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A PROMISE KEPT

“You can write! You NEED to do something with this, man! This isn't just your story...this is OUR 

story! It's ALL of our stories! Please! Promise me you'll do something with this!”

(* One of my shelter-mates said this one evening when he saw me writing in my note-book. I 

promised. This is my promise... kept. Thank YOU for reading and learning “OUR” story.)

The Journal took 16 months to write, in note-books. It took well over 2 years to transcribe, as you 

will see.

It took almost 7 years to become what you are reading today. And over the course of all that time,

I will tell you: the memories, good and bad are still vividly clear, and many of the wounds are still

very open, raw and painful.
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FOREWORD

It wasn't easy, this morning, waking up knowing that there was no way out. No money left and 

none coming in. The rent was so far behind that there wasn't a glimmer of hope that I might be 

able to stay even one day longer. I couldn't fight it. I was so far behind in every debt I owed and I 

had no ground to stand on, no bargaining leverage, I couldn't make any promises. The choice 

this morning was to wait until I was physically thrown into the streets or to simply walk away, 

leaving everything where it was. I couldn't even afford a place to store what little I had left in my 

life. I was over 50 years old, had worked all my life, sometimes at jobs I truly didn't like, for 

people I didn't like, but I worked... always worked for even the smallest things I had. To look at 

what surrounded me in my “home” wouldn't make an impression on most people. I didn't have 

rare and precious antiques or collectible pieces of art; I didn't have all the latest styles in clothing 

or anything with “designer” names. What I did have was all the necessary essentials, and a few 

little things that connected to memories, memories that brought me moments of wonder and 

happiness and peace. 

Where I was going, which was something I wasn't even certain of yet, I couldn't bring anything 

with me other than the clothes on my back and a little more, just to be ready for changes in 

weather. I had no car to store anything in, nor to provide any sort of shelter. I had no cart to pull 

about with me. I had no luggage I could pack and roll about town. I had no choice this morning 

but to leave everything where it was and let whom-ever come along and either throw it all into 

the streets to be collected by the sanitation department or, if anybody wanted, to take something 

or all with them. Maybe the clothes would end up at a Goodwill or a church bazaar. Maybe the 

furnishings would end up at a Salvation Army. Hopefully, something would manage to find its 

way to somebody who needed and could use it. That could be my “legacy”, to have donated 

something needed to someone who would appreciate it.

The silly things, the things connected only to my own experiences, my own memories, my own 

existence would probably be tossed into black plastic trash bags and somebody would curse me 

and them as they dragged it all out to the curb. 
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01.August 2008 - Monogram

FRIDAY 15 AUGUST 2008 

I was awake almost the entire night, worried about

paying the rent. At approximately 4:30am, I called

for my available banque balance. 2.71$! I hoped that

payroll simply hadn’t been posted yet but grew sick

at the possibility it wouldn’t be at all. There should

be 2 weeks' pay there! It would cover the rent that's

due and leave a little more for something to eat... a

coffee at the very least. And all of this anxiety, this

terror would be gone. But it's not there! It's not

there! What has payroll done? What has Evelyn

done? It makes no difference to any of them, really.

THEY'RE all sleeping comfortably... I don't even

exist. - So by 5:30am I began packing up, preparing

for the hotel I'd come to call “home” to come take

my belongings. Eviction at this point, was

inevitable, and I honestly couldn't fight or argue

against it. I owed rent for the month, and, at this point, I had absolutely no way to pay it. They 

would evict and ethically, I had no recourse. - Again, at 6:30, I phoned the automated line... no 

payroll! Maybe not until 9:00? I prepared for death. The thought of losing what little I have made

death so much better. From 3 rooms of furniture, clothing, kitchen-ware, essentials to daily life 

and existence, I have a few pieces of luggage, clothes enough for living day-to-day. At this point, I

suppose I should thank my “sister” for having stolen all else. Leaving all of that behind would 

have placed a great deal of stress on others. Now, all that's needed to dispose of all that I have is a 

few trash bags. Imagine, my entire 50-some years... in a few trash bags. This is what we come to, 

all that we amount to. As for death, well, I have all the pills I need - By 9:00, I left. Walked out of 

the little room where I was most comfortable, and made my “home”. Down the old stairs, 

through the little lobby... Carlos was on the desk and doing something that apparently required 



Journal Days © Judah A. Kessler 2015                                                                                                       7

his undivided attention. He didn’t speak. I held the door for the young girl who was my 

neighbour on the 2nd floor. Carlos never even looked up. I left, silently walked out the door, 

holding onto a dim hope that at some point during the day, technology would snap, my salary 

would be posted to my account, I could run... RUN and pay my rent and all would be well again. 

Hope... very dim hope. - 9:30am. 2.71$! I put 2$ on my MetroCard so that I'd have, at the very 

least, bus fare, in case I needed to get any-where, and headed to the Fort. At least there, I could 

wait,in some semblance of sanity and serenity, pass the time chatting with Penelope, maybe have

a coffee with her, an hope. - My god! How it RAINED! Lightning! Thunder! Beautiful! But it 

screwed me up and out of my plans for a quiet retreat to the dunes and death. Something is 

thwarting even my ultimate departure from this misery. I don't want to take the next breath, let 

alone, face the horrors of what's bound to come. Homeless. Empty. Hopeless. Empty. Finished. - 

At noon I swallowed 2 Oxycodone. 12:30, 2 more. 1.00pm, another. 12 is the max per day I learnt 

at the library (PDR) this morning. I was on my way. - 4:00pm. I took my “pills” silently. Nobody 

knows what's rushing through my body now. I spent the day with Penelope, chatting and waiting 

for the medications to start shutting things down in my body. Hoping that they would. Penelope 

left. It poured! I stayed in T7 with some guy who'd showed up during the course of the day 

waiting for Tommy to return at 8:00pm. Why, of all times, on all the days, did somebody else 

have to come to simply “hang”? I didn't want to be around anybody... not today. - A full storm 

raged, and passed. Tommy and Tony, then Geoff and Mary arrived. They rehearsed their 

“Improv” skit. I was STONED! and pissed. It was still raining and I didn’t know where I’d spend 

the night in the rain. It didn't appear that this medication was going to be any swifter than “Life” 

itself. Ah... only more misery, just more misery. - Oddly enough, Mary and Geoff offered a lift to 

B116th Street tonight! How strange. In all the time we've known each-other, and never an offer 

before, today. There's nothing there for me to go to any more. I didn't want to face being told 

that I couldn't have access to my room. I couldn't face knowing that everything was already gone.

I was in more than enough emotional pain right now. So no, I didn't need a lift. What I needed at 

that very moment was a place to lay down, close my eyes and drift off into non-existence. But I 

thanked them and just said “I’m good.” - I think they all left approximately 11.30pm. It was 

drizzling. I went out, into the night, put on my rain poncho (from the 99-cent store) and started 

to the beach in the drizzle and darkness. If I could get close enough to the sea, maybe I could pass

out there, close enough to the tide. It would come in, lift me up, take me out. There's nothing 

between here and the South Pole, and a LOT of open sea. But as I turned the corner, away from 

the buildings... Hero Road gated! I turned back, went into the real darkness and relative 

wilderness of the Bakfort, perhaps to Harris East or West, huge old war bunkers that would give, 

at least, shelter from the rain, quiet and darkness. That's all I really wanted. A helicopter came by.
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The poncho is white! I could be spotted. I took a pee, went back to T7. Everybody gone. - All 

chairs and lounges on the front porch were soaked with rain! I put a plastic garbage bag and my 

poncho on the wooden settee, crunched my body on it and tried for sleep. - Heavy air traffic. 

Nervous about Parks Police. I didn’t sleep well all night but, it didn’t rain any more. - VERY 

cramped and uncomfortable.

Saturday 16 August 

Woke at 3:00am, VERY, VERY COLD. I had  a beach towel with me, so I put it over me for cover 

and tried for more sleep. 5:30, gave up. Laid awake until 6:30. Good 

timing. Parks Sanitation came up to get garbage! I got busy moving 

lounge cushions to appear as if I should be here to tidy up the place. - 

Thankfully, had left-over cold coffee from yesterday. A few sips. 

