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Introduction by Ralph Nader

Strike up a conversation with anyone who lives in Washington, D.C. and say that where they live is a tale

of two cities and everyone understands what you mean. Our national capital is more than just a federal

city and a local city; it is a city of enormous disparities in wealth and power, a city whose decaying areas

are off the tourist track, a city where Ward eight, with sixty-five thousand people, does not have one supermarket

and, in places, looks like a war zone. Glittering museums and glamorous theaters bustle daily in contrast to street

after street of slums, dilapidated housing, warring drug gangs and sirened police cars.

Well-appointed professional sports arenas compare with rundown playgrounds and other neglected facilities,

offering amateur athletic exercises for youngsters. Schools and clinics in desperate need of repair, effective

learning and health outcomes place Washington’s young way down on the comparative ladder of urban failure,

sickness and poverty. Luxurious hotels annually filled with millions of tourists and conventioneers are located in

a city whose municipal services for the masses are immune to the regular exposés of the local media and the

entreaties of neighborhood groups.

The affluent business executives, lawyers, lobbyists and developers who ply their lucrative trades by day in

the city and repair to their homes in the Virginia, Maryland suburbs or the northwest section of D.C. have not

even learned what some other power elites deliver in other large cities—noblesse oblige. With some of the high-

est incomes of any region in the United States, these wealthy, with few exceptions, have little or no sense of

community obligations. The D.C. Public Library and its twenty-seven branches were the subject recently of a

lengthy report in the Washington Post. The shocking neglect, disrepair, pathetically incomplete collections and

declining support in the D.C. budget, produced a giant yawn by the city’s establishment. After all, there is

always the Library of Congress and many specialized libraries for those well-tailored residents with important

bibliographic needs.

There is one feature that levels all the differences in class and race. No Washingtonian has the right to vote

for voting representatives in Congress. This federal city is the only such metropolis, that has disfranchised its

citizens form the get go, of any national capital in the western world and those of many Third World nations.



But the establishment doesn’t care. They get their way. Both major parties don’t really care either, even though

the Democrats at least mouth support for statehood or voting rights. Washington D.C., you see, is important to

them for its hotels where massive fundraisers are held. As an overwhelmingly Democratic city, neither national

Parties bother to have their candidates campaign there. Only the Green Party really campaigns and presses for

statehood which has ironically led to its status as an “outsider”.

Verbal knowledge about the tragic state of affairs in a city, which should be a model for the world, has not

been lacking. But words need pictures. Perhaps visual knowledge may stoke more conscience from those influ-

ence-holders and turn it into civic action behind the laity and clergy who struggle daily to inject some charity

and justice into their deprived and often devastated constituencies.

Michael Jacobson-Hardy, whose photographic books on prisons, workplaces and inner-city schools illustrate

major slices of the “other America”, responded to my suggestion that he come down from his home in

Massachusetts and apply a visitor’s camera to this inglorious contrast that he is calling Beyond the Monuments

in Washington, D.C. His work is not the stuff of many postcards available to tourists who want to convey the

“monumental” Washington to their friends and relatives. But it is what tourists from around the country should

know about if they are to understand the plight and disenfranchisement of their fellow Americans.

The tourist buses never take their visitors into this “other Washington”—areas where one is unlikely to gaze

and marvel with awe and wonder. Were there to be such tours, those who opt to take them would be more likely

to become thinking tourists who contemplate the depth of civic abdication, in the midst of concentrated wealth,

both inside and outside the District of Columbia that has bred such conditions. These photographs are not meant

to depress and discourage; they are assembled by Michael Jacobson-Hardy to arouse and galvanize. Pitying

abstractions they are not.

Ralph Nader

Washington, D.C.



Worlds Apart: Rich and Poor in Washington, D. C.
Michael Jacobson-Hardy

Ibegan photographing in factories, schools, and prisons in 1989 in order to show the disparity of race and

social class in the United States. As a child growing up in the 1950s, I was schooled to believe that all

things were fair and equal—that ours was a classless society, a melting pot where all people had the same

opportunity to achieve their goals. As a teenager, I became disillusioned with the inequities in our system and

began searching for answers to what seemed like insurmountable problems.  Why did certain people enjoy privi-

leges that others didn’t have? Why did some people prosper while others failed. This book contrasts the two

sides of Washington, D.C. It is a story about power and privilege as well as the harsh reality of life for many

people living in the District of Columbia, our nation’s capital and symbol of democracy throughout the free

world.

During the summer of 2000, I was invited by the Yale Child Study Center School Development Program to

display my photographs of underprivileged schoolchildren at an education conference on Capitol Hill. Yale

arranged for me to stay at the Washington Court Hotel, a luxury hotel located just two blocks from the Capitol.

A friend of mine who teaches a class on welfare reform at American University told me that just around the cor-

ner from where I was staying was one of the largest homeless shelters in the United States. The Community for

Creative Non-Violence, located at 425 Second Street in Northwest, Washington, D.C. serves 1,350 homeless

men and women. 

I left the comfort of my hotel room and walked to the nearby shelter where I came upon a group of homeless

people and advocates who were returning from a protest at the mayor’s office. Mayor Anthony Williams was

threatening to close their shelter and services. A young black family who could pass for any happy family in the

United States posed for their picture, but behind them was the reality of their dismal shelter. Its walls were dank,

poorly lit, and teeming with distress. One man told me that he was a former entrepreneur and even had a product

on the shelves of a major department store, but the D.C. government would not support his venture. Around the

corner from the shelter was the Hyatt Regency Hotel. Businessmen in dark suits exited the hotel in contrast to



the homeless people nearby.

I walked a few blocks to the Capitol and entered the National Gallery of Art where “Raphael and His Art”

was on display. The museum crowd was all white, well heeled, and enjoying the artistry of Raphael. The volu-

minous air-conditioned rooms of the National Gallery of Art stood in stark contrast to the homeless shelter I had

just visited.

