents from their homes has called for the
IRC to not only continue their day services, but
to now function as a twenty-four-hour shelter.
Drinking a 32oz coffee and hurriedly packing
her bag, Gwen tells me a funny story about her
7 year-old son and his recent bouts of exclaiming the names of states in his sleep. Being the
sole-parent of a beautiful kid along with having the “I’ll do what is needed” activist attitude,
Gwen is—understatedly—busy.
I was able to sit down with Gwen moments
before she was leaving for her 11PM night
shift at the IRC’s two-week emergency overnight shelter. When I asked her about her
previous work and activism, she laughs and
replies “what kind of activism?”
What brought you to The Interactive
Resource Center and working with the
homeless community?
Much of the social justice work I’ve
done has been around poverty and
social stratification issues in The
United States. Working in domestic
violence I frequently met women who
had become homeless, or living at the
edge of homelessness as a result of domestic violence. My experience is not
the only thing that drew me to working at the IRC, it was also the IRC’s
structure and approach to social services that attracted me to IRC.
Some staff at The Interactive Resource
Center have experienced homelessness
themselves, is that also your story?
No, I am one of the anomalies at
the IRC because I have not experienced homelessness. I feel attracted
to the IRC because so many of my
colleagues have [experienced homelessness] and I think that is the right
approach to social justice—I mean,
that’s the real social work.
The IRC has an egalitarian organizational structure that make sure we
don’t recreate any sort of oppression.
Traditional social services frequently
apply an “us” and “them” quality to
their work and this is what creates
boundaries and divides amongst
people. It is the “Interactive” piece
of the IRC that brought me here. We
all come with our own skills and our
own privileges, but at the IRC all

people are bringing something to the
table. We ask for people to volunteer
and many of our guests do. The fact
that I can sit down with a guest to
help write a grant-- this allows us to
know what our guests actually need- is what brought me to the IRC.
Why do you refer to people that use IRC
services “guests”?
Nobody has a single story. We live
in a society that is plagued by our
obsession with objectivity. We go
through life applying facts and statistics and objectivity, when the
truth of the matter is people live
very subjective lives. There is a legitimacy in that subjectivity and in an
individual’s life. If you call someone
experiencing homelessness a “hobo”
or a “bum” you are making him or
her an object. By using this language
you ignore the part of them that is a
son or a mother. You disregard their
individualism of having a favorite
food, a favorite book, and a first kiss.
Folks that come to the IRC for our
services are guests.
We will never consider the totality
of a person’s meaning based on their
situation. “Homeless” does not account for a person’s being.
It is working in this kind of structure that makes me proud to work at
the IRC. These are the reasons why
the IRC is radically different than
any other social work setting that I
have ever been a part of.
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The Healing Blues
by Frances Morris

You may see the blues when you walk into
the Interactive Resource Center (IRC), a
day center for people experiencing or facing homelessness in downtown Greensboro. Many of the guests have experienced
multiple life crises: trauma, death of their
loved ones, or the loss of their home or
possessions. Some people cry. Some yell
or sit staring into space. But that’s only
part of the story. Come in during a lunch
hosted by a local church, an art exhibition,
a movie night with a lively discussion, or
a talent show with the audience clapping
to the music. You’ll see joy and resiliency.
The Healing Blues Project used songwriting to capture the many facets of some of
our guests’ stories.
Ted Efremoff, assistant professor of art at
Greensboro College, contacted me early
this year about pairing local songwriters
with storytellers at the IRC to collaboratively write songs about their stories. Ted
hoped, “The process of getting together to
memorialize the struggle someone is experiencing could be a healing process that
rewards both the person in need and the
musician’s altruism.” Dave Fox, longtime
professor of music at Greensboro College,
partnered with Ted on the project to recruit songwriters and eventually produce
the CD of resulting songs. Dave said he
was “immediately attracted to the idea as
a way of not only helping the homeless,
but also of raising awareness within the
music-loving community.”
Ted and Dave brought a variety of musicians to the Write-On Greensboro creative
writing program for a series of songwriting
workshops at the IRC. At first, I watched
the musicians and storytellers sit awkwardly across the table from one another,
unsure how to pair up or begin discussing
such sensitive personal information. Some
brave storytellers spoke up about their musical skills or read a poem based on their
blues story. Pairs formed naturally as these
stories resonated with the musicians. Dave
Fox said, “A big surprise to me was that,
even though my daily life seems far removed from that of a homeless individual,
our struggles seem very similar.   There is
a commonality to our lives, and the blues
belong to everyone.”
As happens so often in the community
atmosphere of the IRC, the labels began to
shift and boundaries blurred. Some of the
“storytellers” were musicians themselves
and helped compose the music and lyrics. Some of the “musicians” had experienced life crises, even housing insecurity,
and were able to relate to the storytellers’
lives. In a matter of days, some of the pairs
had completed their songs. Songwrit-

