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One of the truths I’ve discovered about
Poverello House is that no matter how much
I’ve seen over the course of many years here,
something new and surprising is always just
around the corner.  People’s lives intersect here
in strange ways, and the results can be tragic,
wonderful, or a little of both.

One of our board members invited his sister
to come and get a tour of the Pov.  Beverly (not

her real name) was very impressed with what she saw, and felt strongly
that she would like to contribute in some way.  She asked if she could
bake cookies for the homeless, and that’s what she did.  On Valentine’s
Day, she brought 600 homemade cookies to distribute to our guests.

As she was handing out the cookies, a woman shuffled up and
stood staring at her.  She looked up, and it slowly dawned on her that
she recognized the homeless woman:  it was her sister-in-law.  It had
been years since they had seen each other, and Beverly had thought that
she was dead.  Apparently, the sister-in-law had been homeless for a
long time, and the family, after losing contact, had concluded that she
had died on the streets.

It was a tearful reunion, and it wouldn’t have happened if Beverly
hadn’t decided to make those cookies for Poverello.  Her decision to
help led to an encounter that she never could have anticipated.

It’s impossible to say whether or not this story will have a happy
ending.  Beverly’s sister-in-law is on the streets for a reason, be it
addiction or mental illness.  She’s habituated to street life, and this
providential meeting may not be enough to motivate her to change.



Nevertheless, I see their meeting as the result of God’s grace and
guiding hand.  So many factors had to come into play for this to happen,
that it seems impossible for it to be a coincidence.

What strikes me in this little story is how Beverly’s decision to
assist Poverello led her to a face-to-face meeting with someone she
assumed was dead.  I believe that when we make decisions to help
others, good things will follow.  Maybe not something dramatic, as in
this case, but the Lord takes those efforts and gives us rewards.

Perhaps the reward is actually seeing someone’s life improve as a
result of our efforts; or maybe
the reward is more subtle,
such as getting out of our-
selves and becoming less self-
centered.  You might meet
someone who becomes
significant to your life; you
might discover a skill you
never had.

In San Francisco in the
1960s, I was certainly a self-
centered mess, and I didn’t
know how to help myself.  My
chance meeting with Father
Simon led to an invitation to
volunteer at the Poverello
Coffeehouse, and the rest is
history.  All I wanted was a
way to stop drugs and stop
the emotional pain I was experiencing; what I got instead was a whole
new life.

Beverly’s decision to volunteer led her to a loved one she other-
wise might never have seen again; my decision to help a little priest at a
drop-in center led to a relationship with God and a place
called Poverello House in Fresno.  Sometimes just taking
a tiny step that moves you away from your comfortable
routine, but a step that points you toward others in need,
can turn into a life-changing event.



A Passion for the Hopeless

In the past year or so, the area surrounding Poverello House has
been increasingly populated with tent cities, hovels of scrap wood,
canvas and other found items used to create crude shelters for the
homeless.  These are generally unsanitary, dangerous places.

However, there is one that is different.  Located under an overpass
near a closed onramp, there is a camp that has a distinctive look.  A
homeless man lives there who has a mission.   He began a downhill slide
years ago after his wife died, and came to live on the streets.  At some
point, he realized how far he had fallen, and cried out to God for help.
A recovering addict, he now has compassion for his brothers on the
streets, and wants only to share his faith and hope.

Obviously, worldly success has not come his way.   However, such
things matter little to him.  He holds open-air services for the homeless,
and has created a memorial for homeless people who have died.  His

passion is comforting the
afflicted, and these pictures are
a testimony to the beauty of his
efforts.  They also demonstrate
that having your life together is
not a prerequisite to helping
others; you just have to reach
out in faith and love, whatever
your circumstances.

Above:  “Homeless Ministry” sign made of cups
Below:  Homeless memorial
Far right:  The homeless preacher’s philosophy



Meditations on a Trolley Car

A few blocks east of Poverello House, not far from the homeless
tent cities, stand two old trolley cars, linked together at a right angle.
Many years ago, it was a unique restaurant eponymously named “The
Trolley Car”.