Penelope had given me some cigarettes yesterday. I lit one. - By 8:00 or 

so, Penelope arrived. She thought my presence unremarkable. There had

been other mornings when I'd have met her there. We talked, about 

nothing in particular. She went for her usual morning walk along the 

beach. I sat and began to sketch... just to pass the time. - When she 

returned, I told her about being “un-domiciled”. She asked how much would get me in. 180$ I 

told her. She dropped the subject. - Apryl and her band arrived at approximately 10:00. They 

were there to practice for a coming show. Penelope and I moved things back to building T6 that 

were in T7 but needed to go for the coming entertainment season. - Ah... a telephone message 

from Nurse Nancy. She has as a patient for me on Monday. I told her can’t take the case and why.

Rosaria, the nurse on the last home-care case I had with the agency made serious trouble and 

accusations against me. The patient was, in fact, delusional, suffered from drug-abuse related 

dementia, but she, Rosaria, saw this as her personal opportunity to make a name for herself as 

“The Great Patient Advocate”. The accusations against me bordered on “patient abuse”. Instead of

coming to question me about the case and situation, she actually believed the elaborate stories 

from the patient. I was on “suspension” until further investigation by the agency. She, Nancy, 

agreed Rosaria isn’t professional and hoped I’d be available soon. - Penelope meanwhile, 

suggested I tell Geoff of my dilemma and ask to crash in T7 over-night. She thinks he’ll OK it. - 

While cleaning the fridge in T6, we popped a few slices of frozen pizza into the microwave. I'd 

bought it and put it there for the folks who came to the studio in the evenings. Penelope told me 

to set up the microwave. 3 slices. Said go to T7, get soda. I did. Heated and ate all 3 slices. “You 

must be absolutely starved! You poor thing!.” she said to me. She had no idea. I'd not eaten in the 

past couple of days, and, well, the medications of yesterday, and being out and awake all night 
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the night before... in the rain, well.  - When she left at 5:30pm, she left me in T6 to lock up. I said 

I was thinking of going for a swim, taking a shower (in back of T6). She agreed it was probably a 

good idea, suggested I leave back door open so that I could get back in. She offered a small 

“Dove” soap for my shower. Left me about 6 cigarettes too. - I did go to swim. Cold! The water 

temperature coupled with my fatigue... I can’t take cold any more. I’ve done too much of it, 

especially last night. Came back to T6. COLD SHOWER! But I’m showered. - It’s 7:08pm as I’m 

noting. The warm sun is setting. Cream-gold in the sky. A few clouds. Cool breeze. My bathing 

trunks drying on the porch rail. Nobody from the “Artists' Alliance” is here. Tommy said 

something about much music and drinking at 4:00pm. I’m just as glad to have this peaceful time. 

There are some people arriving for theatre at T4. I have access to T6 for the night. No place to 

sleep in there but it’s shelter. Can’t decide between sleep and death tonight. Either is a viable 

option. - Would like to curl-up and sleep right now. Don’t know if anybody’s coming to the RAA 

though. If I go into T6, it's too dark to write/sketch. Can’t turn on lights. They're visible to road. 

Need to figure where to sleep in there. Shelter beats waking through the night again because of 

cold. - And so, by 8:30 I’ve put a sheet on the old heavy wood work-table, my tallit (prayer shawl) 

in the Brighton canvass tote made a pillow and the sea sheet, the one that had washed up to shore

on a wave, one day, a few days ago, made a comfy cover. The moon was FULL, rising beautifully 

over the soccer fields. Awesome! To be true. People were arriving for the theatre in T4. The Fort 

was in its glory. Heavy black clouds were coming from the main-land. The sun-set made them 

glow fiery hot red-orange! Hell was above me. Peace was inside me. I turned on no lights. There 

was more than enough from those in the parking lot. And the “Exit” signs in T6 glowed red. All 

was quiet as I climbed onto the hard table, put my head down and covered me with the sheet. 

Hey. I was warm, dry, sheltered. I needed no more from life at this point. Clean. Showered. 

Sheltered. 

Sunday 17 August 

I woke a few times during the night. I remember doing the same thing many times through my 

life. Nerves. Fright. Terror. Depression. I don’t like it but it’s my existence. - But I got off my 

table at approximately 6:00am and began cleaning the coffee maker. FILTHY! Grounds in the 

works and all. I’m just now watching the first pot of coffee coming through. Oh well. I’m not 

other-wise occupied. Mopped the floor down twice as best I can. I’ve got terrible cramps this 

morning. It’s most fortunate I have access to the loo! I’m in dire need. - Yet, the sun is rising over 

a bucolic Ft. Tilden and into a sky of magnificent blue. Coffee’s on. Fresh-brewed. 2 cigarettes 

left. Looks like a great day to go to the beach and die. Go, whilst the world is at peace. It’s a 

comfort to me to know I have that choice. - Haven’t brushed my teeth since Friday morning. 
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Rinsed with hot salt water though. I wonder how long these clothes I’m wearing will hold. I 

wonder where all my other clothes are. Death on the beach. We’ll see. The choice is there. I have 

choices. - 8:53 and I'm still alone. Allergies? Cold? Stress? Congested. Chest and nose. Just not 

feeling too well. Can’t afford sickness. Unless it’s my message: which choice to take. - 8:03 in the 

library of T6, at the desk… Penelope arrived about 10:00. I was relieved to see her for many 

reasons, not least of all, that I would have had to explain my presence here and had she not come,

I ran the risk of being locked out. I'd have had to leave the building, lock the door, cover the fact 

that I'd been in there all night. And once out, I would have been locked out... until somebody 

came or until Penelope arrived. As it went, she spent the better part of her day cleaning a fridge 

in one of the back rooms of T7. I was her “company”. I spent most of the day feeling miserable. 

Cold? Flu? Allergies? Exhaustion? All of the above, no doubt. (Even now, I’m sneezing. Nose 

dripping. Eyes all water! Feverish. Who knows?) She wanted (wants) me to ask Geoff for 

permission to stay here and I agree. But he came by briefly, he too feeling and looking ill. He was

supposed to attend a wedding (on the beach) for one of the teachers from the Summer 

programme but was too sick. I didn’t mention staying here because of his illness. Penelope 

agreed it was best not to right now. But, she told me of a woman who took residence on the porch

of T7 without any permission. It presented a terrible problem for everybody. The Alliance rents 

the property from the Fort/Park, and the park is actually Federal property. This woman's 

presence every night was noticed and it did not settle well with the Fed. I assured her I’d do all 

possible to avoid all troubles. - This evening I went to the wedding with Penelope. I felt poorly 

dressed (jeans, T-shirt, corduroy shirt, flip flops). After the wedding we went to the reception at 

the picnic area here. Beautiful! Traditional Korean. Plenty of food. I ate well. Hopefully it will all 

settle well in my stomach. Although there was something on a platter that appeared to be a 

roasted dog! I told Penelope, she had a look and said that it couldn't be. However, somebody in 

the wedding party got up to make a toast and after inviting us all to please eat well and enjoy, he 

also encouraged us all to at least “try Fido”! OK. I stopped eating at that point. I couldn't 

remember if I'd actually eaten some or not. OK. It's a matter of “culture”, but my culture, well... 

Homeless or not... Dog? I don't think so. - Penelope and I came back to T6. She gave me some 

cigarettes for the night, suggested I have access to the library to read if I’d like, said she doubts 

anyone will come round for any reason tonight. Even mentioned turning on a light and the 

radio! I said I feel best not drawing ANY attention here. She agreed. - It’s 8:20pm. 25,5° (Celsius) . 

I could use a shower but the one here is cold only. NOPE! NEED to brush my teeth and will soon 

need to shave. But right now, the day is finished and there’s nothing I can do about anything 

until tomorrow so I just need to do what must be done to feel well enough to attack a Monday. I’d

like to hear music, sketch, take a walk, WASH MY CLOTHES, BRUSH MY TEETH, settle in, 
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watch TV. But my stomach is actually bubbling! I’ll be happy if I can simply sleep through the 

night and wake trouble-free in the morning. - 8:35pm Cleaned my teeth with a “ScotchBrite” 

pad! Feeling cleaner! I think there’s a full moon tonight. Beautiful out there over the Fort. But I 

just heard a car door close out front! Time to either make my presence appear “normal” or figure

a way to conceal my presence completely so that I don't get thrown out of the only shelter I have.

