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“ShelterCare enriches lives through exceptional services that nurture hope, opportunity and dignity."  

 

DISCLAIMER 

All stories that are works of fiction are just that. The persons and events portrayed are strictly from the authors’ 

imaginations. VOICES is intended solely as a source of entertainment!  
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On January 7th ShelterCare threw a 

 
retirement party for Susan Ban 

celebrating her 30+ years 

of compassionate service 

 
with ShelterCare. 

 

In attendance were 

partners, friends, clients, staff and community members. 

Susan with new CEO Michelle Hankes With Eugene Mayor Lucy Vinis 



“Your Precious Community” 
A personal letter to Susan Ban 

from Consumer Saraswati Amrita Pate 

 

Dear Susan, 

Remember when we were talking a while back and I told you I looked up the word “minister” and that it’s 

Latin meaning was “servant?“ I got curious about the origin of “service” and looked up “serve.” I could have 

guessed – “slave” in Latin. I liked the archaic English “minister” far better though: “A person or thing used to 

achieve or convey something” (my bold – Google’s vagueness makes for artistic license). Their example 

was charming – ”The Angels are ministers of Divine Will.” Your ability as an administrator, your brilliance for 

communication and “attracting” people, came early too. Before a 32-year career, as Executive Director, you 

were and still are, Rev. Susan Ban. 

We’re both private by nature: our association came thru ShelterCare’s Consumer Council 11 years ago. 

Shortly after we’d met, I was amazed to find out you’d been Executive Director of ShelterCare since 1988. I 

had to know how ShelterCare got so far so quickly and I’m still working on it! On your advice, I looked up 

managerial chaos theory. Effective leadership, open communication and a strong guiding vision are its key 

elements. If I’ve learned anything by being around you, it’s this: selflessness and an incredibly prodigious 

drive, rarely encountered together in big business, along with vision and brains can create new paradigms in 

non-profit thinking. That, and you make it look like a piece of cake. I do know the results. You earned a 

Bachelor’s in Psychology, studied English, and then received your Master’s in Divinity. The following quotes 

are from our Voices interview five years ago. They’re pretty telling. About public speaking, and its being a 

common phobia, you said: “Articulate; yeah, I read a lot when I was a kid; maybe that’s it. There was a point 

at which it clicked for me. The message and the communication were more important than me. You’re not in 

it anymore.” You’re self-educated, understood the job and the need for shifting the agency’s focus on the 

deinstitutionalized mentally ill and others, veterans and people with acquired psychological issues – a large 

portion of the chronically homeless. Like the few others who were ahead of the times, you had little help but 

persevered. You used the chance to literally invent a mental health services organization that would make a 

lasting impact. You started as a volunteer, never studied business per se, but you figured out life and saw 

hope and envisioned a “precious community.” You chose to act. Psychology majors very often are motivat-

ed by a previous association, usually a family member with a mental illness. You’re exceptional that way. 

You did this ad-hoc. Your hard work and endurance have literally helped thousands of vulnerable and yet 

ignored, people off the streets. 1,500 people received services last year alone. 

 

(Continued on page 4) 



 

ShelterCare has housed a lot of people who couldn’t stay in 

The Eugene Mission. That’s quite a feat! In the late 1980s, Eugene Emergency Housing went from a handful 

of like-minded souls, when you started, to around 140 ShelterCare employees as of a couple of years ago. 

This was made possible by accredited clinicians, supported housing for Consumers, housing for families, 

Homeless Outreach, Supported Employment, Medical Recuperation, payees for money management and 

other skills training, household resources like furniture, clothing, etc.,  classes and activities like yoga and 

trips to Food For Lane County. ShelterCare also hires our recovering peers. You started the Consumer 

Council to benefit both us and ShelterCare employees. 

