


at twice the adult rate. 
But he wouldn't learn that from Kathy Tait. 
"Those cheaters are useless," 
the young man says. "The best thing 
to do is set up a machine gun 
at Hastings and Main 
and open fire. 
They're gonna die anyway, so it 
might as well be sooner as later." 
His companion, an older working m a ,  
sits uneasily with a frozen smile 
on his face, 
and then they leave the restaurant. 

Kathy Tait's articles set off 
this unthinking tirade of frustrated hatred. 
Week after week she quoted in The Province 

the hearsay opinions of unnamed individuals 
as fact. Welfare fiaud could be as high as 40%, 
Ms Tait suggested, without one sliver of proof 
This is the most vicious form of gossip. 
Repeated studies on welfare fraud 
by.credible researchers 
have shown that it rarely exceeds 3%, 
a low figure when you consider that 25% 
of Canadians cheat on their income tax. 

We don't need more poor-bashing 
at the end of the 20th century. 
We need decent jobs and a decent income 
for everyone. 
Stop the hate literature. 

Sandy Cameron 

Nothing new, but why the concerted attack? 
Feature articles on the good old Downtown skyrocket, like a great game of dominoes. 

Eastside have appeared in BC Report, The The vision is to bulldoze the existing community 

financral Post and even the Couwer. The fist two and replace it in full with the above scenario of 

trash the neighbourhood in no uncertain terms, anything but social housing, agencies, low-cost 

while the Courier had the goodie-goodie stuff hotels and rooming houses and people-scaled 
cloned in the Gaslown lirbune. development. 

Let's take a wild guess and say that the basic idea All three articles are incredibly defensive. Each 

is to trash the area and the people living here, to picks a hero, or a train of villains. BC Report has 

make the social problems sound like the afiermath the theme that "poverty professionals" are fighting 

of nuclear war, to make the appearance of new like hell to preserve skid road and protect their 

people and buildings and condos and high-priced jobs, period. This has the smallest grain of truth, in 

stores and stuff sound like a horde of white that the vast majority of residents are living on 

knights or the Cavalry or whatever saviour image incomes that are about half the poverty line, and 
you can relate to. The whole pitch hinges on the stay in this community because this is where they 

plan to keep property values down and to have no can afford to live. Agencies and services are more 

value whatever placed on residents; for the concentrated here, true, and the staff people at 



many see almost all their clients or users as 
economically disadvantaged. 

What the Report studiously ignores is that being 
paid a wage for a job that involves working with 
poor people is hardly a sleazy practice. The work 
in virtually every case is meaningful, necessary 
and crucial to the well-being of the people involv- 
ed. There are literally hundreds of dedicated, even 
devoted individuals who are all being painted as 
"members of the poverty industry" with this slimy 
brush. Funny that no mention is made of some of 

the owners of hotels and bars and pawnshops, just 
those who are service staff. Oh, and don't forget, 
all of us who are part of associations like 

' 

Carnegie, DERA, Four Comers, DEYAS, the 
Women's Centre, PRIDE, and so on, are included 
in the BC Report 's catch-all of those living off the 
poverty of others. 1 still can't imagine how we are 
making money off of being poor ... but maybe I'm 
slow. 

The Courrer got flack indeed for running two 
front-page articles about Tom Lewis, the first 
being "Condo Casualty" and the second being a 
report on him after he passed away. The various 
gasbags attached to the Gastown Historic Area 
Planning Committee, the Gastown Residents 
Association, the Gastown Business Improvement 
Society, the Gastown Merchants Association, ad 
nauseum, are all made up of the same 30 or so 
people. By having so many different groups they 
can demand separate seats~voices in any public 
forum. Anyway, the tachcris id have a round 
whereby one person takes on the task of letter- 
writing, phoning and lobbying (read ranting & 
raving) to various papers and politicians for a 

week, then it goes to the next person to do it for 
the next week. It's not so much of a hassle and 
you can invent some pretty weird issues. 

It is this kind of harassment that has gotten the 
Courier to 'balance' good stories and reporting 
with the extremism being spewed on the wonders 
of gentrification and market revitalisation and 
cleaning up (magically causing to vanish) streets 
of undesirables. 

The Financial Post story is last because it's so 
racist and lop-sided that it defies reason as to how 
such crap could be printed. It paints every person 
in the neighbourhood with the labels of dirt, filth, 
sleaze, criminal, pervert, junkie, and slime. The 
title of Welfare Wednesday focuses on one day, as 
if what happens on one day is everyday by default, 
and even then makes no attempt to talk about 
thousands of people who do not party away their 
money in binges every month. It only said that 
Camegie sits on the corner, it only mentions 
agencies like DEYAS and DERA and Four 
Corners and PRIDE as incidentals who are all 
wasting their time in a hopeless situation. It gives 
so much importance to drugs and criminal sleaze 
that you'd think that the "normal" people would 
only walk around with machine guns and body 
armour. The racist element is endemic, with 
picture after picture of native people passed out or 
listed as a kind of 'species' amongst prostitutes 
and dealers and alcoholics. There is not one word 
about positive elements in our neighbourhood or 
what incredible work goes on. The whole point of 
the article is to silence anyone and everyone who 
talks of preserving and enhancing life in the 
Downtown Eastside with people already living 
here, or of improving housing and living 
conditions with upgrades and renovations and 
basic maintenance. The point being, of course, that 



financial interests are better served if the entire 
despicable mess was just blowtorched and razed to 
the ground. 

At first, all this talk of urban pioneering was 'just 
wanting to co-exist and not uproot those poor 
souls living here'. There has been a subtle but 
telling shift. The argument used to get approval of 
Fort Cordova, at 8 E, Cordova, was that it was 
going in on a parking lot, or that others were just 
being built in buildings that were boarded up 
anyway. Now the tone is that poor people have no 
right to live on land that is so valuable, that people 
living in the suburbs have to commute because 
they can't afford to live downtown. Now Jonathan 

At Beach ~ e ~ t e m b e r  

Baker, former Councillor, says that the poor 
should go to "Surrey or Langley or wherever poor 
people go". . . Mike McCoy says that displacement 
is part of life and we shouldn't stand in the way 
any longer. 
All this can be taken with giant chunks of salt. 