Monday 18 August(Writing at 6:31am on Tues. 19th at the 315 crosswalk to the beach!) A 

“typical” night of waking through-out. AT 5:00am, the sanitation trucks came by. At one point it 

appeared to me that they could see in through the window and see me on the table. But on 

further thought, I doubted it. So back to sleep until 6:30. I need a shower today. - I was on the 

porch at T7 when Penelope arrived. Working on sketches and working on making it appear that 

I’d only just arrived. That’s my first concern; it should always appear that I arrived so early and 

never like I’d been here all along. - Feeling a little better this morning. The cold/flu symptoms 

are less today. - So Penelope seems happy to see me this morning and we get into our art. She, to 

her sculpting and I to my sketching and the day goes by. She tells me to heat the frozen pizza 

that’s in the freezer. She’s making certain that I eat. One slice left. At the end of the day, it would 

be all I’d eat (save a chocolate candy rabbit). - Geoff came by to tell her (Penelope) that the floor 

of T6 will be painted on Thursday during the day. She was concerned about her sculpture. I 

was/am concerned about the weather and where I will go for the day AND THE NIGHT! And 

then it hit me: THIS PAY-CHEQUE DOES ME NO GOOD. AT THIS POINT, I CAN GET MY 

BELONGINGS BACK AND OUT OF THE ROOM, BUT I HAVE NO PLACE TO PUT THEM! I’M

TRULY, ABSOLUTELY, COMPLETELY HOMELESS THIS ENTIRE WEEK-END AND THERE 

WILL BE NO CHEQUE THE FOLLOWING WEEK! - OK. It’s coming to the end… That what it’s 

doing. So? So… I’ll do what I do at the time. I don’t know what the weather will be on Thursday, so

I don’t know what I’ll do. Penelope says I should ask G. about staying… sleeping… in T7. Thursday 

is the music until 2:00am on Friday. Friday is the Improv. Wednesday are classes. Alas. Alas. No 

room in the inn. We’ll see what happens. - Meanwhile, the day comes to an end. Some guy 

(Frank) visits Penelope then latches on to me long after Penelope leaves. I wanted to shower 

before sunset! - As it turned out… The day closed with 2 voice mails: Srully from JCCRP (Jewish 

Community Centre of the Rockaway Peninsula): my application for Medicaid was declined. We'll

need to change it some-how. (Imagine: I'm jobless and Homeless... and no eligible for Medicaid.) 

The other message was from  somebody from the Ben Franklin Democrats (231st St. in The 

Bronx) (A YEAR OR MORE LATER) could I submit a proposal to re-build their entire web-site? It

was a YEAR ago at least, when they'd first contacted me to do this work, and then told me that 

they'd have to get back to me on it... Right! A year later. Seriously? - I had to go to T9, the old 
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foundry, to get a signal on the phone for the voice messages. Up the old stairs to the second 

storey, on the old boards. But, when that was done, I went back to T6 to shower. - TAH-DAH! 

FINALE! I’m drying in the bathroom of T6 and I hear the front door open! I step out of the loo. 

Geoff! I tell him the shower is post-beach. We schmooze about his recent not feeling well. He 

cleans a spoon. I continue to dry off. He leaves. I dress. I look over to T7 and there are 4 or 5 cars 

and G’s truck! It will be an evening for them here. I CAME BACK TO MY DUNES on the beach 

beside the open Atlantic, with a 227g chocolate bunny for dinner, coffee for the morning and NO

CIGARETTES! - Tried to find a place by bunker 220, under some trees but because of still air, 

the mosquitoes were thick. So? Back to the old place on the dunes, tried and true, 8:30pm to 

watch sun set and moon rise and darkness fall…

Tuesday 19 August...at 7:16am on the beach after a night of sleeping in the grasses of the dunes. 

I've just finished recording yesterday's notes and event and the sun has come from orange to 

hazy pale yellow. The breeze is nice. The sun is warm. But there's a horrific PAIN in the right side

of my groin! I want a cigarette. The elastic on my bottom teeth that pulls the space between them

closed needs replacing. I need to wash these clothes I’ve been wearing. I should go find out my 

status at RPH (the hotel that I've called “home” since I arrived here, the little room where I was so

truly happy to be, happy to have found, just so happy to “be”) today and I think I’ll have the runs 

at some point during the day. So I’m opening this day’s entry with a bitch. Hey! 21 days and I 

finish 52 years and will be moving into 53 years of age. And, aside from the experience of 

sleeping on the beach, watching a full moon rise, seeing another magnificent sun-rise, my 

existence is WHAT! TORTURE for the most part. HELL for another part. - 8:58am Porch, T7. 

The lawn/garden sprinklers are on, per Tommy’s request. The sun is up and hot. The back door 

of T6 was not locked when I got here! I could have come here earlier and even last night. But, all 

said, living on the dunes was nicer. Still, this morning, I wonder if Geoff (and Tommy) know I’m 

homeless. Tommy asked “If you’re here… on the days you’re here early, would you turn on the 

sprinklers?” Geoff didn’t seem at all surprised to see me in T6 last night. - 9:06am Penelope's 

arrived. I've got company and somebody to talk with today! -  It’s 7:31pm I’m under a tree on the 

bay side of the Cement Road. Somewhere by the corner of the Hero Road. There’s bayberry and 

a little poison ivy to keep me hidden from view on the side and the branches above to block 

aerial. It’s the aerial I’ve been most concerned about. Police helicopters.  That would make this all

the more interesting, since this area was a WWI and WWII military base, now turned Federal 

park. But, as I ponder it now, being busted might be a blessing. I’d have shelter and meals… that’s 

a lot more than I have now. Tonight I have candy to eat and I’ll be sleeping on soil, not sand 
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under this little tree. Well. We’ll see how it all ends up. This should be interesting after sun-down.

But for now, I’m reclined on an open black plastic trash bag for ground cover. Boots off. As 

comfortable as could be, considering. And all the while I’m remembering that I have all I need to 

simply drift out of all of it. I have the option. A bunch of pills and sleep... no waking. - 

Meanwhile, the day. I must begin noting that I took a close look at my teeth, this morning and it 

was disgusting! They haven’t been properly brushed 

since Friday morning! So I cleaned them with some sea 

grass which I used like floss. During the day, I scrubbed 

with salt on finger. But, yuck! To think that my teeth 

could be so filthy! - So Penelope arrives and she tells me

that she brought me a baloney sandwich for lunch! I was

so appreciative… Of course! I almost actually cried. 

When I asked her for a smoke, she said she’d 

remembered not leaving me any and was going to call 

me to apologise. But she didn’t and I told her that that 

would have been silly. - The day went along fine. She 

wanted to know more about how Edlyne screwed me by

not processing my time sheets. I gave her the full scoop  

and explained that I still don't know why or how she 

could get away with it. They owe me two weeks' pay. 

Had I gotten it when I was supposed to, I wouldn't be 

Homeless right now. - Sully came by for the first time in

ages and told of squashes and pumpkins growing out in 

The Fort. Told me of some beach plums too. When he 

left, I borrowed a bike and brought back 2 large 

squashes so Penelope could see them. (She left them, by 

the way.) Went back for what I thought was pumpkin 

but turned out to be another kind of squash. I cooked it 

in the microwave. Rather good. But truth is: I'm SO 

hungry these days that just about anything hot would be

gourmet. Left-overs are in T6 fridge. - 7:58pm I'm 

under my little tree, writing this in my note book but it’s getting too dark to write much more 

because I’m under this tree. It’s 25° (Celsius). Nice breeze. My stomach is a bit “off”. It was 

gurgling last night and no BM all day today. I hope the stomach holds. But for now, before it gets 

too dark, time to make for some sleep. I’ve got a very tough 3 nights coming and no guarantee of 
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income again come Friday. But I have my medications… my way out… my option. (7:37am on 

Wed.) To conclude: Tommy came out to the Fort and worked on the walls. He's putting up dry 

wall and the place is starting to look amazing! Then Janet came to say that they were judging 

submissions for the next exhibit coming in Sept.. that meant Penelope and I lost our calm day in 

T6. Then Geoff came to set-up for his evening class tonight. Ah! CLASS TONIGHT! I wouldn’t 

have T6 (or RAA) at all! No choice in the matter. Tonight is out on the beach in The Fort! The 

thought actually made me sick to my stomach. I wanted to vomit. No shelter. Out in the cold 

with no-where to go. I kept getting nauseous every time I thought of it. But, I was gifted with a 

diversion in the way of being brought in to the panel of judges for the exhibit. My opinion was 

asked for and I got to judge about 5 entries. It was really very interesting and it did serve to 

distract me very well. I kept hoping it would take a while and, as it turned out, it didn’t end until 

about 5:30pm. - I’d wanted to shower today but never got to. What I need more is to wash my 

clothes. That never did happen either. But I got to stay with people and in shelter for the day. - 