ers recorded early versions in their home
studios and brought the recordings to the
IRC, whereas others performed them for
us live at the IRC or at weekend events at
Elsewhere Museum.
The reactions of our IRC storytellers
spoke to the healing power of songwriting
and collaborative creation. One storyteller
handed me the headphones and proudly
asked if I wanted to hear the recording
of his story. Another storyteller came to
me in tears and said she couldn’t believe
something so beautiful had been written
about the sadness she had experienced.
The Healing Blues Project is now in the
process of recording and mastering a CD
of all the songs collaboratively written by
the IRC storytellers and local songwriters.
Among the musicians who worked on the
project are Dave Fox, Kristy Jackson, Neil
Clegg, Jon Epstein, Sam Frazier, Kris Ferris, Terry and Janice VunCannon, Kim
Thore, Mark Harris, and Sheila and Bubba
Klinefelter. Dave Fox also organized a Healing Blues Band to help perform the songs,
including Sam Frazier, Roger Kohrs, Benjy
Johnson, Chuck Cotton, and himself.
A release concert for The Healing Blues
CD will be held at the Gail Brower Huggins Performance Center, Odell Building, Greensboro College. Joining the
songwriting team and The Healing Blues
Band in the performance will be Lawyers,
Guns, and Money; the Greensboro College Gospel Choir; and The Fairlanes. The
project also has other upcoming events,
however, including a benefit concert at 9
p.m. Thursday, Sept. 25, at the Blind Tiger
in Greensboro (ticket information TBD)
and a free Healing Blues Communion
Service, 11:30 a.m., Thursday, Oct. 2, in
Hannah Brown Finch Memorial Chapel
on the Greensboro College campus.
Looking back on the project thus far,
Dave Fox says, “It has taken a tremendous
amount of time to line up the songwriters
with storytellers, book studio time, and
then produce the album and set up concerts.   I’m exhausted, but in a good way,
and I feel that this project is going to have
a positive impact on all concerned.”
On July 22, Ted and Dave launched a
crowd funding campaign for The Healing Blues with the ambitious goal of
$30,000 open for contributions. Over
two-thirds of the funds raised will benefit the IRC storytellers and the resource
center itself, whereas the rest will be used
to cover the costs of recording the CD
and promoting The Healing Blues events.
For more information on The Healing
Blues or to contribute to this goal, visit
indiegogo.com/projects/the-healing-blues.
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A Homeless Man’s Story

S
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by Chris Ward

ome of you already know me, and
know my story. Many of you don’t. I
have spent most of my life taking care
of family members. When I was still a
pre-teen, I used to assist my great-grandmother in the care of my great-great-grandmother.
I never truly got to know her, sadly, as when I
first met her, she was already bed-ridden and
could not converse nor communicate. She had
dementia. I never minded helping take care of
her. In fact it was the exact opposite. I loved
being able to assist, and seeing that she was
cared for. I grew up of course, and my greatgreat-grandmother did eventually pass away.
Then, when I was fifteen, I quit school. It’s not
a decision I am proud of at all; suffice it to say,
though, I had my reasons.

