
St. Max & St. Jude Homeless Breakfast   May 2019 

Not many years ago, when the weatherman predicted a 50% chance of rain, we would simply scoff 
— as it never happened.  But, Saturday morning, he was “spot on.”  When we drove north at 5:30AM, 
there was a steady rain all through the Conejo Valley.  By the time we reached Ventura, however, the 
precipitation had diminished, & a pleasant, sunny day displayed itself. 

Present were: Cyndy & Bob, Betcy, Donna & Phil, Jan, Marilou, Cathy & Gerald, Andy, Rebecca, & 
Sally & Marty.  (13 of us) 

Everyone “drifted” to whatever needed tasks presented themselves.  However, we experienced a 
“stumbling block” when we realized that our 2 “meat-slicer-experts” (Linda & Steve) were not here.  
We tried assembling the slicer in various configurations, when Andy came to our rescue.  He 
proceeded to expertly put the contraption together, and then cut the ham quickly & professionally.  
Thank you, Andy! 

         There were several of our “long-time regular 
  guests” in attendance.  These were folks we had 
 not seen in ages — some even years ago!  Aaron 
  looked just the same as he looked many months 
              ago: healthy & happy.  Chuck was using a  
       walker & wearing a large back brace.  He had 
     not been around, as he was convalescing after 
   TWO hip replacements.  Now, back surgery is in 
  his future.  He didn’t seem to “harbor” the anger 
  that I had witnessed in the past — more mellow.  
      (Here are Aaron & Chuck, catching up on life’s 
                                                                          news.)   

Cheryl is another one who suddenly appeared.  
She has been living in Ojai & is now back in 
Ventura.  I recalled that we had given her a child’s “Hello Kitty” backpack for her 2-year-old grand-
daughter.  She told me that little girl is now 8 years old! 

A woman new to us came in & was extremely distraught.  She related that her pregnant daughter 
died suddenly the day before (Friday).  I sat with her outside.  Her name is Victoria & she said her 
daughter was murdered.  It was a lot of tragedy to digest & impossible to follow.  Our guest, Cheryl, 
was nearby, so I asked her to help “commiserate” with this nearly hysterical mother.  She certainly 
tried her best, but we were both at a loss about how to assuage this woman’s grief.  Another woman, 
named Monica, told us that she is a friend of Victoria’s & that she would remain with her. 

Life is often complicated; we are so lucky to be surrounded by loving family & friends. 

Sincerely, Sally Holland