Oh, Penelope’s phone charger works on my phone too, so I charged it. The down side is, I’ve got 

only 6.50 dollars on it! I need to call the hotel. Hopefully they’ve just put my stuff into storage. I 

got a call from JCCRP saying the Medicaid application was declined. I need to go back there. And 

I need to call Edlyne to see when I’ll get paid. I need to make calls. I have no time on the phone! - 

So, at about 6:00pm, everyone left. But of all the things to happen, as she was getting to the car, 

Penelope did something I’d have NEVER expected. She told me that the classes end at 10:00pm 

and that I’d need a way to get into the building, so, she gave me her key to T6! I thanked her, 

from and with my heart and told her that, as long as the weather was OK, I’d just stay away from 

RAA all night. She won’t be back until Friday morning now. And on Thursday, the floor of T6 

will be painted. So I really shouldn’t be out here too early, so to avoid questions. But she gave me 

the key and some cigarettes for a while (5). She drove off and I headed to the beach. - There was 

enough day-light left to scout out a new place for the night. The dunes are beautiful but a) I don’t 

want to keep to the very same spot for too long and b) I really want a place not visible to aerial 

surveillance. So, I took to the woods this evening. I was hoping for a little clearing under a thicket

of bayberry. I looked over, under, in and through the area east of  bunker 315, west of the Hero 

Road, south of the silos and north of the Cement Road and just in time, I found a smaller tree 

where there was a clearing beneath, bayberry around and very little poison ivy to consider. I can 

stand up, still concealed. I can lie down, stretched out. There’s enough breeze to ward off most 

mosquitoes. No shelter from rain but I won’t need to worry about waking before morning beach 

surveillance begins. Nor, do I need to worry about sanitation trucks or cars or even early beach 

goers. I can sleep as long as I can in the morning. I cleared away twigs, that might snap, should I 

move in my sleep. I opened the black plastic trash bag to make a liner/ground cover. A sheet over
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the plastic, a sheet over me and I was settled for the night - Now, at 8:18am this Wednesday 

morning, about the night…

Wednesday 18 August

8:18 I’m on the beach, warming

up in a beautiful, bright sun.

This morning’s air is so crisp.

So clean and clear that even

the details of Sandy Hook NJ

are quite visible from here.

Picture perfect weather. I just

need to raise my core

temperature a bit more. Last

night got to be so cold that I

had thoughts of just throwing

away all caution and going to

T6. Or, going to the hotel and literally begging to be let in. Yes. These are the August days: Hot 

while the sun is up and cold through the night. September is coming (and I’m homeless, with 

little-to-no salvation in sight) and the Autumn. I was asleep by complete sun-down last night 

though. But when I woke through the night the moon dappled on the ground and on me, 

through the leaves. All wasn’t total darkness. Even in this misery, there is beauty to be 

appreciated, and I DO appreciate it. - I woke about 5:00am and enjoyed the fact that I didn’t have

to jump up and bolt into the world. I was concealed this morning. So, I opted for a while longer 

on the ground to wait for full sun-rise… and warmth. It came at about 7:15. - Well, the white sheet 

is filthy now, from the soil under the tree. But I rolled everything up, leaving nothing behind and

left through the bayberry and out into the world to a beautiful morning on an empty day. - On 

the flip-side: my clothes need to be washed. I could do them at T6 and it would be a prefect line-

drying day. The sheet needs to be washed. I need to be washed! But horrible for the first time in 

days, I need to take a dump! And as I sit here, writing, I’m surrounded by sand flies! Talk about 

filth! I’m attracting flies. The tide is in. If it would get a bit warmer, I could go into the water, 

maybe take a dump in the sea. There’s a fisherman right where I am but I can move west on the 

beach. I’m thinking that’s what I’ll do. Take a swim, dry out on the beach. Try for a shower at T6. 

Maybe just go to the hotel today. So much to think about. - 10:10am This is almost too horrid, too

miserable to be real! SAND FLIES! 10:34am at T7: SWARMS! No matter where I went! Or what I 
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did! SWARMS! BITING! Nightmarish! Impossible to believe! Couldn’t stay there! Couldn’t sit! 

Couldn’t stand, lie, be still! Even here! On the porch! They’re HERE TOO! Biting my feet! 2 of 

them on my knee! And, to add to it, somebody’s on the back porch. I‘m not alone. I can’t help but

think it’s a message: I shouldn’t be here today. Yes. There are things to be done… elsewhere. I was 

hoping to do them later. I was hoping to shower this morning. But it’s becoming obvious that my

hopes are to be dashed. But, at least, I took my dump (“emergency”, in the shrubs, off of the 

Cement Road!) and my stomach is better. Not “all” is lost on this beautiful day. - 11:20am Geoff 

and Tommy came by. 3 girls are on the back porch “for the day”. T6 is open (for them). I got the 

radio for me (on the front porch). But I wonder… Tommy noticed a blue tarp on Harris East and 

asked me what it is. Geoff immediately replied “That’s his (my) house”. What, and how much do 

they know about my days (and nights) here, in The Fort? - Meanwhile, the sand flies are killing 

me! - 1:38pm SHOWERED! T-shirt washed, by hand, in the little basin in the studio loo. I’ve 

accomplished nothing more. The flies were at me all day. I couldn’t sit on the porch and draw. 

This day has been misery. But, I’m showered. 2 cigarettes left. It’s only going to get worse from 

here. Maybe I should do my medications, go to the beach? Option. What a delightful way to “be”, 

always remembering that there are options, and one of them is death.  And, even showered, 

sitting in the sun and breeze, a fly won’t let me be. Yes. I’ve died. This is Hell. - I rang the hotel. 

Rob answered. His affect is similar to that of someone who is on heavy medications or should be 

heavily medicated. I told him who was calling, I feigned a sudden on-set illness, told him I didn’t 

abandon and that I’d be coming in to settle my account. He told me I’ve been “banned” for not 

paying rent or checking out when I was supposed to. I asked, “Can you tell me what was done 

with my belongings?” “No I can’t. Ashley handles all of that. She won’t be in until later.” “OK. Can 

you tell me when she’ll be in?” “Her plane lands in an hour.” OK. What the Hell does that tell me? 

- I didn’t call back this evening because I don’t have the time on the phone to waste trying to get 

to her and I really don’t want to hit her with this right when she comes back from holiday. Me... 

the “considerate” one. One of my admitted greater flaws. But I don’t want to piss her off by being

part of some BS that I know she’ll be hit with anyway. But the time on the phone is even more of 

a concern to me. It was 6,50 dollars when I started my calling. - OK. Add to that, a call to Premier.

Luz says Edlyne is in a meeting out of the office. I tell Luz I’m calling to see if my time sheets 

were put into payroll. “OK. I’ll give her the message.” - I called. I learnt nothing. Neither good nor

bad news. Just nothing… neither more nor less. But it cost me time on the phone. - I washed my 

*Dor Chadash T-shirt and went back to the porch to try drawing. In spite of the general calm and 

quiet, I couldn’t think of a thing and even as I tried, I couldn’t concentrate long enough to come 

up with an idea. - Tommy came back this evening. Geoff too. Geoff didn’t stay long but we 

chatted about British and American humour. Tommy came after Geoff left. He and I put in some
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landscape solar-powered lights. He said he wants to power-wash the floor in T6 tomorrow. Will 

be at The Fort about 9am, left about 6pm. I was alone! - 7.30pm and the sun was getting low. I 

headed back to my little tree. Tonight I’ve got another plastic bag for ground cover and a large 

piece of black fabric that should be warm (found it in T7). Looks like a curtain of some kind. 

Heavy, black fabric curtain. There were people on the roads in The Fort so I had to be careful 

where I went. But, of course, at first, I couldn’t recall where my spot was! A few mis-shots and 

finally! It was like coming “home”… a familiar place. How sad: a tree in an abandoned army base 

could make me so happy. I set right to putting down plastic (long enough for me to stretch 

complete), fabric, sheets and me. There was a bit of time to lie and look at the sky through the 

leaves and listen to some stragglers making noise on the Cement Road. - The last I recall, the 

time was 10:20pm and I rolled to my side for the night.