In Washington, D.C. as many as 4,500 children wake up in homeless shelters every morning. Forty-five per-

cent of the children in the District live in poverty. Nearly half of its young black men have had run-ins with the

law. Henry Louis Gates, Professor of Afro-American Studies at Harvard University, points out that the standard

of living among the District’s poorest is less than it was when Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. was living and the

infant mortality rate approaches third world proportions. 

A 2001 report published by the United States Conference of Mayors indicated that there was a thirty-five

percent increase in demand for emergency food in Washington, D.C. and that the number of eligible families

seeking shelter rose from 980 to 1,792, an eighty-two percent increase. The study pointed out that eighty-eight

percent of the homeless population in the District of Columbia was African-American. (Only six percent was

white.) Ninety percent were single parent families.

Washington, D.C., like most cities in the United States, is deeply divided along lines of race and class. But

nowhere in this country does the division seem more stark and disturbing, a dramatic display of have and have-

nots—of power and powerlessness—in this, our nation’s capital city.

The U.S. Capitol and White House, two symbols of freedom, were built by hundreds of slaves who received

no compensation for their work. The Washington Post reported in an article entitled “The Capitol’s Case Of

Slave Labor” that the dome of the U.S. Capitol was built by slaves leased by their masters and that the Statue of

Freedom that would be lifted on top of the U.S. Capitol dome, was also poured by slaves. According to The

Post, Philip Reid, a slave assigned to feed the fires under the mold, was just “one of hundreds of black slaves

and freemen who helped build the U.S. Capitol and White House, two monuments of liberty in a nation that

espoused freedom.” 

A black man played Yankee Doodle on a silver flute on the curb by the National Museum of American



History. Children surrounded him and delighted in his music. But a hat was placed beneath his feet for spare

change. 

I made several subsequent visits to Washington, D.C. My intention during these visits was to photograph not

only the places of historic and political significance, but also to document the side of the city that embodies the

stark contradictions of our political values “freedom and justice for all.”  

I visited several of the District’s public and private schools, including St. Albans, an elite private school,

located on the grounds of the newly finished National Cathedral. St. Albans is where many of Washington’s elite

including Franklin Roosevelt, Robert and Edward Kennedy, and George Bush attended school. Its school hymn

boasts aspirations of power and influence:

“Men of the future stand, and watch each fleeting hour

To make your lives what God has planned, to spread abroad

His power

In work, in game or play, suppress all fear and hate

Show forth a spirit generous, true—for God and for the State.”

A homeless man sat on a park bench nearby the cloistered grounds of the National Cathedral. Surrounded

by lush green gardens and finely manicured lawns, he ranted and raved about the government profiting off the

poor, as pastoral pipe organ music floated fromthe school’s chapel. I was taken on a tour of the school. Circular

stained-glass windows that were made by each graduating student were installed in the main building to honor

their matriculation. 

One mile away at Wilson High School, a public school, students were required to pass through a metal

detector as they entered the old three-story brick building. An Ethiopian girl sat by a gaping hole in the wall of

her English as a Second Language classroom. The crumbling building was in need of repair. But who funds

these costly measures?

Most of the 60,000 public school students in Washington, D.C. were housed in antiquated triple-decker



buildings. At the Merritt elementary school in Northeast D.C., children from several classes shared a common

space.  Most entered school when they were three-years-old and continued to study in the building until the

eighth grade. Principal Nancy Shannon told me that even though students were free to go on to other schools in

the District, their parents often chose to keep them here for safety reasons. After school programs were offered

and most children stayed in the building until six o’clock each day. Teachers tried diligently to instill a sense of

self-worth and pride in these children, knowing that the chances of them succeeding in life depended to a large

extent on how well they did in public school. “We are a very competitive school,” Dr. Shannon said. “We need

to produce winners here.”

I photographed schoolchildren at the Martin Luther King, Jr. elementary school and at  Ballou High School.

Both schools were located in the notorious Congress Heights section of Anacostia. Ballou lost seven students to

gun violence in the year 2000. A schoolgirl’s poem published in The Washington Post read:

“Baby showers and funerals

Is the only peace I've ever known

Childhood friends become memories at 16

And at 25 you're growing old

Gunshots and sirens 

Have become my lullabies

But the birth of my best friend's baby

Helps to numb the pain inside.”

Security guards were seen on duty throughout the building. I watched as one large male guard searched a

student after he passed through the school’s metal detector. He found nothing but the incident appeared to be

degrading. Moments later, a female student was dragged through a school corridor by a female security guard. 

I photographed in front of UNIDAD, a social service agency on Irving Street in Mount Pleasant where two



homeless Latino men were found frozen-to-death a few months earlier. They both were alcoholic and needed

treatment but never found it. One city councilor said that he couldn’t understand why no one tried to find help

for these people. He couldn’t believe that they were left alone to die on the streets, and that someone must have

seen these people. But what he didn’t know, according to Michael Stoops, Director of Community Organizing

for the Washington, D.C.-based National Coalition for the Homeless was “that we’ve all become accustomed to

homelessness. He told me that “when you are approached, or you see one hundred homeless people in the course

of a day, you kind of become shell-shocked and you just ignore it somewhat.”

Several men were found drinking from brown bag-covered bottles across the street in front of an abandoned

post office. The night I arrived in Mount Pleasant, I saw a black man with his arms and legs spread across the

hood of a D.C. police car. The next day on my way to the metro, a major accident was caused by a young man

who tried to out-run the police and instead, plowed head-on into the front of a Ford Explorer. A swarm of police

and firefighters rushed to the scene. Meanwhile that evening, an eighty-five-dollar-a-plate dinner and fashion

show was held at the French Embassy. I was denied access to photograph the event.

A poster was found taped to a lamppost a few houses from where I was staying on Irving Street. It was a

photograph of George W. Bush. The caption read: “Hail to the Thief” in reference to his campaign’s question-

able dealings with southern voters. 

I was reminded of a poem by Langston Hughes that read:

What happens to a dream deferred?

Does it dry up

like a raisin in the sun?

Or fester like a sore—

And then run?

Does it stink like rotten meat?

Or crust and sugar over

like a syrupy sweet?



Maybe it just sags

like a heavy load.

Or does it explode?