It's vested interests, pure and simple, who are 
trying to categorise us into "poverty professionals" 
or "criminals beneath slime" or just "too poor to 
deserve this area". 
The fight is just starting. Look to Victory Square 

and Woodwards and even Gastown in the very 
near future. Change is being used as a blanket 
word to just@ anything, but we are getting clearer 
on what kinds of change are needed. We don't 
need one rallying cry, but it's helpful to know that, 
as Libby Davies said at the opening of Carnegie in 
1980, "If you want anything in this area, you have 
to fight twice as hard to get it." 

Short haired sand nymph 
glorious tattoo on back BY PAULR TAYLOR 
only wades into water 
so far 

1 

guards my stuff so bravely 
why can't these tidal summer days 
last 
forever? 

Wreck Beach Sept.'95 

for earl birney 

so many fmitfbl years 
climbing multi-mountains 
sometimes falling 
sometimes attaining 
the summit 
of each new poem 

you will be missed 
in this mediocre land 
of media-stuffed fkigid 
pop poets 

ja douglas r 

bill on bill on bill 

dreamt bill brautigan came down from his 
premanure Isd burid grounds in sky 
met bill clinton's yuppie eye to eye 

Clinton said: "All work should have dignity" 
Brautigan smiled and tickled C's 
golden resume. 

Clinton said: "We have to be very careful 
about the labels we use." So BB just 
yelled out 'whitewater trout fishing in America' 

Clinton began to get a bit exasperated, asked 
for BB's oficial ID::: BB just sneezed 
a rainbow and turned into a pomegranite 

which proceeded to read the entire poetic works 
of Spike Milligan backwards 
on the spot. 

for Edel 



domination. 
Time is a river; flow with it. 

Do it 
get clean 
Just Do It 

No tomorrow No today 
No pressure No plan 

good intentions only go 
up in smoke 

get on it 
get off it 
Just Do It 

4 u 

A world ... based on our dreams and desires, 
transformed by demanding the impossible . . . 
without governments & their armies, police and I 

prisons ... where the only institution is Freedom 
and Pleasure ... without $, patriarchy or 
nationalism . . . when the Earth is cherished and 
valued ... where we a f f m  the core of our 
subjectivity without ideology ... where all living 
beings are free . . . 
How do we get there? We believe anarchy is 

created by individuals through genuine 
communities that resist and reject all forms of 

Just Bruce 

I got a new love 
she's like the last love 
only she loves dope 

& I'm the fool 
who waits 4 the next love 

like the last love 

Love to get offlget higher 
quite the stuff 

evil's got it backwards 
try reverse 

love life & live it 
go forward 
get straight 

everyday, everyone 
should let their soul speak 
at least once 

the soul speaks not in 
beliefs 
standing up for what the brain 
believes 
but in feelings, let out to 
make the brain complete. 

everyday, everyone 
should let their soul speak 
at least once 

art is not for the Artist 
music is not for the Musician 
poetry is not for the Poet 

these are for those 
with a soul 
we all have souls 
we all are souls 

everyday, everyone 
should let their soul speak 
at least once 

art is for the artist 
--we are all artists 

music is for the musician 
--we are all musicians 

poetry is for the poet 
--we are all true poets 

everyday, everyone 
should let their soul speak 
at least once. 

submitted by Bruce 

one love Roda 



JOB POSTING - COMM 
The Carnegie Community Action Project is looking for someone to fill the position of community organizer. 

This is a part-time job that involves working with the low income community in the Downtown Eastside to 
build community participation in the creation of a visible housing strategy for the neighbourhood. 

The Community Organizer will carry out the following activities: 
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I 1. Organize workshops in SRO hotels and social housing buildings and public forums on housing and 
community planning issues; 

We are looking for a person who has: 

1. A strong knowledge of and/or working relationship with the Downtown Eastside community 

2. A clear understanding of Downtown Eastside planning issues 

3. An orientation to using Popular Education methods in working with people 

4. The ability to work closely with a team 

5. Experience training, coordinating and supporting other paid or unpaid workers. 

I 2. Recruit, train and coordinate five to ten volunteers to help with this process 

I 3. Compile and distribute the information necessary for members of the Downtown Eastside community to 
make informed decisions about planning issues. 

14. Report to and work closely with the Community Action Project steering committee. 

This is a temporary, part-time position: 24 hours per week for 30 weeks. An extension of the position past 30 
weeks will depend on funding. Exact hours will be decided in conjunction with the steering committee. 

Salary: $20.00 per hour. For more information call: 689-0397 

Please send resume by Tuesday, October 10 at 5:00 p.m. to: 

Carnegie Community Action Project, 401 Main Street, Vancouver, BC V6A 2T7 



a requiem for joe 7 

joe's been gone a year now 
he died in a chair in the lobby of his hotel 
from alcohol poisoning 
and I miss him 
not as much as his street-partner bear does 
but a lot more than most people who ever knew joe 
because just walking down the street with joe 
was a tense and potentially dangerous experience 

joe had a chip on his shoulder 
the size of a north shore mountain 
and was ready to fight it out 
anywhere anyhme with anyone 
a big tough cop or a little old lady 
didn't matter to joe 
in fact doing joe a favour was enough to set him off 

joe was on life parole 
and used to say to me 
"bud, how come every time I go to court 
they say I'm a psychopath? 
a psychopath doesn't know why he does things 
but I always know why I kill somebody!" 

joe wore crude jailhouse tatoos 
the most prominent a closed fist 
drawn in blue ink on the back of his right hand 
and this fist's middle finger was extended 
and had an inscription beneath it saying 
"up your ass society" 

joe really was a textbook psychopath 
as a child he tortured kittens 
intentionally burned down houses in his neighborhood 
and lied in order to get other kids in trouble 
he eventually became an armed robber 
and joe could be very charming 

the only straight work 
I ever heard joe say interested him 
was as a chef 
but he'd have to go to school 
and social services needed only a moment 
to picture joe loose with butcher knives 
around college kids making him mad 
and asked if he wouldn't like 
more tranquilizers instead 

one day joe called me on the phone 
I was sick and broke and strung-out from dope 
joe said he had drugs he was going to front me 
I met him in his hotel room 
he was half-cut on listerine his favorite drink 
and told me he already sold the drugs 
I said "joe, you were the one who called me 

