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Editor’s Voice:
Inside story: Lakota Siouxs. My great forefathers were pilgrims. They had 8-7 wives
before it became a law. One of the great fathers I came from their blood line. Liousa
Martinez. I thank her very much for who I am.
I thank you for reading the stories and lessons to what the voices experience and
where they are from. Lets get involved in cleanliness, awareness, respect, well
mannered, discipline, and clean up. Lets take care of hygiene. Lets stop the violence,
crime, and stealing!
Please write me some more voices for the news.
The Gay Pride Parade will be June 5th. The Rio Grande Community will march with
signs and banners for awareness of the homeless. Please see me if you want to
march with us.
Gloria Red Bear
E d i t o r i a l P o l i c y o f “ T h e C o m m u n i t y Vo i c e :
T h e s e l e c t i o n s t h a t a r e p u b l i s h e d i n “ T h e C o m m u n i t y Vo i c e ” a r e w r i t t e n b y
t h o s e i n t h e R i o G r a n d e H o m e l e s s C o m m u n i t y. O f f e n s i v e w o r d s a n d
personal attacks are not allowed. Both public and private organizations
may be criticized. Personal stories describing the experience of being
homeless or life experiences that contributed to be homeless are valued.
There will be no editorial corrections or revisions other than addressing the
above items that are not allowed. The editor makes no attempt to verify
the truth of the submitted comments or stories. $5 will be paid to the
a u t h o r f o r e v e r y p i e c e a c c e p t e d b y t h e e d i t o r.
The public is invited to comment by using the following email address
thevoiceofriogrande@gmail.com
Gloria Red Bear
E d i t o r, T h e C o m m u n i t y Vo i c e

How I Became Homeless:
I am a Polynesian male in my mid 40’s and how I became
homeless is not affiliated with drugs instead it had to do with
my own personal negative traits that I am known for which is
being irresponsible with money, procrastinating with paying
bills and not seeing eye to eye with my family. However I
never thought that it would get to the point of having to
decide to live in a homeless shelter.
On the night of February 1, 2016 on my way to the shelter I
ran into a guy who had been living there for quite some time
now in the homeless shelter and allowed me to follow him. I
bombarded him with so many questions and the only
response he gave me was “There’s nothing I can say about it,
you just have to experience it yourself” and he couldn’t have
been more accurate.
My first night there was awful. I had been to jail several times
in my early 20’s and I remember how my eye kept twitching
from the shock of being in jail but this homeless shelter was
making my whole body twitch. There were so many men and
the filth, at least the jail makes you clean the place this was a
dump! When I finally found my bunk bed the smell alone
made me put my blanket over my head to not pass out
instead of falling asleep…there’s a difference.
Within that first week I had my iPad and my phone stolen and
I had purchased another phone and as I had left my phone to
charge a couple of feet away I noticed a guy attempting to
steal my phone. I confronted him and asked if that was his
phone and he replied “yes” but still trying to figure out the
pin number. I grabbed the phone and entered the pin and
was able to access my phone. I asked him why he lied and as
he stood up it led to a physical altercation. Security accessed
the video to see who assaulted who first and I made my first
debut on a first assault in a shelter and was evicted for 20
days.
I was directed to another shelter 3 blocks down the road and
just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse…keep
reading.
Within that first week due to the even more filth and
numbing smells, you lay side by side in a big room on a carpet
with a design that you can barely see from the dirt on top and
lay next to multiple men like sardines. By doing so I had
caught an internal like flu symptom to where at work doing
Customer Service speaking over the phone I was unable to
communicate very well without coughing and apologizing to
the customer for trying to get over a cold.
Externally, because I was born with a skin condition my body
was not immune to the dirty carpet so I began form lesions
starting from the bottom of my legs and moving upward (I
know…disgusting) which was very painful.
Thankfully, by volunteering at one of the centers, before
they would open their doors at 7:00 A.M. I would arrive at
6:00 A.M. and I would be able to shower alone and clean and
disinfect the infection as best as I could to get ready for work.
On the weekends I would stay at a Motel 6 and suffer
through the pain of taking care of my body and rest as much
as I could to go back to the shelter and work for that week.
This went on for 2 Months and it wasn’t getting any better
and by this time the infection had reached up to my thighs