At eighteen I did go get my GED,
which is something I’m proud of. In
the years between quitting school and
getting my GED, I did work. I had a
full-time job at the age of fifteen working for a catering service. At eighteen
I went to work for Dan River Mills,
but lost that job soon afterwards due
to injury and a loss of transportation,
which is a story in itself. As I grew
older, my mom’s health began to deteriorate, and I began to care for her.
I tried to work during this time, but
taking care of my mother full time,
combined with full time employment,
was a heavy burden, so my focus became caring for my mother.
Later into my twenties her health
began to improve again, and upon doing so I began to look once more for
employment. However, at this point,
a lack of work history, combined with
my attempts to work full time, made
it quite hard to find gainful employment in Redisville. I did not give up.
But then, after a year of searching for
employment, which was made more

complicated due to my being diagnosed with degenerative disc diseases
around the age of twenty, my mom
found out she had lung cancer that
had already spread to her bones.
What made this so horrible was the
fact that her doctor had found a spot
on her lungs over a year and a half
earlier, and after performing some
CT scans, he continiously assured
her that it was just scar tissue. I know
that for a fact because I was present
at all of her doctor apointments.
By the time it was found to be cancer, it was too late. The doctors all said
there was nothing that could be done.
I again began to care for my mother as
her health rapidly declined. She was diagnosed in October, and I would often
get as little as two to four hours of sleep
per night while caring for her. Towards
the end of November or the begining
of December, shortly after my youngest neice was born, my mother suffered
twenty-plus strokes in a single night.
She was paralyzed on her right side,
but suprisingly, her memory seemed

to be unaffected. She remained in the
hospital for a week, and I was constantly by her side. Her doctor at the
hospital told me she would pass away
within six weeks. I was devastated.
When I tried to go through hospice,
as was suggested by the doctor, I was
then told that they felt the six week
time frame was inaccurate and that
she would live longer, thus disqualifying her for hospice care.
After she was released from the hospital, her health continued to decline,
paticularly her mental functions. By
Christmas, my mom really had no
idea who any of us were anymore.
She passed away January 10, one day
shy of six weeks after being released
from the hospital.
What made things so weird was that
I had never left my mom’s side for longer than an hour since she had been
released from the hospital. I was also
trying to help my sister care for her
two children, one of whom was still a
newborn, and my sister of course tried
to assist me in the care of my mother
on a regular basis. During this time,
I always slept in a recliner next to my
mother’s bed until the night she passed
away. My sister’s washer had broken
down, so she decided to go over to a
friend’s that night to wash laundry and
spend the night. I was supposed to take
a break the next day because of all the
stress and strain the situation had put
on me, so I had reluctantly agreed to
go with my friends to the movies for a
few hours. My dad was going to relieve
me that morning.
What happened instead was that I
went to my sisters room to check my
email and make sure all the finances
were in order, since I had taken over
my mom’s job of taking care of bills
and such. Instead, I passed out on my
sister’s bed while waiting for the laptop
to boot up. I ended up sleeping through
the night through three alarms and
two phone calls before a third woke
me up. It was my dad saying that he
was about to head over to my sister’s
to relieve me. I immediately jumped
up and ran to check on my mom. As
I entered the living room, I knew that
she was gone. I ran immediately to her