I'm really sick 
I'd never do this to you" 

and made him feel so guilty 
joe reached under his blanket 
and withdrew a knife with a blade so long 
it looked like a sword 
he kept it poised above my head 
while I remonstrated with him 
an act of restraint on joe's part 
I considered emblematic 
of the depth of our friendship 

the first conversation joe and 1 ever had 
was an argument 
about whether or not 
jesus had any blood brothers or sisters 
joe insisted he was right 
because he'd studied theology 
in a prison for the criminally insane 

altogether joe spent 17 years in various prisons 
the local police used to harass him 
as part of their routine 
after all joe once 
shot a cop during a bank robbery 
and had been badly wounded in return 
joe bore a large raggedy scar on his stomach 
to attest to the day of the big shoot-out 

but what remains most remarkable to me 
about joe 
concerns the last time I saw him 
he arid I were in the carnegie community centre 
on skid row 
and joe was mostly sober and charming 
we talked for a long time 
and then when I was getting ready to leave 
and joe was settling in with another cup of coffee 
an old man came limping and yakking right up to joe 



I expected joe to do what he always did 
when confronted unexpectedly 
curse the man and threaten him 

the old man was shaking 
and juggling some coins in his hand 
he asked joe to get up and go across the street 
to buy him a hot dog 
joe scowled but to my amazement 
took the change 
told the man he'd be right back 
and headed out the door with me 

never before had I seen or heard 
ofjoe doing something for someone else 
when there was nothing in it for him 
instead 
I'd often heard him express contempt 
for selfless behavior 

after I learned joe was dead 
I recalled that last time with him 
and thought of a story jesus told - 
"he looked up and saw rich people 
putting their gifts into a treasury 
he also saw a poor widow 
put in two small copper coins 
he said 'truly, I tell you 
this poor widow has put in more 
than all of them 
for all of them have contributed 
out of their abundance 
but she out of her poverty'" 

and that's how I best remember joe 
a poor widow of the soul 
who put in all he had 
and crossed the street 
to get a hot dog 
for someone else 

Bud Osborn 

stress leave? 



NEW 
DEPOT HOURS 

Mon to Thurs 9:30 to 5:00 PM 

Friday 9:30 to 6:00 PM 
(STARTING SEFT 19) 

Saturday 9:30 to Noon 
(STARTING OCT 7) 

Sunday 9j30 to Noon 

United We Can 

This is the result of a lot of effort on behalf of 
the grassroots recyclers. It's also more of a 
political football than it should be. United We Can 
is the depot for "binners & bimerettes", as Mr. 
McBinner names his colleagues, to bring cans and 
bottles for cash. 

It was fairly early, maybe 9:30, and person after 
person dumped their catch, sorted it, racked it and 
had the non-refundable misfits taken out. There 
were three people on a job development grant and 
money from the Ministry of Skills, Training and 
Labour helped with honorariums for volunteers. 
There was little time to do an extensive 

interview. Chuck, one volunteer, was decent about 
how getting on the upside of the neighbourhood 
felt. "I did a lot in the bars and hotels around here, 
and had to make a change. I know that the idea of 
just putting nothing but expensive apartments 
(condos) in around here will mean hard times for a 
lot of the people coming here." 

There will be a more comprehensive report in a 
corning issue. In the meantime, if you are 
interested, go to the SOLE annual general meeting. 

SAVE OUR LIVING ENVIRONMENT 

SOLE 
Notice of Annual 
General Meeting 

Date: October 2 1, 1995 
Time: 12 Noon to 5 PM 
Place: Camegie Centre 

Auditorium - REVIEW OF YEAR'S EVENTS 
ELECTION OF OFFICERS 
EVERYONE WELCOME 

Editor 

Why is it a beautifid place like the Carnegie 
Centre, which is a refuge to many people who live 
in the Eastside, is plagued upon by drug-pushing 
leeches hanging outside the front and disabled 
entrances'? This a bad message for the general 
public. 

Everyday, junkies are parading all around the 
centre asking passerby "UP" "DOWN" "RIGS"? 
One has to push their way up the front stairs of 
the centre and be verbally molested. If 1 was new 
in town I certainly wouldn't walk past Main & 
Hastings. I thought with the new community 
police building we would have more protcction. I 
guess I was misinformed. 

PRT 
Trashhopper 



Our deep& fear is that we are powerful beyond 
measure. It is our light, not our darkness, that most 
fightens us. We ask ourselves, "Who am I to be 
brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous?" 

Actually, who are you not to be? You are a child 
of God. Your playing small doesn't serve the 
world. There's nothing enlightened about 
shrinking so that other people won't feel insecure 
about you. 

We were born to make manifest the glory of God 
that is within us. It's not just in some of us. It's 
everyone, and, as we let our light shine, we 
unconsciously give other people permission to do 
the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, 
our presence automatically liberates others. 

Nelson Mandela 

I n  The Dumpster 
' Greetings fellow binners & binnerettes. 

Well, autumn has finally come and the weather is 
still nice, but alas party '95 is over. There are not 
as many cans and bottles as before, but there are 
some..= I see my many Chinese friends bringing 
in bags of cans. I still go out but not as much as I 
used to. My energy level is not up to par. I guess I 
need some Vitamin 'C' or a kick in the ass. 

It seems Ken Lyotier's neck is back to normal 
and he is tripping around pretty good now. There 
are new fall & winter hours at "United We Can" 

ACTIVIST ACTION I N  VANCOUVER 

G.Gust 
I 

S t r a t h c o n a  - A f t e r  a c a l l  t o  arms, 
abou t  twenty p e o p l e  w i t h  s h o v e l s ,  
c l i p p e r s ,  and a m i n i a t u r e  backhoe 
showed up a t  S t r a t h c o n a  gardens  I 

Sunday morning,  Sep t .  24 .  
T h e i r  t a s k  was t o  work w i t h  Na ture  

i n  r e s t o r i n g  a s u s t a i n a b l e  h a b i t a t  
f o r  w i l d  ducks  who up u n t i l  t h i s  
summer have made t h e i r  home i n  t h e  
S t r a t h c o n a  Gardens '  pond. 

The a c t i o n  was prompted by 
r e s i d e n t  c r i c k e t s  who l e f t  t h e  pond 
d i s g u i s e d  as g r a s s h o p p e r s  i n  s e a r c h  
o f  t h e  ducks  who f a i l e d  t o  a r r i v e  
l a s t  s p r i n g  a s  t h e y  have f o r  t h e  p a s t  
f o u r  y e a r s .  

