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STREET SHEET IS SOLD BY HOMELESS AND
LOW-INCOME VENDORS WHO KEEP 100% OF THE
PROCEEDS.

VENDORS RECEIVE UP TO 75 PAPERS PER DAY
FOR FREE.

STREET SHEET IS READER SUPPORTED,
ADVERTISING FREE, AND AIMS TO LIFT UP THE
VOICES OF THOSE LIVING IN POVERTY IN SAN
FRANCISCO.
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SH EET The STREET SHEET is a
project of the Coalition

on Homelessness.

G O I N G The Coalition on

Homelessness organizes
STRO N G | poor and homeless
0 people to create
permanent solutions to
poverty while protecting
the civil and human

rights of those forced to
remain on the streets.

Our organizing is
based on extensive
peer outreach, and the
information gathered
directly drives the
SCAN ME Coalition’s work. We do
not bring our agenda
to poor and homeless
people: they bring their
agendas to us.
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Waverly Walton

What Christmas Means to Me

in the back of the bus
a very fine young man
with fine cornrows
was asking me where
he could go

here in San Francisco

in Oakland all

the shelters are full
and here you play the
lottery to get in he’s
destined for the street
for sure

he has a bag of
peanuts in their shells
circus peanuts

riding in the back of

the night bus in
a lonely carousel

who is sung in
their peanut shell?

in infinity of stories

will it be the nowhere tonight
and knew no way to shelter
here or in Oakland his bag

of peanuts

riding around

every story is a loneliness
snug in its peanut shell

and me sitting here
in my peanut gallery head
writing this

of his face of his hand
holding his bag of
peanuts in their shells

in the bus rolling down
to the end of the line
where you used to
sometimes sleep

where you hide and
I seek you

Where are you?

boy with the bag
of peanuts how
are you?

This is not
a love poem

Thank you
TO ALL OF MY SUPPORTERS

Much love
Waverly

Virginia Barrett

Virginia Barrett
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Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Being surrounded by cars
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Aggressors dressed the same
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

The sight of their guns
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Harassment @ Ist sight
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Being punked into surrendering
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

The bark of their guns
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Falling dead on concrete
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Being driven to the morgue
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Being planted in the boneyard
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Watching families grieve
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Watching many tears fall
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Any more community deaths
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Any more night rides on Blacks
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Because it serves us to preserve us

Wear black
Fight back
We resist

Because our lives count, any amount

Wear black
Fight back
We resist
On a special day
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

Every October 22nd
Wear black

Dee Allen

Fight back

We resist
Beyond this | day
Wear black

Fight back

We resist

The stereotypical criminal profile

Wear black
Fight back
We resist

Brutality from the police—

W: 10.22.22

MONITO

Light shined on my path
Radiating from one

Black Dell©®

Laptop computer monitor.
Curiosity took hold

Of my fingers,

Tapping the keyboard,

Hand on mouse,

Following the light’s source.

Meeting |I.D.
And then

Passcode
And then

White waiting room
And then

The light

| sought
Manifested as
40 poets
Inside squares
On screen.
My element,
My people,
My audience.

| adore

This light

| discovered.

The light

Adores me in return.
With each

Line | exhale,

Stanza | spit,

Into the monitor,

Into the Zoom® room.
Claps, snaps & emoticons.

W: 11.9.22

Only a coward
Attacks people
Only a coward
Insecure in hims
Loads an ammo
To his person
Only a Coward
To be certain
Lacking the last
Disregards free:
To sacrifice the
And spill the blc
Of a communit
That thrives on

Only a Coward
Immortalized in
Another mass g
Infamous for a f
A Coward

afraid of change

Only a coward
Marks off the ¢
Hides behind a
The press ask fc
Only a coward
Wont say yet

If the crime was
Only a Coward
Denies the obvi
To gaslight and
The abuses the
The news
Hoping to spin :
So they wont ne
People

LGBTQ

Plus

Disgus-ted with
Myself for feeli
By So Many Co
With itchy trigg
Playing Call of L
Like it was Call
Splitting torsos,
In plain sight
Our backyards
Soaked in the b
Only a Coward
Enlists terror
Against those t

Only the Brave

Only the Brave

Stay their resol
Against a genoc
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Lisa Willis

She sits on a corner
Of a frozen,
Dirty street,
Sign in hand,

“Homeless,
Hungry,
Please
Help”

Surrounded by
Piles of bags
Meant to keep the
Monsters at bay

The monsters
Who avoid

Her eyes,
Ignoring her plea.

Iejje[q euueyo|

Some spout
Venom,

Their faces
Contorted, hateful

And others,
Only she
Can feel,
And see.

SPEAK THE OCEAN

Speak the ocean,
He said to me,
On a bright,
And sunny
Summer’s day

He didn’t recognize
The woman that
Accompanied him,
And he didn’t care.

There’s no happiness
Like lovers lost

In a dream, their
Ignorance, bliss.
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| surrender to the
Calmness of the
Mediterranean sea
As it takes me home.