bedside and checked on her. I knew
there was nothing that could be done.
Her skin was cold to the touch, and I
immediately whipped my phone out
and called my dad. As soon as he answered, I said “Mom’s gone.” He told
me to call 911, and that he was on his
way. I then called 911, and they came,
arriving as my father arrived. They
confirmed that there was nothing that
could be done. I had lost my mom.
During the following months, I was
devastated. My girlfriend moved in
with me; we had been dating for a year
at this point. I continued to take care of
the household, paying bills and such,
while looking online for jobs. The problem was, I didn’t drive. I still don’t know
how, if you can believe that. However, I
lived way out in the country, and transportation in Reidsville was not easy to
come by. I tried to recover, but I was
totally devastated that July when one of
my mom’s best friends suddenly passed
away. This woman was like a mother
to me as well, which made her sudden
passing all the more painful, considering that I had just lost my mother. It
tore me up from the inside, and there
was little I could do. All in all I feel I
handled my mother’s death much better than people expected me too, but at
this point, I was so very depressed that I
started seeking help.
For me, the help didn’t really help. I
saw a doctor who seemed impersonal and who seemed only to want to
throw pills at me. I felt I needed something more, especially when the pills
only increased my suicidal thoughts.
I stopped going, and continued to try
to recover on my own. That is until
January 10 of the following year.
My sister, brother, and I had gotten
together on the anniversary of my
mothers passing. We wanted to be
with each other as we remembered
our mother. I recieved a phone call
that evening as I sat on my sister’s
couch with my girlfriend. It was from
my mother’s other best friend, who,
again, was like a mother to me.
“Chris, I need to talk to you,” Karen
said. She told me she had just recieved
the news that she had brain cancer. I
felt myself spiraling out again. I was
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numb. I couldnt comprehend it. It
just couldn’t be real, could it? Surely I
was dreaming. We talked, and she explained that her health issues that had
been ongoing were finally diagnosed
as brain cancer. She had a tumor and
was terminal. I had no idea how to respond. I tried to disappear into myself
to no avail. She sought me out, just to
talk and share with me. Yet I admit, to
my ever lasting shame, I tried to avoid
her. As close as I was to Karen, I could
not deal with what was going on. I
would talk to her when I could, but I
was always left feeling worse. She died
just before Thanksgiving of 2011.
I tried to recover; I just didn’t know
how. My last attempt at finding help
for myself had seemed to make things
much worse. I tried to deal with things
on my own. It was unwise, but I did
not know what else to do. My girlfriend and I had had no luck in finding
employment. I could hardly get out of
bed, I was so depressed. When I did get
out of bed, I wouldn’t leave my house.
Due to lack of employment, however,
my girlfriend and I eventually had to
move in with my sister, brother-in-law,
their three children, and my brother.
Needless to say, it was crowded.
We lived in this situation for a year,
then my girlfriend left me. I blamed
myself for her leaving. I had just given
up hope. Suicide seemed to be my only
comforting thought at this point. I felt
stuck. What could I do to improve
my situation? I wanted to find work,
but my ID was expired by this point,
and I had no way of affording a new
one, nor a means of transportation to
get to work. I lived with my sister for
a little longer, and eventually began
to switch between her place and staying with different family member. The
idea of suicide was real now, and I had
even attempted to cut my wrist with a
straight razor pocket knife. While the
blade was indeed sharp, for reasons I
cannot explain, it would not sever my
flesh. Most people would say that it was
a half-hearted attempt, that I didn’t really want to kill myself, but let me assure you that I did indeed want to die,
and it was anything but half-hearted. I
had even tied a drop cord and was go-

