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Theday following the Super Bowl, afriend
of minewasdriving in Fresno on Shaw Avenue.
Asheapproached BlackstoneAvenue, he saw
what he thought was another homeless panhan-
dler, holding asign. Ashegot closer, he noticed
that therewasalargefootball drawn onthe
placard. Finally, ashedroveby, hewasableto
read thewriting onthesign, and he burst out
laughing. Itsaid, “LOSER: Lost my Super
Bowl bet.” Apparently, standing onacorner in abject humiliationwasa
consequence of wagering onthewrong team.

We had somewinnersand losersat our Poverello Super Bowl
party, too. Obvioudy, Saintsfanswere happy, and Coltsfanswere not.
However, acouple of other people ended up loserseven beforethe
gamebegan. Oneguy walkedinand promptly dropped the beer he
was hiding under hiscoat. We eighty-sixed him pretty quickly. Then, a
woman entered dressed in atrench coat. When she sat down, it
became obviousthat thetrench coat was all shewaswearing. We had
to ask her to leave; with aninety-e ght-percent male audience, her attire
would have definitely distracted fromthe game.

Winning and losing arenot only abig part of football, but dsoa
part of our culture, and, redly, of the human condition. When| wasa
football player in high school and junior college, it wasmy good fortune
tobeonwinningteams. | lovedwinning; it gave meahigh, afedling that
| wasimportant, that | was part of something big and exciting. Back
then, my dark secret wasthat while | wasawinner onthefootball field,
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| felt likealoser infront of my dad. Hiscruel treatment and cutting
remarks had withered my self-esteem to dmost nothing.

I’1l probably goto my grave never fully understanding thedynamics
of my relationship with my father, and how it later affected my choices.
Inhindsight, however, I ve cometo seethat my drug use, bar fighting
and hippie promiscuity werehow | was“living down” tomy father’s
low expectationsof me. | can picturemy subconsciousrhetorically
askingdear ol’ Dad, “ Youwant to call mealoser? Fine. I'll prove
you'reright.”

Theamazing thing about God'sgraceisthat even themost negative
circumstancesinlife can beredeemed. My dad’sabuse may have
influenced my salf-destructive behavior, but for whatever reason, God
didn’t want that to be the end of the story. Burning out on drugs, sex
and violence, and ultimately losing all my sdlf-respect, led meona
“negative pathto savation.” It paved theway for meto becomesuch
anall-timeloser that | finally had no recourse but turning to God.

Intime, | discovered that | had aspecia fondness, and maybe
evenamodest talent, for helping losers. Loserswere peoplewith
whom | had much in common, and that commonality of fedling put meat
ease with them, and they withme. | also discovered that loserswere
not only found onthestreets. I've met middle-class, successful people
who secretly believed they wereworthless; millionaireswhoseinner
demonsdrovethem to hurt themselvesand others; and peoplewho
wereexternally successful, but whose personal liveswereamess.

Ultimately, though, we' reall losers. No matter how much success
we veenjoyedinlife, al of uswill die. Someonewill takeour placein
theworld, al we' ve accumulated will go to someoneelse, and eventu-
aly, al our accomplishmentswill beforgotten. Inthisgreet fellowship
of loserhood, therich and thehomelessredlly arealot aike.

Easter isfor losers; inother words, for al of us. I’m never com-
pletely forlorn, because | know what aloser | was, and the Easter story
tellsmehow muchit cost Jesusto rescueme. If God loves methat
much, and if heloveseventhemost hopel ess street junkieand the
spiritually destitutebillionairejust asmuch asHelovesme, then it
occursto methat nooneisreally aloser if heor shecanjust -
accept that love. My hopefor Poverello Houseisthat we can
reflect that miracle of Easter, dl year long, to al who comeour
way. If wejust dothat, | think we'll bewinners.



The Limits of Expectations

A phraseweusealot around Poverello Houseis, “ You just never
know.” What we mean when we say thisisthat your perception of
someonemay or may not beaccurate, or if it’ saccurate now, it may not
be soin afew weeks, months, or years.

For example, we' ve had volunteers and empl oyeeswho seemed to
be competent and stabl e, only to discover later onthat they had sub-
stantial emotional problemsthat interfered with their work. We' veaso
given up on some homelessclients, who went on to defy our expecta-
tionsandturntheir livesaround.

Recently, ahomeless man got drunk one night and decided to
climb our fence, because, ashe explained |ater, he hadn’'t seena”“No
Trespassing” sign. Our resident program security guards caught him
andexpdledhim.

Thisinitsalf wasn't anunusud incident,
until wediscovered theclimber’sidentity.