(*Dor Chadash is a network of Israeli and American Jewish young professionals who seek to create 

meaningful connections with Israel and each other through cultural, educational & social gatherings. - 

http://www.israeliamerican.org/dorchadash) 
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2.2 September Bellevue - Monogram

MONDAY 15 SEPTEMBER 2008 

6:30am THIS is going to be a difficult day! There’s a truly

beautiful breeze blowing directly in through the window. A

warm, strong breeze. I was awake at 4:40am to a magnificent

full moon shining in against a blue-black sky and I was

gifted with the chance to catch 2 seagulls, way up in the air,

flying by the moon! I just need to figure the little details of

hygiene and such and I need to get out of here… not soon,

but now. The hole I'm in is still getting deeper. I’ve got the

“55 Book” of sketches to complete. Then a lovely day on the

beach… the beach… the beach… - But for now, Stancil is lying

there quietly, his bed-sheet moving slowly and silently in a

rather “suspicious” manner. I’ve noticed him doing it before

as well. No matter. To think he’ll be discharged today. - The

night shift is leaving. Day shift is on. The yelling in the hall

is ridiculous. The staff, yelling in the halls! And here I sit

with nothing to do, no-where to go, no reason to be awake… no reason to be wake… no reason to 

be awake. - Today is going to be a difficult day, They’re going to pressure me to leave. It’s been, 

today is 20 days here! 32 days of being Homeless. Perhaps today is enough. It’s not getting any 

better and I’m no closer to figuring anything out. The sky is clearing. Warm breeze blowing, and 

I’m awake for no reason. - 7:05am The sun is just rising. The day staff is on the floor.  And I’m 

still awake for and with no answers and no reason. - 10:46am IT BEGINS: LITTLE D.O. (Doctor 

of Osteopathic Medicine as opposed to an M.D.) COMES ALONG THE HALL THIS MORNING 

AND SCREAMS INTO THE ROOM FROM THE HALL: “MR. KESSLER! WHAT ARE YOU 

DOING HERE? I THOUGHT THEY TOLD YOU YOU COULD GO ON FRIDAY!” - So I rather 

invited her into the room and asked: “How would you feel if somebody handed YOU a list of 

shelters on a  Friday at 4:00pm and told YOU that you could leave in the rain?” The answer? “I 

would be happy that somebody was giving me information to find a place to go.” Of course you 

would. No empathy. No sympathy. No concern. But, she said she’s worried that I might contract 

something from a room-mate. Yeah. Right. Me too. So, I politely pointed out that it’s difficult 

enough that it’s my Mom’s yartzeit today (the anniversary of her death) and I’ve no-where to go 
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to say Kaddish (prayer for the dead), and with the fact that I’m being thrown out on one side and 

told that there’s more being done on the other side ( Rozann giving me the choice to wait for 

word today) that I’m about ready for a psychotic break. As she left, I closed with “I’ll just finish 

this by mentioning 257.” which is the room with the broad who takes full advantage of this place 

and is down-right abusive and gets away with it. - It’s going to take all of my strength to remain 

calm in here today. Meanwhile, Debra, my NA du jour, is clowning about in the hall. I asked her 

earlier to take me downstairs and she said she would when she had the time Well? - Rachel is 

trying to figure a way to get a minyan (a group of 10 men needed) to recite Kaddish for Mama. - 

Wednesday is supposed to be the coolest night this week. The weather is supposed to be good. 

Perfect for sitting on the beach… - Kleym came by. Told me my “labs” are perfect, my x-rays only

show the COPD (from cigarettes, of course. Not the subway or anything like that, of course). (It’s 

12:09pm) We talked a little about my situation. I told her of my apprehension of walking out of 

here without direction and my anxiety attacks. She said “I would have anxiety too if I were you.” 

The loveliest thing I could hear. Maybe she meant it. I doubt it. But it was nice to hear. 

Meanwhile, I’ve been reading Tanach (the Bible) all day. The weather is beautiful. No one has 

come by to take me downstairs. The floor is quiet. Brian is in respiratory distress and scheduled 

for dialysis. I’ll be on the floor alone. ALONE! Oh, but Kleym asked AGAIN if I don’t have friends

or family. Again, I told her that I wouldn’t be here if I did and asked if she or any of the other 

staff had noticed any-one in to visit me or call about me. My Mother didn’t raise a beggar nor an 

abuser. But… I’m ALONE, ALONE, ALONE, AGAIN. - 2:19pm Rozann (“Roz”, the Social Worker 

who consistently fails to introduce herself when she approaches patients) came in all cheery. “We

found a place for you.” She hands me a post-note. On it is the address for the Shelter Intake 

Centre on E.30th. I could have gone there on my own but Rozann says “Arlene” is the person 

who confirmed this. As I write, she, Rozann, is going to get me a Metro Card (fare on public 

transport) to get into The City. I’m looking at a night on the subway. It’s too late to go to Tilden. 

It would do me no good right now anyway. I’ll take a shower then go. Rozann gave me a 4-dollar 

card and 2 dollars “for coffee.”

BEACH! GASTON! END

6:05pm On the boards (board-walk along the open shore of the Atlantic Ocean) at 121st. The 

weather? Hot. A breeze. I could rally take a pee. How odd is this? I’m preoccupied with saying 

Kaddish for Mama. The sun will be completely gone by the time I get out of services. I’ll have to 

use the 2 dollars left on the MetroCard to get into The City. But, here I am. Sitting on the board-

walk as if the world is fine, no signs of the turmoil in my mind and heart and soul. I’m numb. Just
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numb. In some fashion, I can’t believe I’m out here, empty, alone. For some reason I keep 

thinking “Bradshaw”. What keeps me from going to him? Pride? Guilt? Fear? Why him? When I 

left Peninsula, I went down 54th Street. Plenty of places to hide-out for the night. Do I dare? I 

don’t know. I just don’t know. I tossed my letter to Cyndi, in the jar, into the waves. I BEGGED 

the heavens for help. Is Bradshaw the answer? Why? - No. - Don’t ask that question. - One bar of 

power on the phone and 22 dollars in time. If I had the battery-power, I have the time to call 

some-one. But who? I took the bus here from 54th Street to 121st. I sat on the bus in some numb, 

dead silence. My brain has left me. It won’t accept this. Clouds are coming in from the west. The 

beach is almost empty. A Lufthansa plane just banked out over the ocean heading east. What am I

going to do? The world has gone so closed-in and yet so wide open. Ships on the horizon. Why 

couldn’t I be on one of them? I’m not “afraid” right now. Numb. Sick to my stomach. It’s so very 

quiet. The sun is burning a bright strip at the water's edge. It’s actually quite beautiful. Maybe, if 

I’m honest about all of this at service there will be some glimmer of hope. Why do I even think of

hope any more? I’m wearing my kippa (yarmulke). Rachel says it will bring me luck. Another 

Lufthansa. And on the ocean, the waves are only whispering. People are strolling by. Hey. My 

arms are still rather tan. So? As of now, I’ll mention my situation at service. If nothing... The city 

shelter. If good. OK. If not? Tilden tomorrow. Buy a charger for the phone. Maybe I’ll actually try

B. What the Hell? There’s nothing left to lose anymore. Even rejection can’t be bad any more. - 

Recapping on Tuesday: Never got to do that so I’m recapping on Wednesday, the 17th at 12:27pm 

at Tribute Park: So, I made it to Mincha/Maariv (evening) services and

the prayers were said in such a low voice that I could barely follow. But

Kaddish was said for Mama. I am relieved, happy and proud. May it be

the one to bring Mama the glory she so deserves. Service was over and

done with such rapidity that it felt like a train-wreck. And no rabbi. But

before service, I spoke with an older man who was born and raised in

the Catskills! Ferndale! We spoke of Sullivan County of old. It was a

delight. And after, the cantor (?) came to say “It’s good to see you.” She

should only know the pain in my heart at that moment. My new

congregation! I’m being torn away! Well, there was no hope to be found

there this evening so, quite hopelessly, I walked to B116th Street, boarded the shuttle train for 

The City. The sun was just below the horizon and the sky-line over the bay was brilliant red-

orange. I left a note on the train “begging” god’s help. In my stunned silence on the shuttle, my 

heart screamed to be taken out of this misery, for intervention, to stop the Hell! It didn’t do me 

any good. I took the A train to Broadway Junction where I realized I can take the L train to Union

Square for the 6 train to 28th Street! Standing on the L platform at Broadway Junction, I was 
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treated to a glorious full moon! But too, a full moon and I was heading for the shelter! I got on 

the L train, caught the Nr.6 train and walked across 24th Street, past Zuri’s. How strange. I lived 

there once upon a time. Now, I live no-where and reside every-where. Some-where on my walk I

shut down mentally. The protection my mind has developed from so many years of terror and 

abuse. Admitting to myself what I was about to do would have proven horrible terror. My brain 

blocked all but the fact that I was in The City. I just walked in the darkness of night, blindly, 

silently, forward. And there it was! A narrow walk-way between a grand old brick building and a 

construction site. A dark, fenced-in, wooden walk-way, leading to the back of the brick building. 