ing to hang myself. The only thing that
stopped me was the thought that if it
did not kill me, it could and probably
would leave me in worse shape than I
already was. I needed help.
I finally worked up the nerve to go
to my father and stepmother and tell
them what was going on. I shared
with them my failed attempt and the
fact that I had wanted to hang myself.
They talked with me, and we made
the phone call together to the crisis
hotline. They sent the sheriffs out to
my dad’s place, and they agreed to let
my stepmother and father take me
to Greensboro’s Behavioral Health
Hospital. They checked me in immediately, but they had no beds. I had
to stay the weekend at Westley Long,
and then I went to BHH that Monday evening. I was there for ten days
before I was sent home. This was now
towards the end of October. I tried
to follow up with Daymark over in
Rockingham County, who after talking with me for five minutes, told me
that I just needed a life. Those were
not the words I needed to hear.
By the end of November, things had
gotten worse again. I checked myself
back into the hospital on December 1. I was admitted again for ten
days, and when the hospital inquired
about where I was planning to go after leaving the hospital, I told them
that I was going to stay in Greensboro and live on the streets. The case
manager felt that it wouldn’t be a
good idea, but I was adamant. I knew
things had to change for me, cause as
long as I kept trying to do the same
things, I knew I was gonna keep getting the same results.
I was released on December 11,
and my adventure was now about
to begin. I was headed to Weaver’s
House with nothing more than
a single ride pass, a few clothes, a
couple of books, and my journal
notebook, which seemed to be helping me deal with my depression. I
was now homeless, and my world
was about to change, and so were
my perspectives. Especially those
about the homeless community.
To be continued...
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Staff Writer Frances Morris Leaves for Africa
Frances Morris who works at the IRC and is a writer for The
Greensboro Voice is leaving in August with her husband for Africa
where they will both conduct research. Frances has been a steady
and inspiring Americorps worker who has brought her many talents and skills to the arts and creative writing programs at the IRC.
Her leadership in the Write-On-Greensboro workshops yielded
rich poetry from its participants many of which were published in
our newspaper. The art projects which emerged from Frances’s role
in facilitating the Artifacts Cooperative and the Art Corner decorate the walls of the IRC as well as our street newspaper.
Frances was educated at Vassar College in Studio Art and at Florida State University in
art therapy. She will go to Tanzania on a Vassar Fellowship where she will do arts-based
ethnography. While on our staff Frances reported on important programs and events
at the IRC, including several articles in this issue of The Greensboro Voice. Her quiet
and calm presence will be missed by all who have had contact with her. The Voice Staff
wishes the newly wed, Frances Johanna Griffith well and knows that she will continue to
be a social justice advocate as well as an artist and researcher.

Untitled

by Ricco Slade
The dog’s barking again.
It’s 2 am in the morning.
The sun’s been dead
Darkness has covered the world.
What’s moving outside my window?
I want to know, but I’m too scared to look.
I remember hearing the gunshots earlier.
And the tires screeching while burning on the road.
Did another one of my family members get shot?
It’s the person that shot my Uncle Terrence outside my window to shoot me too.
Why is the dog barking??

Anonymous
I cried today, my tears of loss. I cried today because of my wife and son.
I cried today, my tears of fear. I cried today because my heart and soul hurts.
I cried today because I can’t help but miss them. I cried today because
I don’t know what the future holds. I cried today because I didn’t
put God first. I cried today because I didn’t put Jesus first
I cried today

Voices from

The Interactive Resource City

by Frances Morris
his past April, Walter Jamison told me
about his vision to create a “city” in the
warehouse at the Interactive Resource Center (IRC). At first, I had trouble visualizing
it. Walter had recently been given the job of
warehouse manager in preparation for the
cleaning and reorganization of this space.
The warehouse served several purposes for
the IRC—a nonprofit organization offering a
variety of services to people who are homeless
or facing becoming so. It was—and still is—
the longtime house of several of our programs.
These include Share the Harvest, which takes
excess produce from Guilford Co. gardens
and distributes it to the community; Changing Gears, which offers refurbished bikes and
bike safety trainings to low-income residents
of Guildford Co.; and the IRC Edible Garden,
which plants, maintains, and harvests a community garden at the IRC.
The warehouse also had another use. It had
become the catchall storage space for the IRC
as well as the drop off point for donations
from community members. The IRC is a natural location to bring donations—blankets,
toiletries, clothes, etc., because it is a gathering
space for so many in need, a neighborhood
for those without homes. However, the IRC
was never intended as a permanent donation
center and we lacked the manpower to organize and distribute all these items. The piles
of furniture, clothing, mirrors, and household
items were the reasons I couldn’t quite picture
Walter’s vision of a warehouse city.
At this point, Walter and I were also planning to move the IRC’s open art studio
program, Art Corner, to the warehouse.
Formerly located in the IRC’s multipurpose
dayroom and later in the large classroom,
the Art Corner and the artist’s cooperative,
Artifacts, had slowly been outgrowing these
spaces. The artists wanted a space of their
own to create and store their artwork. Participants in the weekly Write-On Greensboro
and Storyscapes creative writing workshops
also often came to the Art Corner to work
outside of workshop times. It was with these
and the pre-existing programs in mind that
Walter coined the term “IRCity” (or Interactive Resource City) to describe the space