About you personally: I’ve met so many people who, after meeting you, were nonplussed by your candor 

and “normalcy,” whatever that is. I think you’re well grounded, but very unconventional. Your warm and 

thoughtful demeanor must disarm them. You look intelligent. Another one of your quotes: “I sit at the man-

agement team’s meetings, and I’m honored to be sitting in a room full of people who care so deeply, that 

they do this work. So bright, so good, you know?”  

Before Lucy Vinis left your Development team and became Mayor, I asked her why she chose to work here 

– she too was/is passionate about the mission. Before working for ShelterCare, Lucy had a degree in Com-

parative Religion, among others, and had always worked for non-profits. When she attended a Consumer 

Council meeting as a guest, I asked her what her legacy as Mayor would be. Lucy didn’t hesitate – she said 

her number one priority would be addressing Eugene’s homelessness issue. You and ShelterCare have 

touched the hearts of thousands beside those of us you’ve helped get off the street. The Board of Directors 

do this of their own volition because of your mission. You’ve made the agency a fun place to work. Dogs are 

a common sight at the 4th Avenue building. Office pranks are unofficially encouraged. Other genii include 

the knowledge that people need to be appreciated: an artist’s creativity, a mind for mentoring and, Reverend 

or not, your sense of humour is pretty much epic. I told you I wouldn’t gush. I didn’t have to. Now I might. 

Your being an inspiration is common knowledge. You’re so humble it’s almost tragic. Those you’ve worked 

with will miss your unpretentious presence, and the spirit of ShelterCare’s Executive Director’s activism will 

live. On a personal note – thank you for helping me out with the writing. We owe it to you to try and pay for-

ward what you’ve taught by example. Talk is cheap and whining is less than useless. You already know… 

“The only thing that will redeem mankind is cooperation.” ~Bertrand Russell 

 

I wish you the very best! 

Saraswati Amrita Patel 

(Continued from page 3) 

“You’re so humble it’s almost tragic.” 
 

~ Saraswati Amrita Patel 
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Woman, Christmas 

 

What is it about a woman 

That when she is happy the whole household is 

I want to say she has this lightness 

Like when I had cataracts removed suddenly the colours and clarity shone through,  

gone was the near blindness 

 

I guess she somehow lets everyone in the house feel this joy from her 

Like forgetting my jacket and putting on my faux fur 

Music nice light feels very nice, glad I put it on 

Sometimes it can be easy not to thank her enough 

But no she says you know I’m tough 

It’s just I need to let you know it feels good to say I love you 

When you go on retreat the girls and I can’t wait for you to return 

Please remember it’s not just because all of us are starving for something to eat 

She tells me, love why didn’t you go out get the girls a nice treat 

Well it never occurs to me, I feel weird going out to eat without you 

The girls are still pretty young so they just laugh at papas pizzas and cooking 

Then they run off looking for something to do. 

 

I never noticed all the stars in the sky before our love 

Nor the colours, sometimes I wasn’t sure what I was thinking of 

Then I remember and I pick you up like a new bride, we wrestle and it ends in a kiss 

Where are you lady when I’m thinking of you 

I know that the Lord had something more important for you. 

 

When my oldest granddaughter came over from Hawaii Islands 

I felt you everywhere we went, it had been so long since I’d seen her sweet face 

It hurts more than anything now that you are gone 

But when it’s all said and done there isn’t a minute we had I would let my mind erase 

Maybe some people never get to have love from a woman 

That would leave a sad and lonely man 

I know, but I had 18 years with you though we still had plans. 

 

This Christmas like every Christmas all I want is a minute with you 

If I thought we weren’t going to be back together in Heaven 

Well I don’t know what I’d do 

Still I really do believe it’s true 

So there’s a daughter and two granddaughters finally back on the right road 

If I had never had you to love no one else would ever do 

If you are looking down, I still love you a little more each day 

I guess in part you kept me young, we could play 

So if there is Christmas in Heaven 4 of us wish you wonders 

From a foolish old man 

Who learned so much from the love of a woman. 

