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FAMILY ACTS AS EPIC-SMVI PARTNER 
 

Teamwork is an undeniable asset in helping people find jobs. Last month, Michelle 

told us that her mother had a lead on a job out near Fort Belvoir. I called Michelle's 

mom and she gave me the information. Michelle and I quickly filled out her 

application and promptly delivered it to Fort Belvoir Hospital. Then we waited. 

 

And we waited some more. 

 

Then we got a call. "We need Michelle to come out and have an interview now!"  

 

Now? We've been waiting all this time and then they call us like their hair's on fire. 

OK, we figured out a way to get Michelle to the interview. Don scrambled his 

schedule and drove her out there personally. They met her potential boss (whose 

hair was not on fire). I don't know if you know Michelle or not but she interviews well. 

The supervisor liked her right away and told her she'd call. So we waited. 

 

And we waited some more. 

 

Then I got a call saying that Michelle had to get her fingerprints done and that they 

needed a copy of her birth certificated YESTERDAY for goodness' sakes. We made 

the appointment for her fingerprints, dug up her birth certificate and then got snowed 

on like we lived in the Yukon Territory. So much snow. So few fingerprints. So we 

waited for the snow to melt. It took a while. We got her to the police station, and got 

her prints. 

 

Next, we had to get the stuff delivered to Michelle’s potential employer.  Don called 

Michelle’s mom.  Michelle’s mom called Michelle’s dad.  Michelle’s dad made sure 

Michelle was ready to go on the day of appointment.   

 

Donnie got Don to take his crew for a couple hours while he drove Michelle out to 

the hospital to meet the supervisor again, give her the documents and the 

fingerprints and get back to work at the EPIC-SMVI office. This was the last step 

before Michelle starts up.  

 

There were six people doing hands-on work to get Michelle this job. Now, we don't 

count it as a job until she cashes her first paycheck but all signs point to Michelle 

enjoying full employment by late March.  

 

Teamwork. The frantic phone calls after weeks of waiting were no joke. She had to 

be there at a certain time. She had to have those documents done. This process 

simply could not have happened if we didn't have a good team.  

 

And we do. Thanks to Michelle's fabulous mom and dad, Donnie, Don and Michelle 

herself for hitting all of her marks and remembering all of her lines. Let's hope this is 

the beginning of a marvelous work relationship. 



REMEMBERING DALE 
 

I took a couple fellas to the Goddard Air and Space 

Museum this week. Have you been there?  It's 

outstanding. There are many pictures of profound 

space formations captured by the Hubble Telescope. 

The fellas I took were mesmerized.  

 

Our pal Dale was on my mind the whole time I was 

there. He loved that place. Dale fancied himself a 

scientist. He had a particular fondness for space that 

was born of his love for Star Trek.  

 

Dale was also mighty interested in weather, Elvis, 

math, and being fierce. Dale liked to scare people with 

quick, impulsive yelling and short-distance chases. 

"HEY!" He would yell when someone would come by 

and eye his food. Then it was on.  

 

Then it would be over and he would be sweet or tired 

or silly. Dale enjoyed his weekly fainting gag.  The 

routine would start when he would come up to me, 

smile, and say something like, "Can you believe this 

weather?" Then we would both pretend to faint just to 

see how people might react. Silly. 

 

These are small memories. So small in comparison to 

grand life events but they are often in the forefront of 

my mind. Why?  It is the smallness of this world of 

disability that confounds most people on the outside. 

Does that make sense?  A grown man says "ball" for 

the first time. A woman controls a stubborn behavior 

that has plagued her for years. A man who many 

people described as rude and ornery comes up with a 

fainting gag.  

 

Leonard Cohen once wrote that in the future "there 

won't be nothing you can measure any more." That 

sounds horrible  

to some people  

but to me it is an  

equalizer. No  

more small  

events.   