T

the warehouse could become. Walter saw
potential in the concrete and metal walls of
the warehouse as a place where IRC guests
could “be inspired,” a city with “no drama.”
Largely due to the efforts of Liz Seymour,
the IRC’s former executive director, the stakeholders of the warehouse—facilitators and
participants from each program—met several times to map out the vision for the new
space. We negotiated the placement of each
program and planned the removal of the majority of the stored items. Kathe Latham, coordinator of the IRC Edible Garden, devoted
several workdays with her gardening crew
cleaning and categorizing these items. Walter
and many IRC guests and community volunteers worked with partner organizations,
such as the Salvation Army, to distribute and
donate the items the IRC decided not to keep.
Finally, the members of the Artifacts Cooperative and, most recently, Write-On Greensboro and Storyscapes, have setup and utilized
an open arts and writing studio with literary
resources and a variety of art supplies.
The most noticeable part of IRCity, however, is the large floor mural stretching
across the majority of the warehouse floor.
This mural is the centerpiece of Walter’s vision. A series of roads painted by Artifacts
members Earl Zayack and Joseph Donaldson lead to a central traffic circle with
cobblestones painted by Artifacts member
Sima Fallahi. In the center of this circle are
the words “Welcome to IRCity” painted
cheerfully across Walter’s logo for the
space—a takeoff on the house and sun logo
of the IRC. High school volunteers from
The Greensboro Day School also designed
and painted a floor mural based on the four
seasons.When you step into the warehouse
now, it feels like you’re stepping into an art
installation or a movie set of a neighborhood. The neighborhood becomes real,
however, when the garden crew meets to
discuss the tenets of permaculture or the
artists greet you before taking up their latest project or the writers read their poetry
and essays aloud. IRCity is beginning to
feel like a community, an extension of the
neighborhood atmosphere of the IRC.

For more information on the programs housed in IRCity, please visit the following sites:

APRINTING
reading
from writers of
NEWS THAT DOESN’T FIT
Greensboro’s street newspaper,
Wednesday, September 3rd at 7 p.m.
Scuppernong’s Books,
304 South Elm Street, Greensboro.

Artifacts Cooperative
http://artifactscooperative.wordpress.com/
Changing Gears
http://www.bikegso.org/changinggears
IRC Edible Garden
http://gsodaycenter.org/community-works/irc-tg-garden/
Share the Harvest
http://www.sharetheharvestguilfordcounty.org/
Storyscapes
http://gsostoryscapes.wordpress.com/
Write-On Greensboro
http://www.uncg.edu/aas/ccwa/writeon.html
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Community Resources
SHELTER
Christian Counseling and Wellness Center

(Temporary housing & counseling services)

1118 Grecade Street
336-273-8305

Greensboro Urban Ministry Weaver House
(Housing, food and clothing assistance)

305 W. Lee Street
336-553-2665

Breakfast (continued)
7:00 a.m. at Potter’s House
305 W. Lee Street
336-271-5959
Serves on Wednesday
8:30 a.m. at Nu-Life Church
209 W. Florida Street
336-275-3243
Serves on Saturday

3517 N. Church Street
336-271-5988

Serves Lunch Every Day
10:30 a.m. – 12:30 p.m. at
Potter’s House Community Kitchen
305 W. Lee Street
336-271-5959

Mary’s House

Dinner

Greensboro Urban Ministry Pathways Housing
(for families with children)

(for single mothers recovering from substance abuse issues)

520 Guilford Avenue
336-275-0820

Room at the Inn of the Triad

(Temporary housing for homeless, pregnant women)

734 Park Avenue
336-275-0206

Salvation Army Center of Hope
1311 S. Eugene Street
336-273-5572
Act Together Crisis Care
(Youth ages 11-17)