The message was heard  loud and 
c l e a r  by t h e  g a r d e n e r s  who j o i n e d  
w i t h  Gardens '  o f f i c i a l s  t o  r e s t o r e  
t h e  once  p romis ing  pond t o  a s t a t e  
o f  welcome f o r  a l l  w i l d l i f e  c r e a t u r e s ,  

bottle depot. 
I would like to leave you with Mr. McBinner7s 

Top Ten Reasons why I like binning: Thank you & 
be safe. May The Bins Be With You. 
lo. Can at long last take that 3-day trip to Poco; 
9. Can afford these high class meals at Camegie 
8. Can bypass sandwich lines with nose in the air 
7. Can bypass '44' with same attitude as #8 
6. Can eat at any restaurant in Chinatown and 

leave a big 50-cent tip 
5. Can eat at any restaurant on Hastings and leave 

no tip 
4. Can eat 3 big bowls of Bob's chili at Carnegie 
3. Can bypass Sally Ann with nose in the air 
2. Can watch David Letterman eating ice cream 

& pizza 
1. Smile 24 hours a day. 

By Mr. McBinner 



1 
The Fight For The Carnegie Community Centre 

Part 21 

The Corneqie Operis 

Jim McDowell, a former teacher and freelance 
journalist, was appointed Director of the new 
Carnegie Centre on November 19, 1979. He was 
an intense, caring person with experience in the 
United States as an educator working with citizen 
groups toward local control of community 
resources. Although his administrative experience 1 in operating a facility like the Carnegie Centre was 
limited, he respected the citizens of the Downtown 

I Eastside and was aware of what they were up 
1 ,  against. 

On January 20, 1980, the Carnegie Centre 
opened after twelve years of darkness. Thousands 
of people attended this important civic event, 
although there were streaks of bitterness 
underneath the smiles. It had been a long, 
contentious fight. 

At 1 :00 p.m. the doors opened for tours of the 
new Centre. At 2:00 p.m. the opening ceremonies 
started in the Carnegie Theatre. Libby Davies, as 
Master of Ceremonies, gave the bittersweet 
opening remarks. Here is part of her speech: 

1 "The opening of the Carnegie Community Centre 
I 
, today is a very happy occasion for residents of the 

; Downtown Eastside ... In retrospect, it all seems to 
have gone well but, in actual fact, many times the 

I whole project was touch and go and we had to 
campaign extremely hard to convince. ..City 
Council, the Library Board and the Parks Board 

11 
that residents of this community desperately 
needed a community facility. If you live in this 
area, you know that you have to fight twice as 
hard to get anything. 

"Because DERA was the moving force in having 
this heritage building designated as a colnrnunity 
facility, the Opening Day Committee that planned 
today's activities had wanted to invite the presid- 
ent of DERA, Bruce Eriksen, to be a guest speaker 
because he fought the ~olitical battle to save 

This suggestion was turned down by City Council, 
and as a result he is not here today to speak on 
behalf of his organisation and community." 

"In any event, now that the Centre is open, I am 
sure that the people of the community will find 
great enjoyment here. 
"Fortunately, many people had the vision to 

understand that Carnegie could become more than 
an historic building. They understood that this 
Centre could play an important role in revitalising 
the community. 
"Some of these people are Councillors Rankin, 

Marzari, and Harcourt, who, over the years, 
consistently spoke out and voted for Carnegie, as 
well as people like Maurice Egan and Art Langley 
and their (City) staff, who gave their full support. 
"In the coming months, thousands of people will 

be taking advantage of the programs and facilities 
here, and I sincerely hope that as the needs of the 
community grow, City Council will give its 
complete support so that Carnegie can be 
developed to its full potential." 

By SANDY CAMERON 
(to be continued) 



cut from these three areas over the nest three 
1 years. 



These cuts will push thousands more Canadians 
into poverty, and weaken the public services we 
pay for and use togcther - education, healthcare 
and welfare will all suffer. 

The government wasn't elected to get rid of 
these programs. They promised to make them 
better. 

Canadians are proud of our social programs - like 
Medicare. They prove our commitment to Norking 
together as a country and to providing for each 
other in tough times. Now the federal and 
provincial governments want to trade these 
commitments - and our country - to satis@ 
foreign money traders. 

Okay, but what about the debt and deficit'? 
Well, as it turns out, spending on social programs 

has almost nothing to do with the debt and deficit. 

BUT WHAT CAN ONE PERSON DO? 
*LET YOUR MP AND MLA KNOW YOU 
"CARE FOR MEDICARE." 

And other social programs and public services. 
Thesc programs are part of what being Canadian 1: 
all about. Let them know you espect them to stand 
up or national standards and do cvcqthing they 
can to stop the Transfer. 

*TELL TWO PEOPLE 
Let friends. relatives and co-workers know what 

cuts to social programs hill mean for thein and the 
country. Encourage thcm to get involved too. 

*GET MORE INVOLVED 
Attend forums and meetings against the transfer 

and cuts to social programs and public services. 
Find out about alternative ways to deal with the 
debt and deficit and talk about thcm mith your 
friends and family. 

For morc information about cuts to thesc 
programs or to get morc involved, contact the 
Action Canada Network (6 13) 233- 1764, 

What will happen to Medicare now? 
If the federal government goes through with this 

budget: 
Canada will cnd up nith a diffcrcnt tqpe of 
medicare in each provincc and territory. 
National standards, including portability, will 
go out the window. 
The five principles of the Canada Health Act 
hill be con~pletely undern~ined even if the Act 
stays on the books. 
More and morc health services will bc 
privatizcd 
Wt: ~vill move quickly towards adopting the 
Amcrican for-profit system of health care. 



$7 Billions In Cuts 
Funding for health care (and secondary education and 

welfare) was cut by $7 billion for the next two fiscal years in 
this budget. 

B.C. stands to lose over $800 million. This imposes an 
enormous burden on the taxpayers of B.C. if medicare is to be 
saved. 

Block Funding 
Ottawa until now covered part of the costs of health 

care, post secondary education and welfare by means of 
transfer payments to the provinces with three separate hnds 
designed specifically for those purposes. Now it plans to 
replace them with one block of hnds it calls The Social 
Transfer Fund. 

The Joker in this deck is that under the new method of 
block funding: 

a) The block of hnding being given to the provinces is 
considerably less than the total previous three funds 

b) the provinces may do what they want with it and they are no 
longer compelled to use any specific amount of it for health 

More C u t s  To Come 

Finance Minister Paul Martin: 

" Our efforts are not over ... New targets are going to be set." 

" The current structure of spending cannot be supported today 
and cannot be afforded tomorrow." 

Prime Minister Jean Chretien: 

Declaring that Canada spends 10% of its gross 
domestic product (G.D.P.) on health care while some West 
European countries less, the P.W. said: 

" They manage to do it around 8 to 9 percent of their G.N.P., 
so we will do it." 