More darkness, inside me and around me now, incredible darkness. I focused on nothing and 

kept walking… just kept walking… just kept walking. A court yard. Men. Smoking. Casually 

dressed. Guards, dim lights. But the men, mostly Black and Latino, weren’t fighting. It wasn’t at 

all violent. It most certainly wasn’t welcoming, but I didn’t sense any danger. I walked in through 

the smaller door to the side of the main entrance. Inside, it was stark, dirty, in need of fresh paint.

A sign: “Welcome to the E.30th Street Men’s Shelter. NYC DHS (Department of Homeless 

Services)”. It was to become “official” now. I’m “Homeless”! And I’m heading into the “Shelter 

System”! I was confused. But I was also under the impression that someone named “Arlene” 

would have noted my impending arrival, maybe it would be a little more pleasant, once inside. 

And, I thought, if it’s truly a horror, I’ll just walk out and head for the A train and maybe the 

beach. I didn’t have to stay. I didn’t have to be pulled into this. I was still free to choose. I walked 

through the metal detector. It alarmed. I continued. Back-pack and hooded sweat-shirt through 

the x-ray. Wand over front. Turn. Wand over back. The “Go ahead”. To where? Down the hall to 

the lady at the desk… the distance of a block away. Turn left. Down the cavernous hall to the desk 

at the end of the hall. I was told to sign the sheet, last 4 digits of my social security number. She, 

the lady at the desk, handed me a flimsy black trash bag. In it were two small brown paper bags. 

Each, I found, contained: an apple, pint of milk, plastic container of orange juice, small snack-size

white cheddar popcorn, baked cheese crackers (fish) and turkey on hamburger roll. I was directed

down another hall to a room where while I sat waiting, I drank both juices, and ate the popcorn 

and cheese fish and I watched the other men toss the milk into a galvanized garbage can! The 

waste! Food! Disgusting! There were 6 of us in the waiting area. BUT, BEFORE getting to the 

waiting area, the lady at the desk, pleasantly instructed me to go down a set of granite steps to 

what resembled a hotel check-in desk, information kiosk and perhaps a Nurses' station.. The man

there politely asked for photo ID and social security card. I was comforted by the request. It was 

more “controlled” than simply letting people wander in. He filled-in some form, handed me a 

purple index card, time stamped, on which he wrote my name, social security number and 

something that looks like “14RMS” “Upstairs to room 42”. What? “Up the stairs, to the left. Wait in
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the room. Somebody will call your name.” “Thank you. I’ve never done this before.” Again, 5 of 

us in the room. Me? The only “White” and I was still wearing my kippa. A young, Black kid who 

said he’d come in from Long Island. An older man with dreads. A well-dressed man with 2 pieces 

of brand new luggage. A well-spoken man who was referred by “Re-hab”. A man who seemed to 

know the system. I looked at my card: 9:11pm was stamped on it. I'd officially entered the 

“Homeless System” at... 9:11. We waited. We waited a bit longer. Then, we waited a bit more. 

Finally! Called. A squat little Black man with an Africanish accent instructs me to follow him. I do,

wondering if my “file” is there already. “Sit.” He says. Not “please”. Not “Mr. Kessler”. Simply 

“Sit.” (2:05pm and continuing my Journal at the Seaside Library, back in Rockaway) His name is 

“Shockeye”. Fitting. Ill-tempered and blatantly anti-Semitic. “Jews run the government with all 

their money” said the man who typed the comment about me being homeless, jobless and 

looking for a place to “leave” (instead of “live”). “Yes,” I replied, “And all Black people are on 

Welfare.” “Your last address.” As I spoke, he typed, one finger with delayed hunt-and-peck. 

House number: 158 Beach, street name: 116th Street, city: Manhattan. “I believe it should read 

‘Beach 116th Street’ and ‘Queens’” I offered when the computer screen clearly indicated a 

difficulty registering the address as it had been typed. “I will ask the questions and you will 

answer.” I simply shut down and shut up. The address was rejected as not found. I said nothing. 

Next, across the room. Finger-print and photo. I’m a file now. But NOTHING about or from 

Peninsula Hospital and no “Arlene”. Click. Flash. Photo. Back to Shockeye who had to find 

someone to correct some errors he had made on some hand-written forms! Imbecile! Oh, and by

the way: Father’s last name: Kessler. Father’s first name: David. Penelope said to re-invent me. 

OK. I will. Half-steps. David Kessler would have been a better spouse and parent. But David’s 

Hebrew nick-name simply fits: Dudu (or, in English: doodoo). “Thank you for your patience.” 

says Shockeye. I say nothing. It wasn’t a question. He repeats the statement. I repeat my silence. 

You will ask the questions and I will give the answers. I am returned to the waiting area. It’s 

almost midnight. There are more men waiting. 

Suddenly, another roll call. 3 men out for moments. They return with yellow forms. They’re 

going to Ward’s Island! I don’t want to go to Ward’s Island! A Black man is telling dread-locks 

that he’s hoping for E. 3rd Street. Dreadlocks doesn’t quite grasp “Ward’s Island”. The E.3rd says 

“Island. A body of land surrounded by water.” It breaks the ice. The 3 going to Ward’s are gone. 

Dreads gets called. I should be next. So I am. I’m given, by Shockeye, a yellow form. A bed, for 

the night, right there! No travelling! OK. Bed number A57. “Second floor.” says Shockeye. I am 

dismissed with form. It reads “One night”. It gives a combination for a lock. It does not tell me 

how to find the bed and it does not tell me how to get to the second floor in this huge maze. After

asking anybody I saw in the halls how to get to my assigned bed, I found myself walking up huge,
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old granite stairs. On the second floor I find a lone desk. In the caverns, by the stairs, a lone Black

woman at a lone desk in what may have been quite beautiful surroundings at one time (for 

moments following construction). Pleasantly, she directed me. I was relieved and appreciative of 

her kindness. Onward, still thinking “At any moment I can still go for the beach.” The room. 

Closed door. Solid, no window. I open it. Dreads is in there! sh**! The bed number is written on 

the wall above the metal-frame-and-spring bed. Plastic mattress. Plastic pillow. The locker is the 

size of a chest of drawers. One large compartment on the right. 3 shelves on the left. A bag of 

linens and a little white plastic bag of toiletries inside. The “gift bag” cinched my appreciation of 

the farce. I made the bed. I put the pillow case on the pillow and put me on the mattress, fully 

dressed. No removal of clothing. I might need to bolt during the night. - Through the night we 

were joined by a young, quiet, Black man and a pierced, rather strung-out White guy who, 

immediately upon entering, moved his locker! There were, in this room, 4 beds and 4 “people” to

occupy them. (9:20pm at the shelter… waiting again). BANG! went the locker into the wall. It 

didn’t last for long. But the guy made me a bit nervous. I half-slept, on and off, all through the 

night, in my clothes, kippa included. - Right or wrong, my heart beats a simple prayer: Those 

who turned away from me and those who led me to here, should suffer 10 years for every 

moment I suffer through this. Amen.

NOTES:

As I drew (this) at 7:46pm on Sunday at 4.10pm, it came to me: Being

in the batteries of Tilden, alone, was my preparation for being in

this shelter! 

The souls of the tortured wander these halls. 400 E 30th. 
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PARK AVENUE SHELTER – HELL!

Friday 26 August (Recounted on Wednesday 31 August, 7:07pm at the “Science Industry and 

Business Library: SIBL) At 6:28pm I was still on the 5th floor of the shelter, waiting to hear 

definite word about my “deployment”. It was miserably hot and humid in the building and there 

were many who, as usual, just didn’t bother to bathe for the trips we were to take so the entire 

place STUNK! Alas. No directions were given, just rumours. I sat in the West Hall, on the floor, 

waiting. Suddenly, somebody came along and yelled “Gentlemen! The line is over here!” and 

pointed down the hall toward where I was sitting on the floor. I was suddenly  a “line”. To where? 

