NH Croutons


WITNESSING ROAD KILL

My husband is a civil engineer who has spent many years building bridges, as well as, attending to other areas of our ever-changing infrastructure. While he has been building bridges, I have been exploring them. Looking under them in the day...discovering the remnants of lasts nights makeshift beds. While the bridge people are away working during the day I am delivering breads, can goods, personal care items, and life saving (I hope) items such as sleeping bags, blankets, and information about medical and emergency services. The saddest lesson: I have learned that know one else goes out there. These hungry and hurting people get left outside and become the most isolated and disenfranchised people in our society. There is an ever-growing underworld of bridge people.

I’m sure you get a glimpse of part of this underworld when someone who may look homeless walks towards you on the street. You know what I mean; you recognize a homeless person who may be dressed in layers and you quickly turn to avoid meeting their eyes, while trying to hide that instant shudder of disgust. Or if you are walking with a child you desperately pull the child closer to you - teaching them, the same. No wonder the homeless feel ever so worthless.

I just recently felt, as close to being worthless as the bridge people. Last Sunday, I was in Enfield, Maine enjoying one of the most meditative and quiet rides on my bike. The fresh smells of natural woods coupled with the pleasant sights of the tidy farm homes in country life elicited certain calmness within me.

That peacefulness was gone in a split second when a pack of dogs ran from their yard and attacked me. Because of my screams a woman came out onto her side stoop and watched as these dogs nipped, jumped and bit me. I desperately put my legs up on the handle bars, to balance. I was hoping to keep their teethe open jaws as far away as I possibly could. With legs up I coasted away. Finally, the dogs receded.

I then found a spot a few hundred feet away that was clear of any houses and more importantly dogs. I stopped and stood by the railroad tracks. I couldn’t come to terms with what just happened. I was unable to look at my wound. I kept looking towards the house where the dogs lived. Wondering how long it was going to take for the owner to secure the dogs and then come to help me. To tell me that she was so sorry for such an awful event. To ask me what she could do to help. 

I stood there alone. Trying to find my cell phone in my bike backpack. Trying to gain some sense of safety while looking down the road for that anticipated help from the person who just witnessed her dogs viciously attack me.

There was silence. No cars were coming. No movement from that way. Nothing.

This cannot be true. No human being could watch such a heinous attack on another human being...and not come to help. She’s coming; I know she is coming to help.

I was still looking down the street with my bike, gloves, and backpack covering the road. Hoping that the woman that stood on her stoop and who had just witnessed my fright would come and rescue me.

I wonder how long people wait under the bridges? Do they think that the passersby are going to stop when they recognize the signs of human distress? (Hunger, physical frailty, loneliness, and

Despondency.) Do people experiencing homelessness stand on the side of the road, like me, with their personal effects spewed around them waiting for help. Only to find that nobody comes. 

Are they looking down the street, hoping?

Or are they society-hardened and know that people will continuously drive by and ignore them. Do they know that we can not even look into their eyes, besides, stopping to help them...and do they deeply know...like me - last Sunday - that they are being left on the side of the highways as human road kill.


Out from under the bridge 

I crawl

To try 

to build a new bridge

To speak

To tell my story

To have purpose

To be free

For so long

Caught in the cycle

Over and over

Dirty; clean

Rehabs: jail

Washing myself

In the insidious cycle

Philosopher

Budo warrior

No enemies 

but myself

Thinker of great things

Lost in the process of 

The drinker of all things

Can’t get there 

From here

Crawling through 

The murky pools

To voice

And choice!

One minute at a time

Anonymous 
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About the author:


Jodi Wright a resident of NH is Board Member on the National Coalition for the Homeless. 


She has extensive knowledge of homelessness. She has worked in the field for over 7 years, but more than that she has compassion and empathy that makes her see the inhumanity of homelessness. 


As a teenager she volunteered at the NH State hospital, taking mentally ill clients on field trips.


She states that she was always involved with the homeless as a young single mother she allowed homeless women with children into her home.  


Before she went to the national arena, she was Program Administrator for the Office of Homeless and Housing Services and Homeless Outreach Intervention Specialist 


Currently She is on the Board of Concord’s Friendly Kitchen and we have asked her to join the Board of Under The Bridge Street News NH