The Prime Minister also said that Medicare was only 
brought in to cover "catastrophic" medical bills which might 
cause people to lose their homes. 

That is a distortion of t he  facts, 

The Canada Health Act which was brought in by the 
Liberals in 1984 of which Jean Chretien was cabinet minister 
ensures treatment that is "medically necessary for the purpose 
of maintaining health, preventing disease, or diagnosing or 
treating an injury, illness or disability." 

R 
care. 



The Aboriginal AIDS Awarenesss Week Committee 
is proud to present 

The Names Project 
AIDS Memorial QUILT Panel Making Workshop 

The QUILT, made of panels designed by friends and loved ones for those who have passed on due to AIDS, 
is a way of sharing the grief of losing someone you care about and remembering their gifts to life. 

Anyone can make a Quilt Panel for anyone who has died of AIDS. Finished panels can be presented during 
the Quilt Display being held on October 5,6,  & 7th 

at the Vancouver Aboriginal Friendship Centre. 

. You must supply your own materials and work with certain size and material guidelines. 

If you are interested in creating a Quilt Panel for someone you have known and would like to do so in the - 
company of others who are working on their own Quilt, we'd like to provide space. 

the BC Native AIDS AwarerieGProgmm, Ministry of Health and 
Healing Our Spirit BC First Nations AIDS Society. 

Volunteers to assist with Quilt Display needed. 
Donations accepted. 

Ovlov Gets Addicted 
To Pain Killing Pills \ 

One so nu~nmy Six for turquoise dung 
for the tummy. around the lung. 

Two so dear Seven for false alarum 
after beer. in left arm. 

Three for the lead I Eight for vacant mind to let 
inside the head. forget forget forget. 

Four for rotten egg 
inside a leg. 

how many next, oh falafel, 
just down the whole bottle! 

Five for aweful sight 
of homeless plight. 

ja douglas 



losing us 
to the city, to architecture 
life turning small 
upon a single point of light 

' 

where you are reading this 

if you would not 
silently, open & close 
darkness like a book 
tucked inside sleep 
the urban calamity that fashions 
you, & I 
an inadvertency, an adjustment, an ism 

the warm circle of wilderness 
around us, our legs entwined 
%-&y beneath the tables 
now turned 
upside down in the rooms 
where we played 
as children 
will not hold us now 
together, but settles between us 
a sadness with the world 
spilled out 

ON POETIC MUSES 
AND OTHER JONES BOYS 

This poetic muse hangs on my back 
A junky's jones that gives non-ceasing flak 
So in my garret with its battered walls 
I grasp for the most quintessential lines of all 
Alas, they read as fresh as nature's call 

But yet a poet I will be 
As eccentric as an artist could be 
In search of a poem that is so true 
That I can tell that jones were thru 
And add a quiet fuck you too 

But still in the mornings I spring erect 
In both senses as you might expect 
Clasping that subconscious line 

which will bring renown 
Whilst sardonic critic jones states: 

"Shove that doggerel up your brown" 

But I found hope at UBC 
Such geography is a puzzle to me 
Some psychiatric major had writ 

on the washroom stall : 
"My mother made me a homosexual 

so sad but true." 
And under this, written by a scholar too 

"1 can't drop one or pearl two, 
but if I get the wool, 

will she make me one too? 

Tom Lewis 

(Tom passed away or died or lefl his body about a 
month ago, yet the above original,just,fell our of 
something or somewhere to just in lhe pile of' 
maferial.fi)r this paper !??!) 

Dan Feeney 



One Track Mind 
She was a friend to many. We know 
how she died. She died alone. 
Her death has caught us by surprise. 
Life is supposed to last for etemity - 
it has a beginning - 
no one knows how it will end but 
it can happen suddenly or slowly 

Taking one's own life is devastating, 
selfish, but it also can be calming 
to the person However, 
one never thinks of consequences.. 
of how their friends & family would feel. 
The mess they leave behind; 
the sadness., the hurt. 

It's a huge loss when someone, anyone, 
passes away. 

Ziggy, my friend, you will be missed. 
Your hurt is no more 
You will always be missed. 

Margaret 

PS: I try not to run fkom the truth. 

A short term cure, 
or a Final Solution? 

A brief respite from her soul's destitution. 
She decided to deaden the pain, 
By looking for love in a deeper vein. 

One fix. 
One love. 

One bed. One kiss. 
One sleep. 

One dead 

Write Off 
Ziggi D. 

When we first met, I could read you like a book. 
From what I saw, I liked the look 
But we all have silly habits, 
and one of my worst 
is to open a book and read the last page first. 

Ziggi D. 
Jump Start my Bones 

I know you're cute honey I know you're tough 
But tell me, are you old enough? 
You could say I got a problem, you could say I gotta grudge 
But I'm sick of havin' to tell it to the judge. 
Grave robbin' tonight, grave robbin' tonight.. .. 

C'mon and Jump Start my Bones. 

Now one foot in the grave, the other on a banana peel 
You could be the one to scratch the itch I feel 
We cold have adventures that would rattle our dentures. 

So c'mon and Jump Start my Bones. Ziggi D. 
Just want to end on a moral note - 

In some parts of town, there's snow all year round. 
If you're smoking, banging or snorting the white stuff 
Just know you're consorting with the Devil's dandruff. 



An Open Letter To All 
... especially those elected officials and politicians 
who think it's in their jurisdictionhield of 
operation to deal (!?!) with dope (i.e. 'Drugs' (or 
even 'illegal drugs ') is such a generic term that it's 
a misleading use of language.) 

Get Real. Only users can make changes. Supply- 
side economics & trickle-down economics both 
say "What's the problem with making money?" 
Decriminalising personal possession, taking it off 
the street and out of the people's face, leaves room 
for everybody to do their own thing, but the 
problem is between one doing what one wants 
with their own life (meaning full & fun) and work 
work work (to make others rich rich rich) to pay 
taxes and spend spend spend on consumerism. 

Don't give up caring for yourself. First take a 
break (from using) and look around for whatever 
(else) turns you on & if you go back (to using) 
remember it's just a break - don't give up. 

Be positive. You need to party it out (so to 
speak) of your system & get rid of all the hype to 
get to the basic, real meaning of what's important 

I in life. This starts with real time conversation and 

---I Try mising four k i k  on $is0 an hour. " 

heavy raps about the street life, the lack of 
opportunities or the real impediments to change. 
Creative solutions - that only we can finddefine 
in our own lives - the real chore is to want to get 
clean. Ftnd & keep a good attitude; struggle with 
being happy on your own terms ... not one defined 
or sethmposed by others. Figure it out..find it. 
Get free. Live long. Live happy. Be yourself. 