Anybody’s guess, but I just sat where I was and decided to follow it when it moved. As it moved, 

we went round the corner to the lifts where the one line became 2 because somebody decided to 

lean on the opposite wall, thus creating the illusion that there was a “shorter line” on that side. 

Come to find out, there should have been a queue over there… as I was to learn, for people “with 

mental health” (the word “issues” wasn’t necessary I suppose). “Gentlemen! Those with mental 

health line up over here!” was the command. (I have “mental health”… of some sort. But I didn’t 

bother. I stayed where I was.) Nobody knew where we or they were going but that didn’t matter 

at this point. It was already going for well past 5:00pm, the hour by which the doors to 30th 

Street were to be locked. - Finally, I went into the office and toward the desk where Mr. Hamilton

was seated. “You still here?! I thought you’d be LONG gone by now!” He smiled and did that little 

“knuckle-knock” that’s replaced a hand-shake. He asked if I had any-where to go. I humbly told 

him I didn’t. He asked if I’d like to go to “Pamoja” and since I had no idea what my alternatives 

were I simply said “Yes.” “Then you have to go across to Leton. She’s got he list for Pamoja.” So 

across the hall I go, with 2 other fellows following me. - In the office, the “security guard” asks 

why we’re there. I tell her “Mr. Hamilton sent us here to see Ms. Leton.” WE WERE IN! We 3 

began ANOTHER queue! – At Leton's desk, she greeted me with a broad smile and warm 

welcome. Put my name on the list and said: “Go pack then get something to eat. They’ll call you 

to go downstairs to the bus when it gets here.” “I’m already packed (I’d left the luggage up in the 

locker) and what should I do if I don’t want to eat?” “Go get your things and come back down 

here. They’ll call for you.” she said, so kindly. OK. I went back up to the dorm to get the luggage. 

E3 was there, packing. He’d just come in a short while before I arrived. They’d already told him 

he was going to 125th Street. (VERY few knew exactly what or where the destinations meant but 

it’s what we were told so we went along). We chatted a bit as he packed and then, we left together.

I had the sinking feeling things wouldn’t be the same when we returned, especially since there 
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were so many stories about WHY we were being evacuated: (a) There’s a “Callahan” coming up 

and the cleaning staff feels they can’t do everything needed whilst we’re here and (b) the 

earthquake made some cracks in the old building larger and we have to get out whilst the 

building is inspected. But that’s about all we heard… and nothing was said to contradict or correct 

anything. We just followed along… blindly, as usual. Still, there was an un-easiness inside me as I 

walked out the door and down the stairs to the 5th floor again… to wait… to be called. - I don’t’ 

know what time it was when the call came but it was still evening light. Leton came in: “Those 

going to Pamoja leave NOW! Go to the 1st floor. The bus is waiting. You’ll be given directions 

when you get to the 1st floor. Go NOW!” And so? We went… NOW! - On the sidewalk out front of 

the building there was a crowd. At the curb, a large school bus. However, there were considerably

MORE of us than seats on the bus. This was going to be interesting. Suddenly, some woman 

comes into the crowd yelling “Everybody for The Bronx come over hear and listen for your 

name to be called!” I went over to her and asked “Where is the bus to Pamoja?” “You have mental 

health issues?!” she snapped at me. “No.” Well then you’re not going to Pamoja.” “I was told I was 

and am on the list.” “They changed it. You’re going to The Bronx. Wait here for your name to be 

called. That’s the bus.” Oh great! I don’t want to go to The Bronx. I have yet to hear anything 

good about any of the shelters up there. But, the fact remained, it was there or… I pondered the 

alternatives: bridges, parks, The Bronx, Rockaway, outside, the bunkers of Tilden? Couldn’t go to 

them… not in a hurricane. Rockaway was being evacuated… mandatory evacuation. I waited. I 

watched. - A laugh? The guy who used to be on the 5th floor, who left and would come back to 

the shelter to do his laundry for free was there! We got talking and reminiscing. He claims he’s 

just in for a few days whilst he looks for another place to live. Claims he was doing very well but 

the girl-friend got to him and left him with nothing. Me? I listened. Fine. What-ever. It was good 

to talk with somebody at this juncture. We waited. He suddenly realized he had to go back into 

the building, took his bag and said he’d see me later. Alone… again… waiting. ( Continuing this 

recap on Thursday 1 September 6:45pm at PenLib) Then it came… the calls to the bus. I waited. I 

listened. I didn’t hear my name. The school bus filled. It waited. The case workers who were 

doing all the calling were confused (go figure). SO MANY PAGES! SO MANY LISTS! Nobody 

seemed to know what was going on and it was getting later and later. At this point I just accepted 

the fact that it was going to be an EXTREMELY late night. Most of the time it is. For some reason,

the NYC shelter system can’t get anything accomplished before, well, about 1:00am in the 

morning. This, it seemed, would be another one of those nights. I waited. The school bus pulled 

away and the case-workers searched for MORE lists! - It was getting dark when the 2 white vans 

pulled up to the curb. It was much darker when somebody finally instructed: “Fill the vans and 

let them go!” My name got called and I boarded one of the vans, having absolutely no idea where 
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I was headed, other than up to The Bronx, and even THAT much really wasn't guaranteed. It was 

DARK already. I don’t know the hours because I wouldn’t dare to take my phone out to check the

time. But… – The trip? It was, indeed a “Trip”. The driver took us round blocks in Manhattan to 

get to the FDR to the Willis Avenue Bridge and the Bruckner Expressway (in... The Bronx). At 

some point I looked out the window, into the darkness and saw “St. Ann”, then “St. Mary” on the 

street signs. I knew we were in the South Bronx and headed not too far to the north. Round 

corners. In and out of streets. Then, at long last… 165th Street! OK! We were above 161st Street. 

Not too bad. And then it hit… MELROSE! PARK AVENUE! NOT even a “good” neighbourhood. 

But then, what did I expect? We were “Homeless” men and shelters aren’t Hiltons. - We pulled up

to a gate that had been covered in that artificial grass stripping. The gate opened and we went 

into a parking lot. Off to the side was a loading dock. But the building looked immaculate! Brand 

new! Quite nice! I wondered. We were told, by the driver “Gentlemen, you’re home.” In other 

words “Get the f... out of my vehicle.” I was exhausted! Hungry. Dehydrated. And the luggage was

heavy when I took it from the back of the van. - Up a ramp and to the end of yet another queue! 

But as I say, this wasn’t too bad. The place WAS immaculate and impressive. A woman came out, 

offered cups of water. Some idiot from 30th Street asked about food. The woman said “We have 

food coming in from DHS. We weren’t supposed to be open until September but DHS called and

insisted that we open NOW for the emergency. We have no food on the premises so we’re 

waiting for a delivery.” Somebody joked “Fried chicken?” Somebody else joked “Rice and beans?”

The woman, kindly enough said, “We know you’re tired and it’s late. So we’re going to take very 

good care of you.” and she continued to bring cups of water to us. I had one, sipped slowly. It was

refreshing and just what I needed. I hadn’t eaten anything since the pecan swirls this morning 

and I could feel my blood sugar dropping… in my arms, hands, legs, head, eyes. - We waited to 

enter. - At some point as we waited, the gate to the parking lot opened… a van pulled in and as the

doors opened... IT WAS OUR SECURITY GUARDS FROM 30TH STREET! WHAT A 

SPECTACLE! WAVING AND GREETINGS FROM THEM AND US! IT WAS THE MOST 

COMFORTING EVENT OF THE EVENING. THEY WERE FAMILIAR TO US AND WE TO 

THEM. Even the boundaries between them and us were broken. There was a camaraderie 

suddenly. I have to admit, I was relieved and comforted to see them as well. And the arm-waving 

and smiles helped. We weren't strangers... we were “close friends”! - And then, at LONG last, I was

IN the building! The place sparkled! Clean floors! Fresh paint! New. New. NEW! Everything was 

un-used! Just impressive! And there was AIR CONDITIONING! AMAZING! We were all told to 

have a seat. Food was served. And yes… fried chicken, potatoes, rice and beans! Hefty portions of 

each! Plates were distributed. I, however, was stuck at the “Security” as they pulled my luggage 

apart and then it began: NO CHARGERS! (cell phone, iPod). NO MEDICATIONS! (vitamin C, 
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aspirin!). NO MIRRORS! (I had my small locker mirrors, 2). NO FOOD! (My instant coffee!). 