 

~ by Mark Wallenbrock 



My Old Shoes 

by Matthew Switzer 

 

Part 2 

 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the prod-

ucts of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. I use many metaphors. Any resemblance 

to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. Like a song or a drawing, the 

fiction work is for moving powerful emotions. 

 

 

Well O.K., good evening Mr. Thief, where are my shoes? They should be in your hand as 

you’re meeting me at the door; this is not a social call. What's the big deal, just refund 

the guy his money. What did you get for my shoes anyhow? Let me see the paper. Well 

hey the cops are on the other end of my phone. 

 

Well here are your shoes and the paper of what I got. 

 

 I about fell over thinking to myself “geez louise, kid you are in the wrong business.” 

 

How much of this have you spent? Wow over half. Well work hard and pay it back. 

 

Stuttering “b b b but it would take me years to get that kind of money up; well maybe 

not.” 

 

Well, just a sec, I need to get something out of my shoes; tell you what: give me the rest 

of that money and we will work something out; you did steal them and you should be 

going to jail for that. Give me the rest of what you got. Here are the shoes back; just re-

warp them and ship them off. You can sell them then. 

 

That’s it. I need to lock my bedroom door and windows. I just don’t know what is going to 

happen next. But I think I will hire this shoe thief and make some real money from him. 

Who would think $12,000 for a pair of old shoes on eBay. So now I still need new shoes, so 

back to the hole-in-the-wall store and when I am done I will see the shoe thief so that he 

can sell these as well. Gee what is with people these days. They were just old used shoes, 

old oxfords, but the kid tells me it was the brand name on them. Well gee they just look 

for a name what are folks smoking that get them to do that. 
 

He said it is not just shoes but all kinds of things. Gee it seems like many are trying to be 

cool or something. How silly. But gee they are willing to pay as much as I would almost 

make in a year. Maybe it has to do with all or them white smoke dragon tails in the sky 

these days; been wondering what they have been smoking. Oh and I heard it keeps 

folks working too. 

 

(Continued on page 9) 



So O.K., my big date and my new-to-me shoes are doing O.K. Still I like the other ones. 
But hey now I could afford something more if she is O.K. with it. Well we get there and it 

looks like I seem too overdressed, but she doesn’t seem to mind that at all. But as I look 

around it seems that way to me. Gee I must be a bit old fashioned. Maybe too many 

James Bond movies. So the night went well and now I have a new friend at the coffee 

shop. Now she invites me out to her place for dinner. Yep well sure. So Wednesday at 

8:00. And I don’t need a suit. 

 

She lives in the same town not too far of a walk from my place in an apartment. It seems 

like a nice evening for a walk; it had just rained and there’s the fresh smell of clean air, 

but then I start to smell the most wonderful dinner. Thinking I sure hope that is for me and 

that she has made it. As I am walking, other folks also can smell the dinner cooking and 

they are asking each other where it is coming from. Well I can hope. I still must pass by 

some restaurants and as I do, I still can smell that wonderful aromas of sizzling steaks but 

also a hint of cinnamon and a bit of rosemary. I see no other restaurants so I think it must 

be coming from her place. 

 

Words hardly do the aromas justice. It kind of reminds me of this place in the French 

Quarter on Bourbon Street. Lou something Bistro. And she works at a coffee shop. Why is 

she not a cook? Maybe she is. I  hope it is my lucky night. I need to find out more about 

this woman. Lucky find, a good cook. Yep, so I was right; it is coming from her place. But 

oh hey there is a guy here. What the hell? Oh well it is her brother; he is the cook; she 

had him make up the dinner and yep, he did indeed work down on Bourbon Street. 

Lucky for her. He shares an extra room in her apartment. Well it is her brother, so what is 

a guy to do? Well, talking is good. Second date not too fast then. 