Been there & back more than once, 
B. Laer 

The Block 

My brother tries to perform a double somersault - - -  . 

on a trampoline at o& friend's place, though he 
has never been on a trampoline before. His 
forehead makes contact with the frame halfway 
through the second half of his double flip. Brent & 
Brian help him to the driveway. Brent runs inside 
& calls my mother, who comes to get my brother 
& take him to the hospital. 

After they leave I stay & help Brent & Brian hose 
my brother's blood off the asphalt. It is late 
afternoon of a hot, white, soundless day. When we 
have finished, I grab my GI Joe & walk home. 

The block, the difficulty before me, the difficult 
me. Tigers may soon be extinct, & then what 
would life be worth? 

post-~eothuk. Ultima thule. Last spasm of voice 
in crumbled accumulations. Cookie dust in stale 
cafeterias. 

I start thinking about this world & I fall asleep. 
Dreamtime on arid concrete. Communities of 
absence inside me built on wordage. 

Dan Feeney 



a f t e r  Years 

After years, after all this time, I finally have a 
chance to relive my youth. I'm happy that I'm 
coming home to where I was born and raised. 

I want to be one with Mother Earth - the rocks, 
trees, lakes, birds, bees and other wildlife. 

Feeling free is very important to me. It was this I 
really enjoyed when I was a little girl. My 
grandparents used to take me camping and fishing 
but being here I only have memories 

After all this time I get a second chance at life 
with my children, to teach them the ways of our 
people who stand by me now. 

Once again I'm one with the land. I've missed it 
so; I guess city life is not for me. 
I'm Indian and proud of it. Sisters and Brothers, 

don't stop the fight. We want to be heard as native 
people who love the Creator and mother nature. 
Let's stand as a nation again. 

Cutting Tire From Tears 

He just stands there, so cold 
He watches tears fall from eyes 
He swallows his pride and walks on 
Pretending he didn't notice 
Sounds of a young woman crying. 

He walks up and holds the woman 
He whispers no more tears please 
He said, "I hate tears." 
It's like a dagger going through a hew 
He said, "No pain is kind, 
No one should be alone." 
Some angel comes in one's need. 

He closes his eyes 
He said, "Stand tall. 
This is cutting out time from tears." 

"No one should cry. 
Be strong," he whispers. 
Soon there will be love, 
No more tears to cry 
Ilyodwe will be happy again. 

Gouernment 

Oh! What bullshit govemment is. It is a rich 
parasite sucking money from poor people. When 
will it end? The rich stick their misfits in our back- 
yard, drug dealers using our children to sell drugs 
and sell themselves for and to the rich 
We have no justice for our people. Now they're 

talking more cuts for the poor while the rich feast 
on tax breaks they get from the govemment. Are 
we all just pawns for the government to use as 
write-offs at the end of a fiscal year? 
We all suffer with the poverty that increases with 

cuts to social programs. When any restrictive 
adjustments happen it is the poor who are hurt. It's 
single parents and children whom government 
chooses to hurt the most. It's so unfair. 

We are one more nation fighting for land rights; 
the government still treats our people like dirt. I 
say fbck you money-hungry leeches. Just look 
what you did to our country and its many nations. 
You, the rich and your government, bash us for 
being poor, squeezing the last ounce of pride from 
our bodies, sticking us in poor housing that can't 
afford repairs for anyone on welfare. It's enough 
to make you mad and crazy. Only the poor care. 

This man is tomorrow, 
He's strong and bold, I man o f  tomorrow 
His face is cold, 
But his love he will hold. - .  

His promises are true 
He has soft hands 
He has a gentle voice 
He stands by his words 
After all he is a man of tomorrow. 

Everyhme 1 see this man This man I speak of is so kind 

In the store or on the street He helped me in my time of need 
He always has a sweet smile He is a man of such morals 
and he says hi or hello He is a man of simple ways. 
as he walks past. He is a man in the public view 

He is the eyes and ears for our people 
Such a man of strength 
This man is common - from everyone 
This is why I say, 
This is a man of tomorrow. 



FLAWline editor and FLAW facilitator 

End Legislated Poverty requires a half time person (17.5 hrs per week) to organize, facilitate and follow up 
on monthly Front Line Advocate Worker meetings, communicate with FLAWline members province-wide 
and to write and edit the two page FLAWline portion of ELP's monthly Long Haul newspaper. Funding 
for this position is for 5 months, with a possibility of it being ongoing. 

Duties will include: 
to write and edit the two page FLAWline portion of ELP's monthly Long H a d  newspaper. 
doing follow up work for FLAW meetings, including arranging and facilitating sub-committee 
meetings, and FLAW actions and campaigns 
preparing minutes for FLAW meetings 
maintain and update distribution lists for the Long Haul 
helping to distribute the Long Haul 
attending staff, some board, and other meetings as required 
participating as part of ELP's developing staff collective 
helping to  integrate ELP and FLAW activities where appropriate 
participating with the rest of staff in office duties such as reception, phone answering, referrals, 

working with volunteers, clean-up, etc. 
checking on legal accuracy of information received and used at meetings and in FLAWline 

Desirable qualifications: 
experience as a low income person 
experience in writing, editing and laying out newspapers or newsletters 
ability to write clearly in plain language 
experience organizing and facilitating meetings 
advocacy experience - welfare, LJI or related 
experience working (paid or not paid) with not-for-profir justice seeking groups 
ability to work in a developing collective 
experience formatting with MS Word for Windows software 
experience working with boards and community groups 

Salary: $1250 per month plus benefits 

Afirrnative Action: Women, People of Colour, First Nations People, People with Disabilities are 
encouraged to apply. 

Start date: November 1st - 15th, 1995 

If you are interested in applying, please submit the following to End Legislated Poverty by Oct. 9, 1995: 
a resume including names and phone numbers of three references who are previous or current 

employers for paid or volunteer work 
a half page essay responding to the question: What are the causes of poverty? 
2 or 3 samples of newsletters you were responsible for andlor published articles. 

Send to: Job application or FAX 604-879-1229 
End Legislated Poverty 
#211 4 5 6  W. Broadway 
Vancouver, BC V5Y 1R3 



outs ide  at midnight 
a young woman in a black party dress 
at the intersection of east georgia and princess 
staggered drunkenly 
smashed an empty bottle in the street 
then cried loudly in anguish: 
"he's gone! 
he's gone! 
and it's all my fault! 
I drove him away! 
It's all my fault!" 