Things just kept going on me, all put into envelopes and bags, carefully marked with my name 

and the date. I was assured that I could have everything back when I left, but for now, it all had to 

remain with “Security”. I doubted I' ever see any of it again, but there was nothing I could do 

about any of it. - I was “invited” to have a seat in the waiting area. I didn’t mind at all since I was 

about to pass out (or on) by this point. Hunger and dehydration were taking their toll. I sat. Plates 

of food were distributed and suddenly… the distribution stopped. The food was gone… I hadn’t 

eaten. At this point, I didn’t really care and didn’t really want to. I wanted more water to drink and

to shower and get some sleep! Some restful sleep! Little did I know that this was the beginning of 

the “normal” routine for the next few days. - We were called, 1-by-1, into the “office” area, given a

combination lock and assigned a bed. I got 210-8, meaning, room 210, bed 8. I didn’t care. We 

were all “escorted” up to our room. At the time I though it a nice gesture. I would soon learn it 

wasn't kind at all, rather another way in which we were to be controlled. But for now, I went. - The 

room was, well, NEVER TOUCHED! The linens were brand new, though you could see perfectly 

through them, the thread-count was probably 10 per inch. The fleece blanket was still in the 

original bag! The locker? Unblemished! The floors shone like glass (not very safe, but then, no 

food was allowed and that included beverage). The mattress was an actual mattress and the bed 

had wood where ours have old springs. It was SO comfortable! Even with the fact that there were 

8 of us in the room. The spacing was, well, it was OK. A little tight between beds, and the lockers 

faced forward between them. But it was truly welcome! - I made the bed and prepared to shower.

One of the “Security” people came to the door. “Lights Out” at 10:00pm usually. THEY control the

lights. We have no switch. When the lights are out, they’re out. I mentioned a shower. He gave 

me a grimace. It wasn’t permitted. Showering had to be completed before lights-out. I asked: 

“You’re not telling me that after all this, I’ll have to get into this bed with-out showering?” He said

he’d look into it. I thought “I’m taking a shower while you look into it.” In only moments he 

returned to say that a “quick shower” would be OK. I bolted. - The bathrooms? Ah… again, all 

brand new, never used. BUT… NO MIRRORS! My beard trimmer had been taken as well as a 

razor. But in here, they would have done no good. NO MIRRORS ANYWHERE! So… I began my 

trepidations. Nothing too serious (I was exhausted). But into the shower I went. BRONX WATER!

JUST MAGNIFICENT! EVEN IN SPITE OF THE RATHER DIRTY SHOWERS, THE WATER 

FELT SO GREAT! I wanted to linger but didn’t dare. - Shower done, I returned to the room, 

returned to the bed and got under the blankets, awaiting “Lights-Out”. When they came, I too 

went “Lights-Out”… at LONG LAST. It may heave been close to 2:30-3:00 in the morning when 

all settled. But we were, officially, EVACUATED! I curled under the fresh, NEW bed linens and 

drifted off to… sleep.
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19. October 2011 

Sunday 23 October

10:05am “Suite” Number: 6W107 Cruz is still in bed. Tony went to breakfast. (He invited me but I

thought I had too much to do.) Ariel is... out. AND I CAN'T FOCUS ON ANY ONE THOUGHT 

LONG ENOUGH TO COMPLETE IT! It's down to the last little things and they're the most 

difficult. Hair-cut. Laundry. The fact that I have to WEAR clothes to DO laundry. Planning 

Monday's departure time. “Occupy Wall Street” to drop blankets (I am NOT leaving them here 

and not taking them with.) What I can take, what I can't take. How much. How little. The bleating 

curfew. TIME! NO TIME! And yammering in the hall.  It's breaking. AND AZIZ KNOWING 

ABOUT ME! KNOWING I'M LEAVING! SCREWS AROUND WITH MY HEAD. EXPECTING 

SOME KIND OF BS. - Anticipatory Anxieties. That's all it really is.

There's been a sticker on my locker since I arrived:

Our government is the potent, omnipresent teacher. Crime is contagious. If the government 

becomes a law-breaker, it breeds contempt for the law; it invites every man to become a law 

unto himself, it invites anarchy.

Louis D. Brandeis

1856-1941

Associate Supreme Court Justice

I don't know why it's there, nor who put it there, and I've often wondered if it was there so that “I”

would come along and see it. But I now have it here, in this journal, and one day, maybe, I'll 

come back to this journal and read it again... and wonder... again... - 1:58pm 6W107 Ariel is back 

but WOW! All is so quiet! And I? I have a fresh hair-cut and beard-trim. Nose and eyebrows as 

well. Today I noticed THREE SUPER-LONG eye-brow hairs! Amazing! I've let my-self go so 

much to Hell of late. - But, the locker is cleared and a bag ready to go to storage. - This day is 

gone. But the hair-cut was necessary as was the beard trim. Now? A shower, out to storage, and 

hopefully find time to eat something substantial. 8 PopTarts all day yesterday. Not good. No 

wonder I'm feeling cold (in 22.5°C in here... SUN BLARING IN! DELIGHTFUL!) - 3:24pm on an 

M34 bus with... Hair cut. Beard trimmed. Jammyscrubs hanging to dry back at the “suite”. And I 
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am en route to storage at last! AND SO BLEATING HUNGRY! - 5:37pm “I HOP” (yes... again) I 

need to stop this but... FOOD! - Carrying Monday's clothes back to the shelter. - I'm on a verge. - 

I've the feeling the room will miss me. But I keep thinking of how George (D15) left 1st, then Rey, 

leaving me with that trash that came into 5W-101 when I was “D18”. THAT won't happen again. 

And so, Ariel was a bit chatty. All is so "cozy" in that room now. I sometimes wonder... If I stayed 

one month longer it would be much better, financially. Yet, knowing DHS and, as Ms. Emaly calls 

it, "de seestem", the longer I remain, the better my chances of being screwed some-how. Better to

leave now. - Cool shower. Strip bed. As I got to the stairs, the guard (haggy thing, hair a-skew) 

grabbed for her log book. I'm suspicious: Only Ms. Henika and Tony were told of my leaving. 

Now, Cruz and Aziz know. How did word get about and what am I to expect? My nerves are up 

until I'm out of the building tomorrow morning. - 4:18pm MMLib This is the sort of day that 

reminds me of how and why it is so important to get out of and away from NYC. 2 hours to get 

from Rockaway to Mid-town. Had to stand on the Q32 bus most of the way (that, after the driver 

closed me in the door then wouldn't open the back door to let people out!). There are several 

computers open but my "appointment" is for 5:30pm at only 15mins! And the WiFi is so slow that

the battery on the iPod is running out and I've accomplished NOTHING! Somebody at this table 

stinks of mutton. It's disgusting all round. Oh and now funky-Homeless. Nice reminders: GET 

THE bleating HELL OUT! (Tomorrow morning... should've been THIS morning.) - 4:32pm True 

to NYC form, no WiFi on the 5th floor of a LIBRARY! There's an outlet to charge or plug in one's 

lap-top but no WiFi. Everything in this city has gone half-assed. Time to leave. THIS is no longer 

the city I spent most of my life in and used to love. THIS is an inexcusable farce and I'm very 

much out of it. - 10:29pm Room 6W-107 Bed nr.E4... Tonight I close NYC8539266. I do so, sadly. 

My dorm-mates are a delight, over-all. Tonight Tony was intrigued by the Hebrew language and 

we talked much on the topic. He talked about his 6-months of living out-side of Burlington and 

attending a Town Hall meeting..  extending the hours of public buses. The notion and motion... 

were killed. - Ariel joined the conversation on Hebrew. Cruz is more concerned about my well-

being in the new place. - 

Tonight we signed-in on the 5th floor. The halls here are familiar. The noise, echoed yelling, the 

odours, it's all familiar. - This is a tough night... a tough night. - I've taken a small half Xanax. It's 

all..  so very *bitter-sweet*. May the guys get a respectable and respectful replacement. (I feel as if

I'm leaving Family.)
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Good night... Bellevue.
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