which made it difficult to sit at work and lay down comfortably
or sleep. I would not use their blankets they provided (which
would make my infection even worse) a good friend of mine
provided a thick warm blanket for me and this became my
“comforter” (no pun intended) however it was so thick and I had
no storage so I had no other choice but to lug it with me to
work. At first it was embarrassing but it kept me warm at night. I
would quickly try to sneak in at work but my awkward walk from
the pain of the infection and this big ole blanket just drew more
attention.
I only called in sick once however my performance at work was
failing due to my current situation and I was terminated from
my employment.
I’ve never experienced being in shock before but I assume that’s
what happened next. I don’t remember much after that other
than standing at the bus stop leaving work not knowing what to
do next , I remember laying in my bunk bed and not being able
to get up and use the bathroom so I urinated in my bunk
bed…twice, I don’t recall how I got there but I was standing in
the rain wrapped in my blanket wearing nothing but my
underwear, shoes and at the Salt Lake City Library and waking
up on the main floor of the library by two nice men who worked
for a program that the Library called and asking me if I’m okay
and if I am wearing anything underneath and if I need help.
They kindly brought me some clothes, took me somewhere
where I could shower, watch TV and sleep and then dropped me
back off at the shelter.
After that I assume it had been a couple of days later and I woke
up at the Motel 6 and I felt my entire body internally and
externally feel as if the eye of the storm had passed. My mind
was clear, internally I could breathe and even though my legs
were still swollen with infection I could feel I was getting better.
After I had taken a shower I looked at myself in the mirror and I
could not recognize my own body. I was a skeleton from the
waist up and I was an infected elephant man from the waist
down.
I had told myself February 1st that I am only putting up with this
for two weeks, it is now the beginning of May and I am still here.
My legs have healed however due to the illness it has left other
physical difficulties that I am slowly recovering from.
Now that I am well and starting to be my old self again I am
pushing very hard in seeking a job and I am seeing the lighter
side of the shelter’s services. The Weigand center with their
amazing staff has been educating me and training me to be
better in job interviews to seek employment and when I do find
employment they will then assist me in seeking housing. And
when my time is free they allow me to volunteer to make my
time useful and I couldn’t be more grateful for their efforts.
To be quite honest with you I wouldn’t have changed this
experience for the world because it will forever make me be
more disciplined in handling my finances, not procrastinate and
to not judge the shelter’s because when you put forth the effort
in removing yourself from this environment they will do
everything in their power to assist you…but I DO NOT want to
experience this again!
(The writer of this copy prefers to remain anonymous for
personal reasons. He is known to the Editor)

Our Community Voices:
So about the situation at the Rio Grande. Here it is as I see it. Hope. It’s grand. If you walk through
Old Greek Town you can see many people have lost it. Stay long enough and you can see why. NO
prospects, no way of improving limiting the choices to getting high and staying sober and facing the
street. Habits become the cause and cure for many ills. The homeless population in the Rio Grande
area is far too familiar with this. So what can be done about it? Given the area has historically been
the red light district of a buttoned down modest city this isn’t a new situation. Folks want to find
comfort in all forms of vices. So it comes down to a choice of either cracking down or containing.
Personally I find path of harm reduction to be the most palatable. Which is a bit of a radical
approach. Like handing out condoms and lube at a rave. Which when done at LGBT venues has been
shown to significantly reduce STD’s. So does that mean a clean needle exchange? Or toxic compound
testing for foreign substances specifically spice? There are some that think that the problem can be
legislated away or shipped to prison. This line of reasoning seems to have exacerbated the problem.
As in how many decades does the war on drugs need to rage on before it occurs to folks that this
approach is netting negative returns? So then what? How about providing alternatives that actually
make a difference. Such as…? And this is the real challenge. If say a person with limited motivation
to try is given a chance to improve their lives what help can be given? How do you provide an
incentive to folks that are without hope to make a significant change? This is what city leaders and
community planners need to contemplate.
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