1 tried to pass by her unnoticed 
in the shadows on the sidewalk 
but no she saw me 
and asked desperately: 
"is that you? 
is that you?" 

"no" I said "it's not me" 

"no" she said dejectedly "it's not you" 

I walked quickly away 
and was a block and a half from her 
when I heard an agonized scream: 
"he's walking away 
come back! 
please come back!" 

I glanced over my shoulder 
she was lurching in my direction 

and I thought - 

how like her we all are 
lost 
drunken 
in darkness 
with no one to comfort us 
mistaking a passing shadow 
for the one we are seeking 
the one we have driven away 
because of what we have done 

and how her cries 
her cries 
are all our hope 

outside 

at midnight 

Bud Osborn 



Facsism, although not unrelated to 
Fascism, by itself means a dyslexic 
misspelling by the writer. Twice!? 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

QUESTION M-33 A short story by G.Gust 

How many times have I had the same 
dream in the past year? Ten, twenty, 
a hundred times? Or has it been just 
once, and am I still now in it, trapped 
in an endless echo of strobe lights 
and strange sounds on vibrating waves? 

Has it been hours or just minutes 
since I found myself again walking up 
the wooded slopes of Mount Seymour in a 
fog of pitch-black darkness, feeling 
guided and unafraid of the next foot- 
step even though I couldn't see my own 
hands if I held them an inch from my 
eyes. 
Then it appears: a perfect, pure white 
light in the shape of a narrow diamond, 
as tall as a skyscraper, hovering not 
twenty yards from where I stand. 

I can barely make out the outline of 
body shapes against the blue strobes. 
They have no human resemblences, but 
they emit vibrating waves of comfort, 
and I sense what an infant must feel 
looking up at its parents before 
napping. ... 
I wake up at home. I don't remember. 
I take a shower and puzzle over two 
identical, quarter-size bruises on the 
inside of each leg just below the 
knees. I carry on with the day, and 
another, and another until a pattern 
of behavior develops to where I'm 
walking every street and alley of 
downtown, my eyes feeling like cameras 
that are compelled to photograph the 
very soul of the earth. 

For nights on end I study my thoughts 
searching for some secret question to 
relieve the haunting answere of my 
possession. 
I despise falling asleep, and fight it 
off as if it were a robber of precious 
time. 
I wait. I know it's coming. Tonight; 
I see the clouds on the North Shore 
mountains drift down over Burrard - - 
Inlet and sweep over the street lamps 

I begin to float upward, very slowly outside the window. 
at first but with increasing speed un- T~~ fog. it! Now I must walk. 
ti1 I'm spinning high above the fog 
looking down on the distant qlow of 
Vancouver. 
Atthe heart of the diamond I stop 
rising, and I'm drawn into the light. 
I feel every cell in my body go into 
orgasmic convulsions until I enter 
a circular room where blue strobe 
lights flash slowly above a metalic 
table. I float onto the table and 
lose consciousness. 

. . . 
A dream. This must be another dream. 
There are eyes all around. Yellow, 
glowing eyes, as big as walnuts, with 
no distinguisable pupils. 



DOWNTOWN STD CLINIC - 219 Main; Monday - Friday, 10a.m. - 6p.m. 
EASTSIDE NEEDLE EXCHANGE - 221 Main; 9a.m. - 8p.m. every day 

YOUTH Needle Exchange Van - on the street every night, 6p.m.-2a.m. 
ACTIVITIES 
SOCIETY 

1995 DONATIONS: 
Paula It. -$20 
C e c i l e  C.-$12 
Wrn. B.-$25 
L i l l i a n  11.-$40 
Sonya S. -$200 
l i t ierme S. - $ I 5  
A .  Withers -$20 
Ilosi tch - $ I 6  
K e t t l e  F.S.-$16 
llnzcl M . - $ 8  
.Joy '1'. -$20 
I k a  I: -S30 

Diane M.-$25 
Libby D.-$25 
tJancy 11. 16 
L i s a  E.-$8 
Lorne T. -$SO 
Me1 L.-$12 
S a r a  D.-$16 
C o l l e e n  E .  - $ I 6  
Bruce 5.-$30 
Anonymous -$60.75 
B i l l  S. -$2 
Ray -$I2 
D a r l e n e  M.-$20 
CEEDS - $50 

(except Mondays, 6p.m.-midnight) 

THE NEWSLETTER IS A PUBLICATKIN OF TI(€ 
CAANEGIE COMMUNITY CENTRE ASSOCIAllON 

Alllcler represen1 Ihe vlews of Indlvldual 
conlrlbulotr and no1 o l  Ihe AssoclaIlon. 

Submission Deadline 
for the next issue: 

1 1 October 

NEED HELP? 
The Downtown Eastside Residents' Association 
can help you with: 

J any welfare problem 
J information on legal rights 
J disputes with landlords 
J unsafe living conditions 
J income tax 
J UIC problems 
J finding housing 
J opening a bank account 

Come into the Dera office at 9 East Hastings St. 
or phone us at 682-0931. 

DERA HAS BEEN SERVING 
THE DOWNTOWN EASTSIDE 

FOR 21 YEARS. 
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Native Liaison Services 

"The Eagle on the outer circle protects; the Frog 
in the inner circle is the inner self. Take the Frog 
away and the Eagle has no mouth. Take the Eagle 
away and the Frog has no protection." 
This is the spiritual symbol of the Native Liaison 

Services. After 3 years it is no longer a "storefront 
project" but has won recognition for its crucial 

role in the Downtown Eastside and for native 
peoples from any nation. 