I heard the sounds of prisoners banging against their cell windows as I arrived to photograph at the D.C.

Jail. Shouts were heard from behind the prison walls. Meanwhile, at the entrance to the jail, several black people

waited in line to visit relatives and friends.

Outside the waiting area, Tony, a former inmate, described some of the conditions at the jail. He told me:

“It’s basically hell in the D.C. jail because the feeding conditions are terrible, the living conditions are terrible.

It’s dirty, the roaches, the conditions in which you are subject to live under are inhumane. The medical care is

terrible. There’s no money spent on healthcare or educating a person to better the quality of his life, or to try to

enhance his life as opposed to when he comes out into the street. We’re not cryin’ about there’s no rehabilitation.

We’re talking about there’s nothing there to rehabilitate yourself with. You’re locked in a block all day, twenty-

four-seven, two in a bed and one on the floor, they just step over the top of you.”

But this will soon change because all of the D.C. jails will be closed by the year 2002. The plan is to ship all

prisoners in the District off to federal prisons. I asked Tony if he thought it was better to be in the D.C. Jail or in

a federal prison? “It’s much better for living conditions in the federal prisons,” he said, “but the D.C. Jail is

much more convenient for visits because families are here and when you are placed in a federal facility, there is

a chance that you will be sent to California, Texas, New Mexico, Oregon or various places outside of

Washington, D.C. There’s a lot of people living in the D.C. area that do not have adequate transportation to get

them to these federal facilities which are far away, and a lot of people don’t have the money. So it’s also a hard-

ship placed on the family not to be able to see their loved ones until five, six, ten years until they’re able to work

their way closer to home.”

I spoke with Gloria Lloyd, spokeswoman at the D.C. Correctional Corporation of America, a multi-million

dollar prison that opened in 1992. CCA is a private, profit-making company and is controversial in many states

as prisons become privatized, leaving the public with less control over monitoring and correctional safety stan-



dards. She told me that all of the sentenced prisoners would be in a holding mode, waiting to go for transfer to a

federal facility. I asked what percentage of prisoners in the District were people of color. Her words slowed as

she said, “Ninety-nine percent.” Bill Meeks, spokesman at the D.C. jail, told me it would be very difficult to get

permission to photograph inside. “We’re closing the jail,” he said, “and this is the first time in the history of this

country that a prison system of 12,000 inmates is closing.” 

According to The Washington Post: “Wackenhut and CCA recently scored coups when the U.S. Bureau of

Prisons awarded contracts for a rapidly increasing federal prison population, which includes District inmates and

deportable aliens. CCA alone expects to collect $780 million in revenue in the next 10 years after winning con-

tracts to fill two prisons it had built speculatively. Two Wackenhut contracts could be worth $477 million,

including a five-year deal to house D.C. prisoners in North Carolina.” 

Two kindergarten children, who were at the Martin Luther King, Jr. elementary school earlier that morning

when I came to photograph, had been waiting for over an hour to visit their father and uncle at the Correctional

Corporation of America treatment facility. Their grandmother tried to keep the young boys quiet in the waiting

area. She told me she was tired and complained that her son had been incarcerated for two years. “There’s not

much treatment going on here,” she said.

I thought about these two young boys and the fact that they had already spent several hours trapped in the

workings of the prison-industrial complex. What were their chances of succeeding in life? Would they simply

follow in the path of many of their male role models? Would they also become jail inmates someday? Or would

they become prison guards, like the man they sat next to at the entrance to the Correctional Corporation of

America?

West of Rock Creek Park was a different story. Everything began to look peaceful and serene. Houses were

bigger and spaced further apart. Most people were white. This side of the park is home to Georgetown and

American Universities. A real estate agent in Georgetown told me that Colonial and Victorian two-bedroom

homes in Georgetown and nearby Spring Valley sell for between $500,000 and $5,000,000. Colorful boutiques

and several up-scale restaurants lined the cobbled streets. 

East of Rock Creek where I was staying was mostly black with Latino and Ethiopian immigrants. Nearby



Adams Morgan was a center of cultural diversity: Ethiopian, Latino, Asian, and Caucasian people lived here.

But even in this ethnic neighborhood, there were signs of gentrification. Stylish coffee bars were filled with

mostly white people. Rents have gone up and expensive food stores and restaurants were arriving. All of this has

forced poorer neighborhood residents who cannot afford to pay high rents to leave or become homeless.

Audrey Epperson, Education Director of the Greater Washington Urban League, told me that Washington,

like all other communities, is in a state of change and transition. “You have more upwardly mobile people, pri-

marily white people, moving into the neighborhoods, and lower income people are being displaced.” She contin-

ued, “The issue of race has not gone away and it impacts our lives in a variety of different ways. You have to

add in the issue of new immigrants coming into a community and how they are impacted by both being from

another environment as well as language—as well as issues of race and class.” 

I returned to Capitol Hill to photograph the congressional offices of the U.S. Navy. Several offices were dec-

orated with military posters and plaques: “Once a Gunfighter, Always a Gunfighter” was inscribed on a plaque

on one office wall. Battle figurines and models of military aircraft as well as liqueur bottles and flasks were

arranged neatly on tables and bookshelves. Guns and other weapons were displayed prominently on several

office walls. These types of displays reminded me of what one might see in the battlefields of a young boy’s

bedroom but these were grown men. A female staffer stared at her computer as she talked on the phone. She read

off a price list of military hardware: $1.4 million for this; a million for that. The current budget for the proposed

U.S. defense missile system is $60 billion. Since September 11th, we will spend $1 billion a month fighting a

war that we have declared on terrorism.

That same morning, the exhibit of my photographs of inner-city schoolchildren was on display in the Gold

Room of the Rayburn House Offices Building. I listened to a speech given by a congressmen who said that the

cost of building just four stealth bombers would be enough to renovate many of our ailing public schools.

Washington’s bureaucracy favors the rich and powerful and the needs of special interest groups. It caters to

the whims of huge corporations, and neglects the needs of ordinary citizens, especially the poor, the downtrod-

den and disenfranchised members of society. The current budget for the U.S. military is $282 billion. Over 30

percent of the people in this country lack medical insurance and run the risk of being thrown into poverty in the



event of a serious medical emergency.