 

You know how 

small talk goes: tell-

ing me about her 

brother. He is on 

layover and he is 

indeed a cook, a 

civilian cook work-

ing on a Naval 

Base in Mobile, Ala-

bama. He took a 

week off to visit his 

sister. It will sure be 

nice when he 

leaves. So she goes 

on to tell me about 

how long she's lived 

here in this town 

and about her fam-

ily and her friends,  

(Continued from page 8) 
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and other jobs she has done. Seems like she's worked at that small coffee shop for about 

three years and it's okay but she feels she could do better.  She thinks that her brother is a 

great cook and he should own a restaurant and work for himself. She feels a little disap-

pointed, knowing that her brother can do so much better. May someday he will get 

brave enough to step out on its own and make his own restaurant happen.  

 

So anyhow, it is my turn. I did not want to reveal so much. I had a cute story to tell her 

about how my shoes came around, and that out-of-this-world price Shoe Thief got for 

them. She could not believe it and (oops not thinking), I did it; I opened my mouth and it 

rolled out of my mouth like oil. Oh well, it is too late now. It must be pride or something, 

my big windfall, and I know that got her to thinking on that, I just bet... well I will see. Yep I 

know I sound like a cheap bastard and you may be right but maybe not. 

 

So you know, I went on to say how I would work with the boy that stole my shoes, giving 

him a break, not calling the cops and putting a mark on his record at his age, ‘plucking a 

heart string.’ Not sure if it would be grand larceny or not. I sure did not pay 1000 for them, 

but he sure got more than 1000 for them. She was asking how far I would go with this. 

Seems like this boy had something going on and he may start to get an idea that I would 

be using him. Holding this could-be-larceny over his head may lead him to try something. 

And to that end, maybe you should try to start something not so under-the-table, but 

more legitimate. Not a bad deal trying to give a kid a break in life. So an end to a great 

meal, and an entertaining night of small talk with the waitress of the coffee shop. 
 

So the next day I got to thinking about what she had said, and well, I have the money 

now. Well maybe Legal Aid could help or at least point me in the right way. And so they 

did. And that guy, all he did was help small businesses start within the legal system with all 

of the papers, forms and insurance BS that would save our butts in case something were 

to go amiss. And with what we had been doing, this seemed safer for me. 

 

So Junior invited the Shoe Thief over, and I ran all of my plans by him and he just sits there 

thinking. I don’t know what he would be thinking about. To me it seemed like a good 

deal.  

 

Well I was doing just fine without you. Why do I need you now, or are you thinking on 

blackmailing me into working this deal? 

 

Yep you are sure right you little piss ant that is just what I was thinking, so what do you 

have to say now? 

 

So you know the little piss ant pulls out his phone. “See I got you, you old fart.” 

 

Well, me to piss ant: with our run-in at your place; so now what say let's just end this now; 

let’s both go down to the cops and run it all by them. I will meet you there on Friday at 

9am. Bring your big brass balls along.  

 

...to be continued in the next issue of Voices. 

(Continued from page 9) 



Afiya Thanksgiving 
 

About a dozen St. Vincent De Paul and ShelterCare clients at-

tended our Afiya Community Room Thanksgiving potluck on 

October 25th. 

 

The well planned meal provided almost enough excellent food 

for two Thanksgivings!  

 

The holiday spirit was evident.  For many it was their only 

Thanksgiving in 2019.  

 

We all had a wonderful time!  

