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It'sastrangething to know someonefor ten
years, but never actually meet him. That de-
scribesmy friendship with ayoung man, up until
last summer.

One Christmas season ten yearsago, |
received aletter from asix-year old child whose
namewas Campbell. It wascharming. Theboy
wroteasif heknew me, and told meall about
thethingsin hislifethat interested him. Accompanying theletter was
somemoney he had earned to help thehomeless. | sent aletter to
thank him.

Thenext year, he sent another little missivewith yet another dona-
tion. Again, thetonewasfamiliar and conversationd, asif we had been
best palsfor decades. | shared theseletterswith the Poverello staff,
who wereasdelighted as| was.

Theletterscame every year about the sametime, with one excep-
tion. One Christmasrolled by afew yearsago with no letter from
Campbell. | wasdisappointed, and, totell thetruth, alittle depressed.
| figured he had grown tired of Poverello House, and had moved onto
new things. However, muchto my relief, theletter camein January. He
apologized, and said hislife had been so busy that hewasalittlelate.

And busy hewas. Each year, hewould describethejoysand
anxietiesof entering anew gradein school. | learned about hismartial
artslessons, hisschool wrestling, and the academic subjectsthat excited
or bored himthemost. Eachletter wasaglimpseintothelifeof a
thoughtful, engaging, and very involved youngster. Every letter dso
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contained aschool
pictureof him, sol
could seehim grow
fromacutelittle
boy into ahand-
someteenager.

Inthe decade
that passed,
Campbel| talked
aboutvigting
Poverello, but never
seemed to get the
time. Then, one
day inAugust, | got
asurprising call: heand hisgrandfather were going to come down and
seethe Pov.

After dl thistime, | thought | knew what to expect. | wasalittle
shocked to meet thefacein the pictures attached to abody that wasas
tall asme. At sixteenyearsold, Campbell waswell over six feet tall.
Hetowered over hisgrandpa.

| gavethem both atour, which they seemed to enjoy. Whenwe
paused at the POW/MIA tablein our dayroom, the grandfather got a
litleemotiona. It turnsout that he had spent many yearsinthemilitary
and had fought inWorld Wer 11.

Sometimes, working at Poverello and living down hereisalittlelike
beinginabubble. Most of what | seeisnegative, and | don’t get away
enoughto seemuchelse. | meet many young people onthestreets,
most of whom aregoing nowhereinlife, and who are pretty well ruined
beforethey turn twenty. It'seasy tolose hope.

Now and then, however, avibrant, compass onate young person
like Campbell crossesmy path, and | start to think morepositively. If
there’ssomeonelike Campbell, who, sincethe age of six, hasthought
about the poor and donewhat he could to help, then maybe, just
maybe, therearealot morelikehim. What ablessingit
wasto finally meet him faceto face, and to seethegood -
work that God has started in him. Maybethere' shope
for we humans, after dl, if somehow we can help pro-
duceafew more Campbells.




Angels in the Clinic

Hewasahumble, soft-spoken man who had been on the streets
foralongtime. “Marcel” (not hisrea name) cameto Poverello House
oftento eat, but rarely used our other services. Heshowed upinthe
Holy CrossClinic oneday, complaining of itching. CeCeLomeli-Perez,
the nurse practitioner inthe clinic, examined him, and discovered that his
wholebody wasinfested with liceand scabies. Shegot him cleaned up,
treated him for the parasites, and earned hiseternal gratitudefor not
only taking care of the problem, but showering himwith expert care,
kindness, and acceptance.

CeCecdledinsomeof her chipsand got afreehaircut for him. It
wasthen that hisnightmare, and CeCe'shercul ean efforts, began.

Marcel had long hair and abushy beard, but when the beard was
shaved off, ahugetumor wasrevealed on hisneck. When CeCe saw
it, sheknew that it was serious.

Largely through her effortsand networking, theclinic hostsawide
variety of medica personnel who volunteer their services. Oneof these
wasan oncologist, and CeCewasted no timegetting Marcel infor an
appointment with him. Asshe suspected, the newswas not good.

Marcel had throat cancer that had spread, resulting in the neck
tumor, and it very soonwould aso engulf histongue. Additiondly, he
had an advanced case of hepatitis C, with an enlarged and inflamed
liver.

It wasn't long before hewas unableto speak. He could no longer
swallow without great difficulty. Hecommunicated with CeCeby
writing notes.

Shedidall shecouldfor him. She spoketo our cooks, and at
every breakfast, lunch and dinner, they would put hismealsinafood
processor and blend theminto asemi-liquid form that he could swallow.

Asthe cancer and hepatitis progressed, CeCe continued seeing
Marcel. Atlast, sheknew that there was no turning back the disease;
hewasdying. Shegently but honestly apprised him of hissituation, as
shecontinuedto givehim painrelieversfor thehorrible physica anguish
hewasstoically enduring. Another doctor intheclinic sadly confirmed
what shehad told him.



Marcel wasn't ready to accept that hiscancer wasterminal.
Homelessand destitute, aswell asa oneintheworld, heworried about
what would happen to his scanty belongings. He had acouple of bags
of clothesand personal items, and abicycle he had woninacontest,
whichwasespecidly preciousto him. After many conversationswith
CeCe, heacknowledged theredlity of hissituation, and, muchto her
surprise, hedecided to leaveall of hisbelongingsto her. Atthat point,
sheknew that he had broken through the denial and wasready to meet
hisfae.