This was the Washington that I came to photograph beginning in the year 2000, a year that ushered in the

new millennium. In a country that purports to be a land of equal opportunity, a land of liberty and justice, we

incarcerate over two million people, the highest rate of any industrialized nation in the world. The gap between

the rich and poor has never been greater. Today one percent of the U.S. population owns over forty percent of

the wealth. The average corporate CEO’s salary is 458 percent higher than the income of one of its workers, and

these numbers continue to rise. Washington, D.C. symbolizes our nation to the world. What kind of society do

we wish to be known for, and what have we become?



Historical Washington:
A City of Contrasts and Contradictions
Lois E. Horton

Washington, D.C. has been a city of contrasts and contradictions from its creation.  It was born as the

capital of a nation devoted to the principles of liberty and equality by an act of Congress in 1790.

Yet, it was located in a region where the major workforce was slave labor, forced immigrants from

Africa and their descendants, people deprived of their liberty, working without compensation, having no right to

maintain their families, and subject to the whims of their owners.  President George Washington closely super-

vised the initial plans for the construction of an ambitious capital from a sparsely-settled area of farms and small

villages, hiring a French planner and Revolutionary War veteran, Major Pierre Charles L’Enfant.  Two surveyors

laid out the new city boundaries, Andrew Ellicott, another veteran, and his assistant, a free black Maryland

farmer, mathematician and scientist named Benjamin Banneker.

The Africans who had been forcibly settled in the Chesapeake region to work the tobacco plantations form-

ing the early economic base were predominantly Angolans and Ibos from West Africa.  As the small cities of

Georgetown and Alexandria grew, and wheat production and trade flourished, more and more slaves worked as

artisans, domestic workers and dock workers.  The construction of government buildings and residences provid-

ed new opportunities and attracted an even more diverse population.   German and Scottish workers, Irish con-

struction laborers and artisans, and Italian stonemasons were among the European immigrants added to the

slaves, free blacks, and native-born whites building the federal city. Work was done by a mix of slaves, free

people, and indentured servants bonded to work for a specified number of years.   Since European immigrants

didn’t want to compete with slave labor, labor disputes were common.   The monumental task of building a city

meant attracting as many workers as possible, however, and contractors used all who were available.

The city grew slowly, as enclaves of workers’modest homes, boardinghouses, and barracks clustered around

isolated but grand federal buildings.  Settlements were separated by woods, dotted with a few rows of specula-



tive fine houses, and bordered by swampy marshes.  When the government relocated from Philadelphia to

Washington in 1800, the Congress and President John Adams moved into half-finished homes.  Congressmen

added another element to the population mix, an elite corps of part-time residents from all parts of the country.

Most lived in boardinghouses when the government was in session and fled the city during its unhealthy sum-

mers.  Many congressmen and other governmental officials were accompanied by servants and slaves.  At that

time, the entire population of the District of Columbia was only 14,000 people, five thousand of whom lived in

Alexandria and over one-quarter of whom were black.  Of the black population, the vast majority, more than

eighty percent, were slaves.   

Life in the new city was uncertain during the first few decades.  Could enough resources, both material and

human, be found to realize L’Enfant’s plan for a majestic capital?  After British invaders burned the city in 1814,

would it be rebuilt or be moved to a safer location?  Could swamps be drained or filled to create a more health-

ful environment?  Could the slave and free black population be controlled in this fluid urban environment?  Who

would govern the District, particularly since it was not a state or part of a state?  

Indeed, the issue of governance in a district under Congressional control has been a subject for continual

debate, readjustment, and conflict during the entire course of the nation’s history. The issues divided into two

parts: local control over local affairs and the representation of the city’s residents in the federal Congress.

Ironically, the residents of the capital of the great modern democracy have never been full participants in that

democratic government.  Initially governed by commissioners, the city of Washington was incorporated by

Congress in 1802, and citizens received the right to an elected city council with a presidentially-appointed

mayor. This government and subsequent forms of limited self-government in the District provided few

resources for the construction of the necessary infrastructure and services for the growing city. At times, up to

half the property in the District was owned by the federal government, property that required services but was

not subject to local taxation.  Congress controlled the purse strings, but since no residents voted for members of

Congress, they had little incentive to be generous in meeting the District’s needs.       

In the years before the Civil War, Washington was essentially a southern town.  At first, much of the work

and most domestic labor in the homes of white elites was performed by the District’s more than 3,000 slaves.



Slave owners from surrounding plantations found it profitable to hire out excess slaves as laborers and artisans

in the city.   Slavery declined in the region as the land lost its fertility, vast new tracts of land were added to the

country, and the invention of the cotton gin made cotton production more profitable in the lower and western

South.  With these developments, slave trading became big business in the District, a glaring affront to the prin-

ciples of liberty.  One company located in Alexandria, Franklin, Armfield & Company, was the nation’s largest

slave trader.  Slave dealers conducted sales near Washington’s Center Market, slave pens confined their human

merchandise close to the Smithsonian Institution, city jails were used as holding pens for slaves, and visitors

noted the spectacle of coffles of men, women, and children bound together in chains being marched past the

Capitol building.  The slave trade was so brisk and so profitable that free blacks were in continual danger of

being kidnapped and shipped to slavery farther south.  Free blacks who were jailed and unable to pay jail fees

were also liable to be sold into slavery to settle those costs.  

The presence of so many slave dealers, slave pens and slave auction blocks, of scoundrels looking for easy

money by catching fugitive slaves, and the fact that the District was surrounded by slave states made

Washington an especially dangerous place for free blacks who were liable to be kidnapped into slavery.