- Kevin 



 

 Herstory: A New Beginning 
 

 

 

Having my daughter and two granddaughters, I thought I would write about Herstory as opposed 

to History. One thing I found is Women are treated differently then men by Doctors. Obviously 

women are different from men, but I see women being treated like children (a couple friends ask 

me to go to the Doctor with them. If they hurt and ask for something for pain the Doctor says 

(now we don’t want you taking a pain med and falling down). I could go on how Doctors treat 

women who hurt like children, from my time as a Nurse. Equality means men and women figure 

things out together. When there is war suddenly her man gets drafted or taken away and the wom-

an is left with the children and has to get a menial job; often it is not fair. But I see many women 

going to College. Did you know almost 6 Graduates out of 10 are women now? Soon you can 

have let’s say half women in politics, important jobs . Now most women I know hate war. If the 

Women in Western Europe and the USA could stop war, we could go to war against the pollution 

in our Oceans and Countries, and have clean water across the world. It may seem hard to believe, 

but if you keep on you will find you have upward mobility or we could just say better jobs for 

more money, and Doctors who won’t respect you can be left behind without fear. Anyway I’m 

maybe writing a small book; if anyone wants, I can put some chapter excerpts online.  

 

I feel really nervous two days before the Doctor Appointment. I am nervous my RSD or CRPS is 

worse. I don’t know if any of you feel like that but we pay Doctors to help us; why do they say no 

if they are being paid by us? Of course there are some good Doctors. I am hoping Daughters and 

Granddaughters will be Doctors who saw how we pain patients were treated. So many mentally 

ill have problems too. I can see it with women who are beaten, trying to protect their children. 

The number one thing I feel men and boys need to know is "Might is Not Right nor Alright ever." 

I have friends in this area and online. All the ladies I know have been abused in some way. Wom-

en and children are about half as big as a man. Ok here is a word or two: I want everyone to react 

right away to "No." Find out why “no” has been said and stop. Maybe someone is being hurt; you 

need to find out why. Whether you are a Man, Boy, Woman or a Girl.  No and Stop are words we 

all need to react to immediately. I just want us all to be safe. 

Have a Great Day.  

 

Mark 

 

 

rsdno Please help learn about RSD 

www.rsds.org 



 
 
Richard Buckminster Fuller (1895 - 1983)... 
 
 
 
 
...was one of the greatest minds of the last century. A math genius - he was an 

architect, systems theorist, author of more than 30 books, designer, inventor and 

futurist. While his isn’t exactly a household name, he had numerous inventions, 

mainly architectural designs. You may have heard some “Buckyisms” like 

“Spaceship Earth,” “geodesic dome,” which he invented, and “synergetic,” to 

name a few. A pioneer in sustainable living, Fuller was born in Milton, Massachu-

setts. He came from a family of strong individualists inclined toward activism and 

public service. After attending Milton Academy, he was expelled twice from Har-

vard - once for spending all his money partying with a vaudeville troupe, and was 

finally out due to “irresponsibility and lack of interest.” By his own appraisal he 

was a non-conformist misfit in their environment. For over five decades Buck 

developed pioneering solutions to create innovative technology that does “more 

with less.” Fuller recalled 1927 as a pivotal year in his life. His daughter, Alexan-

dria died from spinal meningitis five years previously. Now he was experiencing 

extreme depression and anxiety, dwelling on her death, blaming their home’s 

(Continued on page 14) 



damp, drafty living conditions. This regret led to the creation of Stockade Build-

ing Solutions - a business aimed at providing affordable self ventilating, aero-

dynamic housing, run partially on human waste. In 1927, at age 32, he was no 

longer President at Stockade.  

 

The Fullers had no savings and 

their new daughter, Allegra, add-

ed to their financial struggles. 

Fuller drank heavily and would go 

for long walks in Chicago. During 

autumn that year he contemplated 

suicide, by jumping into Lake 

Michigan, so his family could ben-

efit from a life insurance payment. 

On the cliff above the lake, Buck 

experienced an epiphany so amazing it changed his purpose and direction. He 

felt as though he was suspended several feet above the ground, enclosed in a 

white sphere of light. A voice spoke directly to Fuller and declared:  

 

“From now on you never await temporal attestation to your thought. You think 

the truth. You do not have the right to eliminate yourself. You do not belong to 

you. You belong to the universe. Your significance will remain forever ob-

scured by you, but you may assume that you are fulfilling your role if you apply 

yourself to converting your experiences to the highest advantage of others.” 