However, now that he wastoo weak to be on the streets, CeCe
faced the problem of whereto put him for end-of-lifecare. Shecon-
tacted hospice, but no bed wasavailable. Through some hard-nosed
advocacy and networking, she cgjoled ahospita totakehimin.

When CeCevisited the hospital, it was obviousthat they were
taking extraordinary measuresto keep himdive. It wassomething that
hedidn’t want, and shehad to talk to the hospital ethicscommitteeto
explainthat hewasinimmensepain, hissoul wasworn out, and he
smply wanted to“go home.” After much discussion, thehospita
relented and listened to her.

CeCewastherewhenthey removed thetube. Two minutes|ater,
sheheld hishand and quietly told him, “ Don’t worry anymore, Marcel,
you'regoing home,” and he peacefully died.

Heisburied in an unmarked pauper’sgrave, but CeCewantsto
get astone marker engraved for him. Shejust hasn’t had the emotiona
energy to pursueit yet, because she’sstill grieving for him. Caring for
Marcd wasimmensely draining, but shesaysshe' ddoitagainina
heartbest.

If anyonewonderswhat makesHoly Cross Clinic so specid, this
story saysital.

Turkey Time

Asisusually thecasethistimeof theyear, wehaveapressing need
for turkeys. Thegood newsisthat grocerswill behaving somegreat
dealsonthebighirds, soif you' dliketo help usout, you can probably
dosoat areasonableprice! Call usat 498-6988for moreinformation
ondonationdrop-offs.



Back to Basics

Inthe middleagesin Europe, roadswere plagued with highway-
men and cutthroats. Travel wasoften an economic necessity, but
dangerousintheextreme. Violencewasnever far away, and perilous
roadswerejust one of many reasonsthat medieval lifewas, inthe
wordsof ThomasHobbes, “ ... solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short.”

Monasteriesbecamerefugesfor weary, worried travelers, or
anyoneeseinneed. They werealso spiritual oasesand centersof
poverty relief.

Interestingly, the San Francisco Poverello Coffeehouse had avery
smilar function. Father Simon opened it asarefugefrom the chaos of
the Tenderloin Digtrict. Peoplecametheretofed safe, accepted, and
welcome. Father Simon’sspiritua commitment and sacrificid love
pervaded the atmosphere.

PoverelloHousein Fresnois, of course, modeled after the original
in San Francisco. MikeMcGarvinwasdeeply influenced by Father
Simon’sministry, and herealy didn’t know any other way to help
people. After feeding and meeting people on the streets of Fresno, he
wasableto obtain abuilding, and that early Poverello very much
resembled its San Francisco namesake.

Aswe vegrown, we' ve added services, personnel, and property.
Thehumblelittlehaven of oldisno more, and in many ways, isno
longer acopy of its San Francisco namesake.

However, onething hasremained the same. Oneof our main
functionsisdtill that of arefuge. Originaly, whenweobtainedthis
building (actualy thethird Fresno Poverello House), the street outside
wasdtill wild and untamed. Fights, muggings, knifingsand every
conceivablekind of mayhem took place sometimes mereinchesfrom
our front doors. Inside, thingswere much calmer and moreeasily
controlled, sothat street peoplefelt safewithinthewalls; but if you
stepped out thedoor, it wasadifferent story.

That changed when the City of Fresno turned over the block to us
inthe 1990s, and wewere ableto fence off the street to traffic. That
expanded our domain, and alowed ustoincrease serviceswhile
smultaneoudy creatingamuch larger sanctuary from street life.

Hobbes famousdictum about the shortnessand brutishness of life
could have been describing the street experiences of thehomelessin



Fresno. Onthe other side of the Poverello
gates, lifeisprecarious. Inside, however,
peopleknow that they can count on protection
whenthey enter. They evenfed safeenoughto
take catnaps, resting in the assurance that they
won'’t bedisturbed .

Thusitisthat our day shelter now extends
well beyond our Dayroom. Wehave picnic
tables, shaded by treesand patio umbrellas
outside, sothat the homelesscan relax and enjoy abeautiful day without
concernfor their well-being. Insde, itisair conditioned inthe summer
and heated inthewinter, with books, television,
writing paper and pens, playing cards, and table
gamesdl avallable.

A good example of the benefitsof thisservice
isinMaria'sstory. A harmlessolder lady, Maria
alwaysgracioudy thanksusfor themealswe
provide, and spends her dayssitting outside onthe
samebench. Sheusualy bringsher littledogfor
companionship. Elderly andfragile, sheisgrateful
for aplace where she can come and be safeduring
thedaylight hours.

Perhaps some of the hardest things about homelessnessare having
nowhereto go, feeling shunned and unwanted, and the sensethat
danger isever present. Our day shelter solvesthese problems.

A goodideawill last throughout theages. Poverdloisprivilegedto
continue, on the dangerous streets of Fresno, atradition that medieval
monasteriesbegan solong ago.

Wish List
TURKEYS!!II AND MORE TURKEYS!!
Canned yams * Pumpkin, pecan & apple pies

Dinner rolls * Canned canberry sauce

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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