Solomon Northup was a free black man who was a hack driver, railroad worker and violinist with orchestras at

resort hotels in Saratoga Springs, New York.  In 1841, two white men promised him lucrative work as a musi-

cian, and he accompanied them first to Albany, then to New York City, and finally to Washington, D.C.  Once in

Washington, the men drugged him, robbed him, and sold him to a District slave dealer for $650.  In the slave

pen Northup was whipped for more than an hour to silence his protestations that he was a free man.   He met

other blacks who had been kidnapped in slave pens in Richmond and Norfolk on his way to New Orleans where

he was sold to a Louisiana plantation owner.  On his way South, he managed to send a message to his wife, say-

ing only that he had been captured but didn’t know where he was being taken.  Solomon Northup spent twelve

years in slavery in Louisiana before he was befriended by a white Canadian carpenter who got word to

Northup’s wife and friends in New York.  The New York governor, a Louisiana senator, and a Supreme Court

justice  finally intervened to gain Northup’s freedom, and the story he published in 1853, called Twelve Years a

Slave, created a sensation among northern abolitionists. 



The slave trade in the federal capital was an embarrassment from the beginning and soon became an target

for abolitionist propaganda and petitions.  The city council had petitioned for an end to the slave trade in the

District in 1819, but Congress had refused to act.  When the council levied a heavy tax on slave traders, the fed-

eral court declared the tax unconstitutional.  In 1846 citizens south of the Potomac River complained of having

lost their representation in the state and federal governments and expressed their fears that the federal govern-

ment would interfere with the flourishing slave trade, and the State of Virginia took back that one-third of the

District’s land area.  With so much political pressure from antislavery forces, their fears were justified.  Indeed,

as part of the final federal compromise between supporters and opponents of the slave system in 1850, the feder-

al government finally abolished the slave trade in the District of Columbia.   

Urban life provided opportunities for some slaves to gain their freedom, particularly those who masters hired

them out and sometimes allowed them to keep a part of their wages.  Although promises to slaves had no legal

standing, some masters did let slaves buy their own freedom with the extra wages they had saved.  One slave

woman, Alethia Tanner, bought her freedom in 1810, but she didn’t stop there.  Tanner raised the money to buy

her sister and five of her sister’s children by raising vegetables in a garden in the District and selling them near

the White House.  With her support, one nephew, John F. Cook, went on to become a prominent minister and

teacher in the city. Washington’s slave owners were often fearful of slave revolts and tried to regulate contact

between slaves and free blacks, who along with abolitionists were seen as carriers of dangerous ideas.  Black

codes, first established by the city council in 1808, defined the limits of free black life.  Free blacks had to carry

papers proving their free status and had to be registered with the city. They were subject to a curfew, could be

fined for such things as public drunkenness, keeping dogs, bathing in the river, unlawful assemblies or dances,

or for harboring someone without free papers.  A racial disturbance, called the Snow Riot, in 1835 was one occa-

sion for the passage of even stricter black codes.  The trouble had begun when a slave attacked his sleeping mis-

tress, the widow of architect William Thornton.  During the consequent period of heightened anxiety, city offi-

cials arrested a doctor from the North for possessing abolitionist publications, and fears spread of incendiary

ideas being circulated among the city’s slaves.  A white mob, unsuccessful in their efforts to get the doctor out of

jail and lynch him, descended on a restaurant and saloon owned by a free black man named Beverly Snow.



During the next week, mobs attacked other black businesses, residences, churches, and set fire to John F. Cook’s

school.  Ironically, as a result of these disturbances, the city council prohibited blacks from obtaining licenses to

run restaurants and saloons, and required free blacks to provide a $1000 bond and the signatures of five white

men to assure their good character and good conduct.   

The city’s need for labor was so great, however, that codes restricting black residence were often unen-

forced.  By 1830 about half of the District’s black population was free, and by 1860 free blacks constituted

about eighty percent of the African American population.  Washington was one of only three cities in the slave

states, along with Baltimore and St. Louis, where free people were the majority of African Americans.   Against

great odds, many blacks managed to start such small businesses as laundries, groceries, oyster houses, fruit and

vegetable stands, or to become peddlers or hack drivers.  Service jobs for federal officials, including domestic

service in the White House, and a few jobs as messengers were also available.  Positions serving the black com-

munity, as teachers in private black schools and as ministers in black churches, provided a few higher status jobs

more independent of white control.  The establishment of schools and churches and increasing employment

opportunities drew more and more free blacks into the District of Columbia.  Free blacks were also driven out of

the portion of the District returned to Virginia in 1846.  Since by Virginia law at the time African Americans

could only remain in the state for six months once they were freed, many moved across the river to Washington.

In 1860 one-fifth of District’s over 75,000 people were African American. 

The Civil War that broke out in 1861 brought incredible changes to the nation’s capital.  This southern city

was now the center of the northern war effort.  The city’s location on the border between North and South made

it vulnerable to invasion, and the many southern sympathizers in the population meant the city harbored spies.

Troops coming from the North to reinforce the capital were attacked in Maryland, a slave state still in the union.

Severed telegraph and railroad lines in Maryland left the capital isolated for a week.   Soon Washington became

armed camp with small forts ringing the city and soldiers quartered in government buildings and in barracks out-

side the city. The Mall became a cattle yard and slaughterhouse, a place where horses were stabled and soldiers

drilled.  Hotels, churches and other buildings were converted into hospitals.  The Army of the Potomac that gath-

ered in and around the city numbered 50,000 men.



With the war, the government and the character of the city changed dramatically.  Several thousand south-

erners, including the congressmen from the states of the Confederacy, abandoned the city. They were replaced

by thousands of northerners who came as soldiers, nurses and doctors, vendors of food and supplies to the

troops, and government contractors for war supplies, food and clothing for the army.  Newspapers sent corps of

reporters to bring news of the government and the progress of the war to their readers, and Congress met year-

round.  With Congress remaining in session, there was an endless round of fancy parties, plays, and other high-

class entertainments.  Other sorts of entertainments grew up to serve the troops, including gambling houses,

prostitution, and an estimated 2,000 bars.  