No more grand  

events. Just  

moments that  

define life and  

compassion and  

wisdom and  

death.  This is a  

picture of a tiny,  

tiny moment in  

my life and Dale's  

short life. It's  

all there - isn't it? 

 

 

 

WHAT IS SHE DOING? 
 

My best friend is a painter. Years ago, he painted a 

series of questions, one of which is, "What is she 

doing?" 

  

This is a question I often ask myself when I see 

Sheronda. What is she doing? Is she trying? Is she 

playing me? Is she serious? 

  

I always try to gauge what she's doing by trying to 

determining the fruit of her endeavors. Like everyone 

else on planet earth, sometimes she shines and 

sometimes she doesn't.  

 

A remarkable shine happened recently during morning 

calisthenics. All the usual suspects were showing off 

their push-up skills. It seemed to me like Sheronda 

was getting tired of people boasting about 10 measly, 

puny push-ups.  She decided to put them to shame.  

 

And she did. Sheronda got down on the floor and did 

more push-ups than several of our fellas. Everyone in 

the room was stunned to say the least.  Everyone, that 

is, except Sheronda.  When she wants to come 

through, she comes through every time.  Now, if she 

could just bottle that and drink it when she really needs 

it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Who is this woman?  When is she going to show the 

rest of the world what she can do?  How will she 

surprise us next?  Why is it taking so long? What is 

she doing?  



Free things to do 

in DC 

 
Millennium Stage.  

Free concerts every 

night at 6pm (year 

round) at the Kennedy 

Center in Washington 

DC. The concerts 

feature all different 

styles of music  

and dance.  

 

National Zoo.  

 

Dance your way to Café  

Citron in Dupont Circle.  

On Wednesday nights,  

free salsa lessons are  

offered from 7:30 to 8:30  

p.m.  

 

Check out free live 

music at the National 

Gallery of Art on Sunday 

evenings at 6:30 p.m.  

 

Rock Creek Park  

planetarium operated by  

the National Park  

Service. Tours of the  

night sky are free  

 

Go to the Meridian Park 

drum circle every 

Sunday at 3pm.  Bring a 

hand drum if you got 

one. 

MUSIC?  AGAIN? 
 

This is another testimony that music changes people on a cellular level. 

 

My man Brian (below left) came up to me while I was playing guitar and asked if I 

would play a fast rhythm for him while he composed and sang a song about his 

Uncle Bill right there on the spot.  “Of course,” I said.  I played a ska-ish rhythm and 

Brian got down to business.  He sang a lovely melody with down-right pretty lyrics 

about how great his Uncle Bill is.  He sang about Uncle Bill’s love for Brian, he sang 

about how cool Uncle Bill is, the accolades went on for five non-stop minutes.  He 

finished the song with an interpretive dance.  This is news because Brian is usually 

painfully shy and struggles a bit with stubbornness.  But when I plug my guitar in, his 

mind opens up, his body gets funky and he lets loose.  Sounds pretty cellular to me. 

 

Then there’s John who stands beside me every time I play.  He sings his two 

signature songs every week and plays my guitar when I hit the drums.  John’s 

attitude and confidence take on a marked change when he plays guitar.  He feels the 

music as deeply as anyone in the room.  And again, John is someone who struggles 

a bit when the music isn’t playing.  He looks forward to the music sessions and his 

mood changes for the better the closer he gets to another music session.   

 

It may be time for you to find out how music affects you.  Maybe it’s time for you to 

finally take those piano lessons.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Opinion 
 

It goes without saying that parents are the major influence on their children.  That 

doesn’t mean we shouldn’t drive that point home.  The front page story about 

Michelle’s success would not have any legs had it not been for her mother’s fortitude 

and her father’s influence.  I’m sure there are many reasons why some parents 

struggle with helping us make job or community connections but it is important that 

you work with us.  Closely.  Think hard about any job connections you might have.  

Do you know anyone who be a good volunteer for a group home?  You know your 

children better than anyone.  Your wisdom can only give our work more weight.   