1601 Huffine Mill Road
336-375-1332
Joseph’s House

(Youth ages 18-21)

1600 E. Wendover Avenue
336-389-9880
Hotline: 336-558-1695
MEALS
Breakfast
7:00 – 8:15 a.m. at
Beloved Community Center Hospitality House
437 Arlington Street
336-230-0001
Serves on Monday, Tuesday, Thursday & Friday
7:30 – 9:00 a.m. at St. Paul Baptist Church
1309 Larkin Street
336-275-4680
Serves on Monday, Wednesday & Friday
8:00 a.m. at Grace United Methodist
438 W. Friendly Avenue
336-272-2171
Serves on Tuesday

2:00 Sunday Dinners
Center City Park
Sponsored by Church of the Convenant, The Remnant
Seekers, and Ebenezer Baptist Church
5:00 - 6:30p SOUP Unity Christian Center
803 Waugh Street @ E Wendover
336-790-8285
Serves on Wednesday
5:00 p.m. Worship Service & Meal
New Creation Community Presbyterian Church
617 N. Elm Street
336-478-4775
Serves on Sunday
5:30 – 6:30 p.m. at Greensboro Central Library
407 E. Washington Street
Serves on Monday
6:00 – 7:30 p.m. at First Presbyterian Church’s Mullin Life Center (arrive by 6:30 p.m.)
617 N. Elm Street
336-373-0445
Serves on Tuesday & Thursday
6:00 p.m. at Grace Community Church
643 W. Lee Street
336-379-1936
Serves on Wednesday
5:30 p.m. at New Birth Sounds of Thunder
2300 S. Elm-Eugene Street
336-324-7902
Serves on Friday
4:30 p.m. at YWCA
1 YWCA Place
Meal served by REAL OutreachServes on Saturday
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RESOURCE CENTERS
Family Service of the Piedmont
315 E. Washington Street
336-387-6161
The Servant Center Grocery Assistance Program
1312 Lexington Avenue
336-275-8585
Beloved Community Center
437 Arlington Street
336-370-4330
Joseph’s House Resource Center
1600 E. Wendover Avenue
336-389-9880
Open Monday, Wednesday & Friday
from 10:00 a.m. – 3:00 p.m.
Interactive Resource Center
407 E. Washington Street
336-332-0824
Open Monday through Friday
from 8:00 a.m. – 3:00 p.m.
Women’s Resource Center
628 Summit Avenue
336-275-6090
Sherri Denese Jackson Foundation for
Domestic Violence Prevention
2200 East Market Street Suite B
336-510-9292
Malachi House II
3603 Burlington Road
336-375-0900
OTHER RESOURCES
Joblink Career Center
303 N. Raleigh Street
336-373-5922
Word of Life Food Pantry
Call 336-517-7755
Monday-Thursday from 2:00 – 6:00 p.m.
Focused Sistas Outreach
336-501-6570 or 965-8739
Open Monday through Friday from
8:00 a.m. – 6:00 p.m.
Saturday from 10:00 a.m. – 4:00 p.m.
Goodwill Industries
1235 S. Eugene Street
336-275-9801
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An Interview with Michelle Kennedy,
IRC’s New Executive Director
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Community Resources
Shiloh Baptist Church
1210 South Eugene Street
336-272-1166
Food Pantry open Monday through
Friday
from 11:30 a.m. – 2 p.m.

“My most important job right now is to listen,” Michelle Kennedy shares in
a recent interview that took place at the IRC. Dressed in a plaid shirt and tan
pants, Michelle has both a casual and straightforward way of speaking and
much experience to talk about. She was born in Seagrove, NC to parents
who were deeply involved with local community initiatives, and attended
UNCG, so Michelle has known the Greensboro area all her life. And all
of her adult life she has been connected with non-profit organizations that
worked with “at-risk” populations. Her first job was with the Greensboro
YMCA where she worked for an intervention program with young black
males whose goal was to prevent them from dropping out of school. One
of the ways the program accomplished this was to get the participants to
become more connected and critically engaged with community through
service learning projects.