 

The experience led to a profound re-examination of his life. He ultimately 

chose to work on “...an experiment, to find what a single individual could con-

tribute to changing the world and benefiting all humanity.” Fuller went on to be-

come the second Mensa President from 1974 until his death in 1983. 

 

By Sara Patel 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Buckminster_Fuller#Depression_and_epiphany 

https://www.bfi.org/about-fuller/biography 

https://www.businessinsider.com/buckminster-fullers-dymaxion-homes-2016-3 
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The Oxford Electric Bell  
By S. A. Patel 

 

The Oxford Electric Bell, or known alternately as 

the The Clarendon Dry Pile, is the longest run-

ning scientific experiment. Probably built around 

1825 and battery powered, it has rung approxi-

mately 10,000,000,000 times nearly continuous-

ly, though inaudibly due to being behind two 

layers of glass. Apart from occasional 

short interruptions, caused by high humidity, the 

bell has rung continuously since 1840. It is the 

Guinness world record holder for the world’s 

most durable battery. The experiment consists 

of 2 brass bells, each positioned beneath a dry 

pile (a form of battery), the pair connected 

in series. The clapper is a metal sphere approxi-

mately 4 mm in diameter, suspended between 

the piless, which rings the Bell's alternatively 

twice per second. As the Clapper touches one 

bell, it is charged by one pile, and 

then electrostatically repelled, being attracted to 

the other bell. On hitting the other bell, the pro-

cess repeats. It is thought to be powered by 

Zamboni (you read correctly) piles. The Zamboni pile is an electrostatic battery, it’s output is .8 

volts, with current in the nanoamps. Their exact composition is unknown. Those built by Giussepi 

Zamboni (1776-1846) are ordinarily constructed from 2,000 disks of tin foil, glued to discs of pa-

per impregnated with zinc sulphate and coated on the other side with manganese dioxide. They 

are then encased in glass and dipped in liquid sulphur. The lithium ion battery in your phone, etc. 

was the work of a team of scientists led by physicist John B. Goodenough (you read correctly) 

who won the Nobel Prize in Chemistry at age 97 in 2019, making him the oldest Nobel laureate. 

He made advancements in random access memory, did research at M.I.T. and then on to the 

University of Oxford, oddly enough, where he turned his attention to the emerging field of lithium 

battery chemistry. Since 1986 he has been a professor in the school of engineering at UT Austin. 

Goodenough has won countless awards, prizes, etc. The John B. Goodenough Award in Materi-

als Science is named for him. 

 
https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/5/54/Oxford_Electric_Bell.jpg  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Zamboni_pile  

https://www.smithsonianmag.com/smart-news/mystery-continuously-functioning-battery-1840-18 0954028/ https://

theweek.com/articles/567419/worlds-longest-running-science-experiment  

https://www.nobelprize.org/prizes/chemistry/2019/goodenough/facts/ https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_B._Goodenough  



Healthly, Affordable, Easy AND Tasty: Have it All 

 

Avocado, Potato, and Grilled Chicken Salad 
 

Ingredients 

 
3 medium red potatoes 

1 fresh ripe, avocado 

1 teaspoon lemon juice 

4 green onions (chopped) 

1/2 medium red bell pepper (chopped) 

8 ounce cooked grilled chicken strips (about 8 strips) (cut into bite-size pieces) 

1 tablespoon olive oil 

1 tablespoon cider vinegar 

1/2 cup lemon non-fat yogurt 

1 teaspoon ground black pepper 

 

Directions 
 

1. In a medium sauce pan, boil potatoes about 20 minutes, until just tender; run under cold water to cool, 

and cut into chunks. 

2. Peel avocado and cut into chunks; coat with lemon juice. 

3. Whisk olive oil, vinegar, yogurt, and pepper in a small bowl. 

4. Place all ingredients in large bowl. Gently toss. 
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