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Through the Red Doors 
 
     One woman's path through homelessness and finding her purpose 
 
    Shock was the first emotion that She felt upon realizing that she would be a (sort-of) divorcee'; just 
like so many of the characters populating films she loved as a kid that helped; to shape much of her 
thoughts on feminism- She too, was left floundering.  And just like those fictional characters, her 
experience was a life changing and challenging trial. Her once familiar community took on a different 
hue, looking less welcoming as friends evaporated; choosing between the her and her ex. Most 
importantly, She lost financial footing. 
 
     Not that there was a good time to separate however, the timing was unfortunate for her. She had 
been running her own cultural arts, writing and performance collaborative.  Voice Of Strength works 
primarily with female survivors of trauma.  The program is a means of discovering their authentic 
voice.  After six years, She was ready to take the leap and make VOS multi-media & lingual. 
Unfortunately this occurred right as the bubble burst. Funding dried up and jobs became scarce. Thus, 
due to meager resources, She found herself doing something that she never would have imagined, she 
began to live; hand to mouth. 
 
     This started her on the course to nomadism; that is to say she depended mostly on the kindness of 
friends, having to move from place to place, couch surfing, staying in spare bedrooms, holding her 
breath when She was able to rent an apartment or an SRO (single room occupancy) because attracting 
money and the lack of it, seemed like a cruel hoax.  
 
      It was during her travels that She landed in an area where there was little to no economic 
infrastructure. Every day was stuffed with so much anxiety that She developed a stutter. She remarked 
on more than one occasion that, it was a place where it was impossible to stay and impossible to leave. 
To say that her existence became full of personal and 'quality of life' stress would be like saying that 
Mohammad Ali was just an okay boxer.  
 
     The night that She entered the shelter in Wilmington, it was only with the clothes on her back.  
 
      Welfare called ahead and sent her to do an intake, she was told that she would lose her bed if she 
were to leave to retrieve her belongings so, She spent a fretful night laying on unfamiliar sheets, still 
dressed in her clothes, listening to five strangers snore.  
 
     Sitting in the lounge after dinner, women and children busied themselves, the cacophonous noise 
ebbed and flowed threatening to envelop her. Her eyes must have been the size of saucers, her 
breathing was shallow; coming in fits and starts, razor sharp shards of ice traveled through her veins, 
and her neck and shoulders ached. She tried not to weep. She questioned; what she'd done to find 
herself in this situation? She had traveled the world, run several businesses and agencies and now she 
barely had a few coins to rub together.  



 
      What a strange turn of events. Having been an Advocate she'd worked for; Social Justice, Economic 
Development and Cultural Arts access. Now She found herself on the other side of the desk, in need of 
services.  
 
     Though irrational She felt that she'd paid her dues and raged at the heaven's for her plight. It wasn't 
necessarily a “why me” but “what can I do to change this hell”. With her ear cocked, She listened for 
an answer, there was nothing save for, the sound of crickets as a response. It seemed that her queries 
were inconsequential to the Universe.  
 
     So, head down, She continued to put one foot in front of the other. After a while, she realized that 
this simple commitment, helped strengthen her in the deepest recesses of her soul. 
 
    Abundance often creeps up on us.  
 
     There was that day that She went through the set of red doors and descended the steps entering a 
sanctuary for women. A space where one could have coffee and come in from the cold, pick up socks 
and dental floss, be informed and find something to laugh about, somewhere to exhale and surf the web 
for a job. This was a safe room to cry in when the heart seized, leaving no space for blood to pass 
through its ventricles. She found the Friendship House. She found community. 
 
    And with this enlivening discovery; she unearthed lost and forgotten pieces of herself that littered the 
corners of a draw where tightly folded socks sat, it co-mingled and became entwined with the lint in 
her pockets and was smudged by pencils and lipstick in her cosmetic bag. Those pieces of her interior 
had indeed patiently waited during her incessant vagabonding to made use of one day. And she did. She 
made friends, called up healing abilities as a Practitioner of Reiki, painted and exhibited her work. She 
meditated and prayed focusing on her mustard seed of faith. Just the act of recommitment made it 
possible to begin to recognize her purpose.   
 
     So, it truly is about the journey, she recognizes how important it is to keep her eyes on the prize and 
to make the decision to thrive no matter what her life looks like. When vigilant she now recognizes the 
rewards that the Universe selects for her and how to value these gifts. After years of fear, after all the 
time spent wandering, the fits and starts; She has decided to surrender and allow herself to fully live 
life. 
 
     Just like the ancient art of origami requires one to address a small piece of paper with clumsy 
fingers and faith; She continues to fold each day with trust that upon withdrawing her hands at the right 
moment something amazing will emerge. 
 
 
 