The war brought many to the city seeking their fortunes in the war economy, some came to serve the gov-

ernment during wartime, and others came for the protection of the federal government.  By early 1863 about

10,000 black people who had escaped from slavery in Maryland and Virginia made their way to the District.  In

1862 Congress passed a law providing for compensated emancipation in the District of Columbia.  The federal

government paid nearly one million dollars for the freedom of the District’s over 3,000 slaves, and Washington

became even more attractive to escaping slaves.  As federal troops pushed farther into the South, more slaves

liberated themselves, walking away from the plantations and seeking shelter with the federal army.  By 1865, as

many as 40,000 African Americans, the vast majority penniless former slaves, had migrated to Washington.   To

house this great influx of poor people, makeshift settlements grew up around army encampments.  People also

built shelters in alleyways with scavenged materials and rented them to freedmen, and the government estab-

lished a model settlement, called Freedman’s Village, on the Virginia plantation formerly owned by Robert E.

Lee.    

At the end of the war in 1865 the federal government took a more direct role in organizing and providing

services for freedman when it established the Bureau of Freedmen, Refugees, and Abandoned Lands under the

War Department.  This agency had jurisdiction in the occupied former states of the Confederacy and in the

District of Columbia and was empowered to distribute food, clothing, and fuel to freedmen and freedwomen and

to white war refugees.  In the rural South, it also oversaw labor contracts, generally between freedmen and their

former masters, and supervised marriages.  In all areas, the Bureau also oversaw schools for freedmen, and in



the District it established an employment bureau, a hospital, and a number of public housing projects as well.

This public rental housing was generally located in former contraband camps that operated as receiving areas

associated with army encampments and in former army barracks and thus tended to cluster settlements of freed-

men in certain areas of the city.  Gradually, the government replaced these housing arrangements with rental

housing in tenements built by the federal government. The federal government also established a planned com-

munity called Potomac City, a settlement that came to be called Barry Farm in Anacostia where freedmen could

purchase one-acre farm plots and building materials for homes. 

At the height of the Civil War in 1864, the population of Washington had more than doubled compared to

what it had been before the war, standing at an estimated 140,000.   Such an influx in a short time placed great

strains on the city’s resources, and in-migration did not end with the close of the war. The end of slavery in the

nation as a result of the war created the need for policies to define and manage ex-slaves newly-won freedom,

and former abolitionists, including such accomplished black leaders as Frederick Douglass, John Mercer

Langston, and Henry Highland Garnet, were drawn to the city in hopes of having a hand in those policies.  The

uncertainties of Reconstruction measures in the old slave states, terrorism, and attacks on black rights continued

to bring freedmen into the federal city.

Other new residents were attracted by the enhanced power of the federal government and the promise that

this power could increase their growing wealth.  Many new millionaires, western miners, northeastern industrial-

ists, and midwestern entrepreneurs, were attracted to Washington’s fluid social scene where the nouveau riche

replaced many of the old white southern elite.   Migration during and after the war changed both the character of

Washington’s population and the potential alignment of political power.  Until 1840, just under one-third of the

population had been black, but many of those had been slaves.  The black population in 1860, most of whom

were free, stood at less than 20 percent of the total.  In the decade of the 1860s about 29,000 new blacks and

17,000 new whites settled in Washington.  By 1870 the black proportion of the city’s population again reached

one-third of the total population, where it remained until well into the twentieth century.

In 1864, blacks in Washington petitioned the Congress for local voting rights, and a bill to that effect was

introduced in the House later that year. The following year local white voters held a referendum which under-



scored their opposition to black voting rights, with 7,056 voting against black suffrage and only 35 voting for it.

A statement by the city council made the basis of their opposition clear, declaring whites to be "the superior

race" and contending that it had taken "the ancient Briton a thousand years to emerge from his only half-civi-

lized condition" and to be ready to vote.  Therefore, it asked rhetorically, how long was reasonable to expect it to

take blacks to be ready for this privilege, since they had only been brought from Africa "about two hundred

years" before?  Nevertheless, at the end of 1866, as the Fourteenth Amendment guaranteeing citizenship rights to

all African American men made its way through the states, Congress passed a bill giving black men the right to

vote in the District of Columbia.  A protest boycott by whites in local elections the following year meant that

nearly half of the registered voters were black.   

By 1868, blacks were elected to office in the District government, and Sayles J. Bowen, a white abolitionist

and advocate of black rights, was elected mayor.  Bowen began a major public works campaign both to meet the

needs of a city suffering under the strain of population increases and to provide jobs for black laborers.  The

increasing expense of the District government, and the potential for black political power, prompted Congress to

institute a territorial government in 1871, with presidential appointments replacing many previously elected

positions.  An even more ambitious public works program under the territorial government, directed by

Alexander "Boss" Shepherd and the Board of Public Works, undertook the transformation of virtually the entire

city, realizing much of L’Enfant’s original plan, and providing a fitting setting for the mansions of the new elite.

The resulting debt crisis in the District and the threat of black political power was resolved in 1878 by

Congress’s removal of citizen control of the government in exchange for a promise that the federal government

would assume half of the District’s expenses.  Commissioners appointed by the President ruled the District for

nearly the next 100 years.    

Diminished local political power had important consequences for Washington’s African American popula-

tion.  It meant fewer protections for black rights and deteriorating opportunities in education, housing and

employment.  As in other southern cities, it also meant residential segregation, racial segregation in public facili-

ties, and exclusion from many businesses, public accommodations, and places of entertainment.  The segregated

community did provide the assurance of some desirable positions serving black institutions, positions in educa-



tion, real estate, and insurance, and a black elite rooted in the prewar free black community continued to prosper.

The Civil War and the postwar period transformed Washington from a small southern town to a modern city.