The Trolley Car was a thriving diner, providing delicious lunchtime
fare for the many businesses in the neighborhood.  Its specialty was
clam chowder, which was particularly hearty on a cold winter day.

Like so many other hidden gems in the area, the time came when
The Trolley Car had to close.  Maybe the general decline in the neigh-
borhood led to its demise; perhaps some surrounding businesses closed
and its customer base dwindled; or maybe the owners moved on to
better business opportunities.

Whatever the case, the two trolleys still stand, sadly empty and
strewn with trash.  Few people remember when it was a happy, thriving
place because hardly anyone knows or cares about it.  Its tattered
exterior hides a gloomy interior.  Looking at it now, you can only get a
faded glimpse of its past beauty and purpose, both of which were long
ago lost to obscurity.

It would be wonderful if an entrepreneur would come along and
resurrect the old diner, but the chances of that happening are nil.  It will
most likely continue to stand neglected for years to come.

The homeless people in the streets near the trolley cars have much
in common with them:  they are also forgotten, neglected, and have little
hope of becoming useful and vibrant again.  However, the big difference
between people and trolleys is that people have souls and free will.
Some of these broken
people will remain
broken, but others will
decide that they no
longer want to live in
squalor, and will reach
out for help.  When that
happens, Poverello
House will be here to
give them a hand.



Working Toward Healing

Recently, an eight-year-old boy came to do some community
service work for school.  Many local schools, including elementary
schools, are requiring students to do some kind of service in the com-
munity as a way of building both character and awareness of some of
the needs around the city.

Unlike so many other students doing community service, however,
this young man had a direct connection with Poverello House—his
father had been in our addiction recovery program.  The dad had
finished the program and was trying to pull his imploded life back
together.  Not only that, but the poor child’s mother is also an addict,
and was still in a recovery program.  Essentially, then, the boy only had
his dad.

For addicts, shattered relationships with their children are often the
most damaging consequence of drug use.  If
they are fortunate enough to embrace
recovery, mending those painful relationships
often becomes a priority.

So it was with this boy’s father.  He
brought his son down to Poverello, and they
spent thirteen hours working together,
helping prepare meals, serve food, and
clean up.

It was a very encouraging sight.  We
often lose track of men who graduate from our addiction recovery
program, and many don’t stay clean and sober for very long.  When
they come back and volunteer, however, that act of selflessness seems
to be correlated with sustained sobriety.  Maybe it’s because they are
forcing themselves to remember how far down drug addiction took
them; or maybe by helping others, they forget the self-centered thoughts
that tend to ambush addicts trying to make a better life.

We do know a couple of things about this incident.  First, by
coming and volunteering, our former resident guaranteed himself another
day of sobriety.  Second, whatever emotional scars his son carries from
his Dad’s drug use, those few hours together down here were the
beginning of a healing process that we pray will go on and on.



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

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

May Wish List
Ground beef * Chicken

Olive oil * Sugar
Disposable razors

8 1/2” X 11” Copy paper

Last Chance for Elvis!

It’s almost here!  The Amici
del Poverello Guild’s annual
Brunch With Elvis, featuring
the FABULOUS Jeremy Pearce,
will be held on Saturday, May 14,
2011 from 10:00 a.m. to 1:00
p.m. at Grand Occasions, located
at 4584 West Jacquelyn Avenue
in Fresno. Brunch With Elvis is
an annual fundraiser that benefits
the mission of Poverello House
and not only a great show, but a
delicious brunch and a fun raffle.

You really don’t want to miss
this event!  Tickets can be
purchased by calling Mary Lou

Cancio (291-8375) or Carol Maul (229-7709).  Tickets are $25.00.  A
great meal and a chance to see the King perform!  What could be
better?  Get your tickets while they are still available!