Victim & Witness Services started with a 
mandate in 199 1, few staff, and an overwhelming 
amount of work. Teenage prostitution, alcohol and 
drug abuse, family violence, assault and sexual 
assault, suicide, rape and murder are some of the 
criminal activities that clients have been victims 
of. Freda Ens, the director, spoke of person after 
person who had come in, battered or sexually 
assaulted, and of the support, both practical and 
spiritual, that staff and volunteers give. Several 
individuals have written glowing letters to staff 
and others involved, after taking the first step in 
trying to get respect for themselves as human 
beings. Freda talked of women who had been 
working as prostitutes who had been beaten and 
come in as victims. The response was not the 
"normal" one of saying "You chose to be a 
prostitute, so you are getting what you deserve" 
and the Liaison Services went to the police and 
pressed the issue to get charges filed. The 
LC normal" response was given by attorneys in the 

case but the non-acceptance of this '2nd-class 
citizen' crap was coming from the women. In a 
number of instances, the men responsible were 
found guilty and put in jail. 
Freda spoke of the constant fight to secure 

funding. The Federal Government pulled out after 
3 years, saying they only provide 'start-up' funds. 
The Attorney General of BC pays for a portion of 
the services, but the tight restrictions on other 
sources, including the City of Vancouver, makes 
the future forever gray. Bureaucrats seem to take 
no notice of the reality of courts and criminal 
charges and dangerous offenders and the trauma 
involved in these offenses. When Cheryl-Ann Joe 
was brutally murdered, the other Victims' Services 
(e.g. police) thought to just rely on a volunteer to 
sit with members of Cheryl Ann's family. This 
was totally unacceptable to Freda, who worked 
with family members for the entire six weeks of 
the trial and continued to offer support and 
practical service after the case concluded. 
There was an honouring ceremony after the trial 

concluded; over l I00 people attended. The 
highest honour, an eagle feather, was bestowed on 
each detective, constable and attorney who worked 
to make it a successful prosecution. Freda spoke 
of the incredible emotions, the awakening of the 
non-Native recipients, who found themselves 
crying at the power of the ceremonies. One 
constable, weeping outside, said that he'd come to 
the gathering expecting it to be a big party with 
drinking and not much else. He was deeply moved 
by the realisation that there was no alcohol or 
drugs at all - that the entire ceremony was, in truth, 
sacred and profound. 
Freda kept a healthy respect for the great amount 

of her work and that of the entire staff that is both 
challenging and frustrating. 

Maurice was present, as was Marilyn, and Freda 
spoke of their dedication to the work. Marilyn got 
part-time pay and worked full-time anyway. When 
one source of funds dried up she kept working as a 
volunteer until another source was secured. Freda 
puts the effect of the work on most participants 
down to one fact - "I can feel." Going to court, 
working with a victim in the case of family 



violence or assault helping with emotional 
support for a person writing a statement for the 
hearing, being a part of the heart-wrenching 
experience of someone else's pain ... barriers are 
broken, grown people cry and things change. 

"Most people, either as victims or as a witness, 
are shocked and frightened and find themselves 
wishing it would just end.. that somehow it would 
just stop. Trials and hearings and appeals and 
appearances can go on for over a year, even two." 
The Vancouver Police & Native Liaison Society 

is the forum, has the board of directors, and is the 
body to whom the staff and police constables go. 
Direction, reporting and, as crucial, funding 
possibilities are part of the everyday struggle to 
survive. 
Again to funding and other victims' services and 

a story of how a bureaucratic mentality just 
doesn't make it when it comes to the reality of 
many lives. Freda spoke of how awhl Mother's 
Day is for many single mothers who connect with 
Native Liaison. "Children are apprehended, at 
times with very good reason, but at other times 
due to a stigma carried by the mother. Once a 
child is taken, other children born to that woman 
or even related to her are automatically at risk," 
Freda said. "If your income is social assistance 
and a child is apprehended, you can go through 
every hoop thrown up to get it back but your 
cheque is cut, you don't have enough money to 
pay for a place big enough for you and your child, 

and you can't get her back unless you have 
adequate housing." 
Freda often counsels women to just find a friend 

to be with, to talk to, when the system closes down 
on them. Complicating matters of custody is the 
province's rules about foster care. If a child lives 
with its birth parent, there is far less money than if 
they live in foster care. This makes it a dollars & 

4 

cents decision, and any emotional considerations 
are given 2nd seat. 

I 

I 
The mandate of the society is to provide services 

to victims & witnesses of crime, but the lives of 
each client are integral to providing the service 
needed. It is this larger and much more profound 
aspect of dealing with the whole person and the 
forces affecting them that helps make the Native 
Liaison Services an amazing and crucial part of 
our community. 

By PAULR TAYLOR 



DOWNTOWN EASTSIDE VOLUNTEERS 

Why do you volunteer? 

What do you like or dislike about volunteering? 

Where do you volunteer? 

What do you like or dislike about that place? 

Meet other volunteers to discuss these issues. 

Sunday, Oct.15 10:30 a.m. 
Carnegie Centre Theatre 

Friday, Oct.20 2:00 p.m. 
First United Church 

with charges of racism doing a light brigade 
all over the courtroom, bouncing off the 
costly well-tended walls like hail 
off a presidential candidate, 
judge ito stands his ground 
and bravely carries on. 

Circus though the proceedings may well be, 
they are hugely profitable, and give 
many vacant Americans some 
some something to follow. 
So the audio tape that is not really there 
drones on and on. 

And for once that supreme, godly broken 
field runner looks a little less 
than bored out of his skull. 
Almost as individual as the lady opposite who 
is tqing to legally string him up, he 

listens in 
listens in 

ja douglas 

Why People Volunteer 

- I thought I could get a paying job; a lot of things 
wouldn't get done otherwise.. . 
- I was sucked into it, but now enjoy working with 
people and visiting seniors.. . 
- I couldn't find anyone who'd breastfed a baby as 
long as I had, so I organised others ... 
- I had to be of service, not for money or glory; 
that means a lot to me ... 
- I could see what had to be done, knew how, and 
there was no money; it says 'fuck you' to those 
who only see worth in the rate of pay attached ... 
- I was treated like another staff, without getting 
paid; I enjoy doing it ... 
- I wanted to give something back; connections 
and networking are easy.. . 
- I wanted revenge, to destroy the psychiatric 
system or die trying; anger tarnishes the work for 
social change.. . 
- I was born into a family that always did for 
others 



Downtown Eastside Residents Association 

CRISIS GRANT DENIED?? 

There are new rules regarding crisis grants, 
hardship grants and being administered. 

f 
NEED HELP? COME TO DERA 

F 
k DON'T LIKE THE CHANGES? LET THE 

MINISTER OF SOCIAL SERVICES 

@ KNOW 
COME TO: 

9 
DERA GENERAL MEETING 

OCTOBER 12,1995 
1:30 pm 

CARNEGIE CENTRE 
, GUEST SPEAKER JOY MCPEAIL. MINXSTER OF SOCIAL SERVICES 

GSB 

9 East Hastings Street, Vmcouvcr, B.C. V6A-1M9 Tel: 682-093 1 Fax: 669-5499 