Utility assistance may be available

RESOURCE CENTERS (continued)
St. Phillip AME Zion Church
1330 Ashe Street
336-272-1301
Clothing and Food Bank open every
Wednesday
from 10 a.m. – 2 p.m.
Prince of Peace Lutheran
1100 Curtis Street
336-378-9738
Farmers Market every other Thursday
St. Paul Missionary Baptist
1309 Larkin Street
336-275-4680
Food bank open on Tuesdays and
Thursdays
from 10 a.m. – 2 p.m.
Utility assistance Tuesdays from
10 a.m. – 2 p.m.
Rabbit Quarter Ministries
2904 Esco Place
High Point, NC 27260
336-307-0119
Renewal Center for Battered Wome
Brenda McGibbone, Nessbaum Ceter
336-988-7622
Access 24 Call CenterS
The Guilford Center Information
Services
1-800-853-5163
Domestic Violence Line
336-273-7273
NAMI Hotline (Mental Health Services)
336-370-4264
United Way 211
1-888-892-1162

Do you know a resource we
should add to this page?
If so, please e-mail our team at
greensborovoice@gmail.com
and we will include your information
on our Community Resources page!

Another job took her to the Methodist Home for Children in Raleigh
to work with another “at- risk” population, this time with adjudicated
teenaged girls where she trained
agency staff and correction officers
in non-violent crisis intervention.
“Once you put your hands on another person, you’ve lost that person’s
trust and changed your relationship
forever.” said Michelle. In this position Michelle was head of a staff of
ten and the program was selected to
train other juvenile justice officers in
the state.
Michelle’s most recent position took
her to Strategic Actions for a Just
Economy in South Central, Los Angeles where she worked with a Latino
population that was in peril of being
pushed out of their neighborhood
by the University of Southern Cali-

fornia through gentrification of the
area. On the one hand, there was the
population of college students and
on the other hand, there was one of
the largest skid rows in the nation. In
this job, Michelle worked with low
income and undocumented residents
to overcome slum housing, economic
inequality and displacement.
While aware of the homeless population in Greensboro, Michelle has not
worked directly with this at-risk group
until her current job. She sees her goal
at the IRC as one of carrying forward
and improving the many programs
that are already in place at the IRC:
housing, jobs, transportation, and education. Michelle admits that there is
much about the homeless in Greensboro that she needs to know and understand. “I am, after all, a white middle- class professional woman who

has never been homeless. I need to
understand that situation as well as I
can. Homelessness is a situation. One
that we can end,” she suggested, “and
many folks need to shed their stereotypes and replace them with empathy
and understanding. That is where listening closely comes into play.”
As to the chaos she found at the
IRC when her job began, Michelle
said, “It could happen to any organization here in Greensboro. Some
people may be unhappy with the
way things were handled, but now
we are moving on.” Welcome to
Michelle Kennedy and to her family, which includes her seven-yearold daughter, Maddie and her partner, Lisa. We are fortunate to have
found yet another smart and creative
Executive Director for Greensboro’s
Interactive Resource Center.

DONATION
The Greensboro Voice Newspaper gives homeless and low income
people the chance to develop their artisticskills by having their sto- Your donation will help with:
•Writing
materials
PRINTING
FIT
ries, poetry and artwork published in our
newspaper.NEWS THAT DOESN’T
•Printing and publishing costs
We assist our writers in finding their voice while helping our read•Program costs
ers understand what it’s like to battle homelessness, addiction, and
•Stipend for homeless and low income writers
mental illness.
But in order for The Greensboro Voice to be able to publish these Donating is easy
stories we need your support. We are asking our readers to help us Please take a moment and send a check payable to:
raise funds this year so we can keep this newspaper running. By The Greensboro Voice,
making a donation to the Voice you will be ensuring that the stories 1852 Banking Street #9252,
of the homeless are heard across the city.
Greensboro NC 27408

Help start the conversation!