The great promise of guaranteed citizenship rights for black Americans ended in the District with the loss of

home rule for both blacks and whites and a system of legal segregation that would be continually elaborated

until its demise in the second half of the twentieth century.  Postwar Washington became a city of extremes,

great opportunities for wealth and power for some, but poverty and limited opportunities for many more.  For

African Americans, greater opportunity accompanied the end of slavery, and for a time, federal protection meant

enhanced political rights, assistance for the poor, and vastly improved prospects for education.  The new free-

doms, however, proved to be limited freedoms.  For most of the twentieth century, the black community of

Washington remained a separate city living in the shadow of the monumental nations’ capital.
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Homelessness in the Nation’s Capital
Michael Stoops, National Coalition for the Homeless

“The next time you see a homeless person on the street, don’t pass them by. Say hello. Ask them how they’re

doing.” —Mitch Snyder

Alongside the visible wealth, from stretch limos to people lined up in front of night clubs, you will find

the other Washington, D.C. if you walk just a few blocks from the White House. The homelessness

and poverty statistics in our national capital are indeed alarming: 12,850 homeless people in DC on

any given day; 800 are literally living on the streets. In DC, fewer than ten percent of people without homes

actually live on the streets. This means that for every person you see living on the street, there are nine more

people who are staying in shelters, motels, cars, with friends and relatives, or in campgrounds.

Over the course of a year, as many as 15,000 people in DC will experience homelessness. In 1999, in the

District and surrounding suburbs, about 30,000 people were without homes; almost equivalent to the population

of Maryland’s capital, Annapolis. In 1999, DC ranked first among 13 jurisdictions surveyed in the percentage of

the population that was homeless at some point during that year. In 1999, 7,493 or 1.4 percent of the DC popula-

tion were homeless compared to .09 precent for Philadelphia, .08 percent for New York City, and .04 percent for

Montgomery County, Maryland.

Homeless Deaths

In 2000, twenty-eight homeless people died in Washington, D.C. A few years ago, one person lay dead in a

doorway for five days before anyone realized there must be something wrong. Seven more people died of

hypothermia between Christmas 2000 and the end of January 2001. It is shocking that in Washington, D.C., a

city of the best libraries in the world like the Library of Congress, a way has been found to house its dusty books

and documents, but no way yet in sight to house all of the people who are homeless in the nation’s capital.

Who are the Homeless?

In DC, more than half of all people without homes are women and children. The sheer despair of being



homeless was spoken eloquently to me when a five-year-old homeless girl asked me: “What makes people

homeless? Are my mom and dad always going to be homeless? When I grow up and have babies, are they going

to be homeless? Isn’t there something somebody can do?” Over 400 families are currently waiting up to six

months for emergency shelter.

Sixty to seventy percent of single homeless persons have special needs for conditions such as HIV/AIDS (15

percent); mental Illness ( 28 percent); substance abuse (48 percent); serious physical health problems (7 percent).

It is indeed ironic that if you break an arm or a leg in Downtown DC, you are rushed to the hospital emergency

room. But if your mind is broken, you wind up on the streets in full view of the nation’s capital.

Poverty in DC

49,059 students receive free or reduced school lunches—75 percent of the overall student population.

Almost one in five (18.5 percent) DC residents live in poverty. This poverty rate is the second worst among all

states. The 2000 federal poverty level is $17,050 for a family of four; 43.5 percent of all District children under

the age of eighteen live in poverty, the highest child poverty rate in the nation.

High Housing Costs and Lack of Living Wage

DC is fourth worst among all states in regards to housing affordability. In DC, a minimum wage worker

would have to work 122 hours each week to afford a two-bedroom apartment at 30 percent of his or her income.

Think about this: there are only 168 hours in a week. DC has a severe shortage of affordable housing: Twenty-

seven percent of DC renters cannot afford a one bedroom apartment. Thirty-two percent cannot afford a two

bedroom apartment. Forty-four percent cannot afford a three bedroom apartment.

Housing Crisis

There are 20,000 abandoned buildings in DC. I have been to the public housing projects in Washington,

D.C. where there are burned-out and abandoned houses, with families and single people living behind boarded-

up windows; where rats and roaches are so bold, they no longer run from the overhead lights.

Approximately 18,000 households are on the DC Housing Authority’s waiting list for subsidized housing, and

some face a wait of up to ten years. The future is grim. Ten thousand housing units will be pulled out of the fed-

eral rent subsidy program in the next three years as landlords move to cash in on market-rate rent.



Some Good and Some Bad Things Are Being Done

There are some good things being done in Washington, D.C. There are a number of good organizations.

There are over three-hundred organizations in DC that work every day to find solutions to homelessness and

support those without homes in their daily lives. But funding is being cut. For example, homeless services

expenditures from the DC government between 1991-1998 have been cut from $28.3 to $4.3 million.

Learning from Homeless People

While we can learn a lot from the above statistics, most of what I have learned about homelessness has

come from homeless people. Some homeless friends of mine put a face and unique perspective on the problem

of homelessness in DC.

Bob, sixty-years-old, is usually found asleep underneath the overhang of the nearby Federal Reserve

Building. He is very ashamed about his own homelessness. So much so that he hasn’t yet told his family that he

is now homeless. He has led them to believe he is working on a military base called the Federal Reserve. But

Bob, like a lot of homeless people, does have a sense of humor. He jokes that his landlord is none other than

Alan Greenspan, Chairman of the Federal Reserve Board! I first met Bob about ten years ago. I was in a foul

mood having had a bad day at work. I was in a hurry to get home. This old, unkempt street person was standing

at the top of the subway entrance. Like a typical Washingtonian, I pretended that I didn’t see him. But he man-

aged to get my attention anyway by saying, “How come you are not smiling?”

I was floored. He didn’t ask for anything; he gave me a gift. That gift of being kind to me on one of my

moody days. I will never forget him. But he reminded me of two important things: first, that everybody has

something to give; and second, no matter what you are feeling or experiencing at the moment, you also have

many blessings!

Charlie, the Closest Neighbor to Presidents

Or  I could tell you about Charley, an eighty-year-old World War II and Korean War veteran who is the

closest neighbor to President Bush. In fact, he has been the closest neighbor to the last three presidents: Clinton,

Bush and Reagan. No matter who occupies the White House, it doesn’t seem to change life for my friend,

Charlie. 



When the Korean War Memorial was dedicated a few years back, I was the first and only person ever to

thank Charlie for participating in that so-called “Forgotten War.” Charlie, like Bob, too has a great sense of

humor. He panhandles for a living. But due to the political correctness atmosphere here in DC, he no longer calls

himself a panhandler, but an “unaffiliated applicant for private sector funding.” A much better way to market

himself to the general public.