A few yearsago, heand hisfamily were
proud Poverello House donors. Hewas
working and supporting hiswifeand
children, and seemed to belivinganormal,
middle-classlife.

Wedon't exactly know what hap-
pened sincethat time. He said something
about adivorceand medical expenses, but
certainly hisdrinking played amagjor rolein hisdownfall, also. So now,
hedrinkshispain and regret away daily, and dependson usto feed him.
It'sone of themost tragic situationswe' ve encountered here.

Equally sad wasaday when some school children cameto serve.
Asit turnsout, the mom of one of the studentswas on the streetsand
egting at Poverello. Apparently, thegirl hadn’t seen her mother in quite
sometime; perhapsshewaslivingwith areative, or infoster care.
Whatever the situation, the two spotted each other, and it was aheart-
rending reunion.

Thiswasn't thefirst time such ahappenstance meeting took place;
other volunteershave been surprised by seeing family memberseating at
Pov before. However, thiswas perhapsthe most emotional ly traumatic




encounter that we' vewitnessed. Boththegirl and her mother were
amost hysterical, and it certainly ruined the sevice day for her school.
Other students nervoudy looked around, unsurewhat to do. The
mother would go back to the streets, her soul crushed with grief and
guilt; thegirl would go back to school and her dternativeliving Stuation
without her mom, and would probably betortured by the memory of
thismeeting for therest of her life.

Not al the* Youjust never know” storiesaresad. Occasionally,
someone surprisesuswith astory of redemption.

Big T issomeoneweall knew from hisyearsof livingonthe
dreets. Heishandsome, friendly, intelligent, funny, and seemingly
capableof being asuccess. Yet, he perpetually languished in astate of
homelessness.

BigT wasn'ta“joiner.” Henever seemed interested in our Resi-
dent Program, or in any other program. When we opened the Village
of Hope, weasked himtotry it out; herefused. Heusually camped by
himself, apparently not trusting others.

Theyearswent by. Big T wasarrested for some outstanding
warrants. Hespenttimeinjail, which seemed likeit might beawake-
upcall for him. Now in hisfifties, hewasn’t prepared for the menacing
young gang-bangers he encountered, and swore he’ d change hisways
when hegot out.

However, hiswaysdidn’t change. Still good with ahustle, still not
committing to anyoneor anything, he stayed homeless. It seemed such
awaste.

Then, one day, someone asked, “HasanyoneseenBig T re-
cently?” Noonehad.

We hadn’t seen him because Big T had been going through some
changes. Maybe hewasjust weary of street life; maybethefear hefelt
injail made him rethink where hewasheaded. Whatever thereason,
Big T found asmall church, andfor thefirst timeinamany years, made
somecommitments. Hecommitted himself to God and to hislittle
church family; hefound ajob and aplaceto stay; findly, hegot intouch
with along-estranged daughter and started hisrelationship over with
her.

Hedropped by Poverello House oneday with al of thisnews. He
looked great, and sounded wonderful. You just never know.



Amici Del Poverello Guild presents:

6. I. BLUES Brunch with Elvis!

Grand Occasions, 4584 W. Jacquelyn, Fresno
$25 per person for brunch ticket

Call: Mary Lou Cancio at 291-8375 or
Carol Maul at 229-7709 for
Brunch and Raffle tickets

Raffle tickets are $2.00 per ticket or $10.00
per book of 5 tickets.
First prize: $500
Second prize: $250
Third Prize $100

All proceeds benefit Poverello House.

Featuring THE FABULOUS

Jeremy Pearce/
Thisis a great way to help Poverello House while enjoying
a fantastic show! Ticketswill go fast, so call early to secure
your seat to see the Central Valley's premier Elvisimpersonator!




Burlington Coat Factory
Warms Up the Poor

Last February, Burlington Coat Factory donated over 400 beauti-
ful new coatsfor Poverello Houseto giveto thehomeless. Weheld
two big distributions, and hundreds of men, women and childrenwere
given sorely-needed winter wear. Weat Poverello arevery thankful for
thisgenerous donation, asare the happy recipients of the coats.

Ky TS, & -
% N T Below: Families line up for the
ﬁ TR - children’s coat distribution

Above:  Hundreds of jackets were given
out to homeless men and women

Wish List

Hams * Canned Yams
Olive o1l * Coftee * Sugar
T-shirts * Socks * Men’s underwear
Children’s books & magazines

Remember, we now take credit card donations. Please see
the enclosed envelope for instructions.

To donate online, visit our website at www.poverellohouse.org
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