SHUFFLE
WITH FATE

Andy Howard

https./www.streetsheet.org/street-speak-podcast/

SOMEBODY'S

S O N Jan Steckel

His toes flowered out of the busted shoes,

long curling nails, peeling skin, ripe and bursting
into decay. He had fastened cardboard shields
around his feet with strapping tape.

He lay on the sidewalk asleep among bags

of his belongings. | stood over him,

half my hamburger and a handful of fries

in a cardboard box, but | didn’t want to wake him.

My husband said he’d give him his own shoes,
but | saw they wouldn’t fit the swollen feet.

| wanted to wash those feet, cut the nails,
slide them into soft slippers.

| imagined sitting the man up

against the chain link fence, feeding him
something warm, building him a tiny house.
Instead | walked away and wrote about it.

IN MY AMERICA
for G. L. Morrison

Because no one should have to choose
between helping a friend
and paying the rent.

A woman in a wheelchair shouldn’t worry
where her next meal’s coming from.
Not in my America.

Virtual rent parties are fine,
but why should she have to throw one?
What are my taxes going for, anyway?

Seven-year-old tried to sell his stuffed bear
for food on the street. Seriously?
In my America?

Policeman took the child out for lunch
while his partner went to the house,
found more kids who hadn’t eaten for days.

Because no one should have to choose
between their teddy bear and food.
Not in my America.

DID YOU KNOW WE HAVE A PODCAST?

Get answers to your burning questions about poverty
and homelessness wherever you get your podcasts.
PLUS! Stay tuned for our upcoming 2023 Poetry Episode
to hear poets from this issue reading their pieces aloud!
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By Cancer

El Joker

Anonymos

WHAT |
WANTED TO
TELL YOU

I’ve been emotional
Allowing the chemicals
Inside and outside of me
To manage me

Pull my strings

Make me dance

Dance baby dance

With fleeting thoughts
Uncontrollable
Unsustainable
Untraceable

To their point of origin

| can see them

Racing around

Like rats in a maze
Match my emotions
Fueled by the toxicity
They’ve lost their way
And somehow

The moment passes
And my actions

Speak louder

Than the megaphone
Of my heart

And I'll never get to say
What | wanted to tell you
| can’t seem to say
What | wanted to tell you

B9J, yeles§

CLOSED
CHURCH
DOORS

as they make their way
into the church doors

all dressed in their finery
ignoring the poor

don’t they realize

‘tis jesus they seek

and he can be found
dying on their streets

it’s him on your cold concrete streets
dying from hunger and neglect

can’t you see him

in the poorest of the poor

dying outside your church doors?

‘tis jesus you seek

and it is he

the poorest of the poor

souo( Ao[ Apn(

VULNERABILITY

My life growing up wasn’t all peaches and cream, _

| was told to be silent about abuse done to me!

How dare you shut me up when you know you are wrong,

God gave me a mouth to speak on how you raised both me and my son.
It’s not Christian like to tell me stop when you are holding grudges,

God gave me a gift to write my story so I’m sorry if I’'m pushing your buttons.
That’s unfair for you but it’s fair for me and God,

Pleasing Him is my priority | don’t need no side talk!

You’re worried about what other think and I’'m worried about healing,
Maybe you should consider opening up and stop bottling up your feelings.
My children deserve to know the truth of their neglect,

| was deep in my alcohol addiction that | painfully regret.

The Lord is my witness | started drinking because of you,

| have feelings and | have the right to stop this madness and expose the truth.
God intervened in my life to be an inspiration to younger generations,
My experience in the past can make a difference in people’s lives and true motivation!
God blessed me with the gift to write,

| have to express what’s on my mind.

Writing is how | cope,

Instead of isolating myself and mope.

You suggest | find another hobby,

What’s wrong with writing it makes me happy!

No one can take away what God bestowed on me as a gift and a talent!
My purpose is glorifying the Lord of His goodness despite my menace!

| feel victorious of how God delivered me,

The road is tough but that’s when faith comes in.

The world needs my voice to encourage and empower,

It starts with me first by carefully taking the road that’s narrow!

| am doing the footwork to live for Christ,

It’s hard but it’s possible with God on my side!

My apology Dad if | hurt your feelings,

My feelings are valid | wish you know their meaning!

| don’t see nothing wrong with exposing you at all,

You should be proud of me that I’'m coming up strong!
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RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED
Coalition on
Homelessness

San Francisco

V. CONCLUSION

For the foregoing reasons, Plaintiffs’ motion for a preliminary injunction is granted as
follows:

L Defendants are preliminary enjoined from enforcing or threatening to enforce, or
using California Penal Code section 148(a) to enforce or threaten to enforce, the following laws
and ordinances to prohibit involuntarily homeless individuals from sitting, lying, or sleeping on
public property:

e California Penal Code section 647(e)

California Penal Code section 370
California Penal Code section 372
San Francisco Police Code section 168
San Francisco Police Code section 169
This preliminary injunction shall remain effective as long as there are more homeless

individuals in San Francisco than there are shelter beds available.

1L Defendants are preliminarily enjoined from violating San Francisco’s bag and tag

policy as embodied in DPW Procedure No. 16-05-08 (REV 03).

IT IS SO ORDERED.

Dated: December 23, 2022