He does his very best to raise money to meet his basic needs, but he also attempts to be an intellectual along

with hoping to “prick the conscience” of the thousands of people, some of the most powerful in the world, who

pass him by each and every day.

He makes up catchy and educational panhandling slogans for his cardboard signs. During last year’s

Presidential Election, he had two ready-made signs that said: “Will Vote Republican for Food,” or “Will Vote

Democrat for Food.” As a person would approach him, he would make a determination as to the person’s politi-

cal affiliation based on their physical appearance, a cell phone, clothes, and nonverbal gestures. For sure, not

always a perfect science, as the political parties look and think more alike in today’s world than ever before. His

latest signs say: “I See You Not Looking,” and “In a Former Life, I Was You.”

Charlie also noticed that the people getting off the tourist buses near the White House would head directly

for Lafayette Park to take pictures of both squirrels and pigeons acting as if such creatures could only be found

in Washington,  D.C. They would walk right by or even step over him as if he wasn’t really there, living outside

in the park. So Charlie made another sign that said: “If I was a Squirrel/Pigeon, Would You Feed Me?” I once

asked Charlie what I should tell Americans about homeless people? “We're dying out here. Tell them we want to

live,” pleaded Charlie.

Mildred the Bag Lady

Or how about Mildred, a woman with a radiant smile who is called a bag lady by the people who don’t

know her name. She wears an oversized wig, dark sunglasses, ruby-red lipstick and layers upon layers of

clothes. Despite being a single woman living outdoors along the Mall, she is not worried about either her safety

or future. She has the fervent hope that God will take care of her and her many street friends.

I first met Mildred about eight years ago. I sat down some hot soup and coffee near her sleeping body along



Independence Avenue. I began to leave quietly as not to disturb her. She arose from her slumber and began

yelling at me and actually started chasing me in a fainthearted and spirited way. Due to her arms flailing in the

aire with a coffee cup in here hand, she accidently threw hot coffee on me burning my arm ever so slightly.

“Don’t feed me like a stray dog. Talk to me,” she screamed. That was how we began our friendship, and I now

see her on a regular basis and consider her one of my closest friends.

On another evening soup run with a mobile van, I again ran into Mildred standing patiently in line with

another one-hundred or so homeless people, ninety-nine percent being men. We had too many hungry people

that evening. We ran out of food—a soup kitchen’s worst nightmare. The only thing left was one lonely banana.

Mildred did not seem to mind. In fact, she seemed very happy to get our last banana!

With the banana clutched in her hand, she scurried across the street to her three other street friends. Very

carefully, she peeled the banana, and cut it into four equal parts, placing the precious food in the eager hands of

her friends. “One for Denise, one for Ely, one for Charlie, and one for me.” I swear I saw the face of God that

night.

Ralph from Kentucky

Or Ralph Storm, another World War II veteran originally from Louisville, Kentucky, who died in the late

1980’s. He too panhandled for a living. Whether I gave him any money or not, he would always say “God Bless

You, Michael.” I would find myself purposely walking his way just to have him give me that kind greeting.

Believe me, being on the receiving end of kind words doesn’t happen very often in the nation’s capital. 

He first came to me many winters ago knocking on my shelter door like the hobos and tramps of old. He

just wanted a “little bite to eat,” and “something to drink.” Nothing more, nothing less. I remember very vividly

that first visit. His feet were terribly twisted due to having either the wrong size of shoes or no shoes at all for

most of his adult life. Shortly thereafter, his left foot was amputated at a cost to the public of $39,000—equal to

the cost of being in public housing for seven years. By being disabled, Ralph was finally able to get into the sub-

sidized housing denied to him in the past. He lived out his final years in subsidized housing.

Warren, Alive or Dead

And finally, there is Warren. His name was affixed on the front of his winter coat. A while back I found



myself running toward the escalator to the subway. People instinctively ran down the stairs whether they were in

a hurry or not. As I joined others making the run, I saw a man lying at the very top of the escalator. He was

sprawled out almost blocking the entrance on this late evening night. His body was contorted and his face, his

bare cheek, lay directly on the concrete. His eyes were closed and he did not move an inch. As I hurried by in

the fast rhythm of those around me, I got this sick feeling in my stomach. I realized  I could not tell if the man

was dead or alive. I wish I could say I stopped to see if he was okay, but I didn’t, along with other hundreds who

routinely walked by this lifeless figure. He wasn’t there the very next night. I often wonder about his fate.

How the Housed Americans View Homeless People

I often wonder what homeless people think about people that have houses. Likewise, I wonder what housed

people think of the homeless. Over the years, I have had a number and friends come visit me here in

Washington, D.C. I always observe how they react to the homeless people they encounter on the streets. I’m sure

their opinions are somewhat muted as they know that  I work with and am an advocate for the rights of home-

less people.

Several springs ago, a friend brought his wife and four kids to visit Washington, D.C. for the very first time.

Never before had they seen so many visible homeless people. As I watched their four children look at the home-

less people, I overheard bits and pieces of the conversations among themselves and with their parents.

The oldest boy, age fourteen, simply stared at the homeless people he saw. And many of the homeless peo-

ple stared right back at him. The eleven-year-old boy started making jokes about homeless people. But he did

manage to ask me the thought provoking question “Why are those bums sleeping in the park?” The youngest

one, a little boy age five, wanted to know “Why are those people lined up outside on such a cold and rainy

day?” As he approached a man living in a cardboard box, he asked his mom, “But if he doesn’t have a home,

how can his kids come by to visit him?” And finally, he wondered if he kept any toys in that box. And the only

girl in the group, a freckled nine-year-old, came across my bag lady friend, Mildred. The girl gave Mildred all of

the pocket money she had saved. Instead of buying tourist trinkets, she handed a five dollar bill to Mildred. As

she grabbed  Mildred’s soiled and crusty hand, she told her, “I’m sorry, but it’s all I’ve got!”

I wish we would all view homelessness through the eyes of children. Children see homeless people at eye



level. They can’t ignore it like we taller adults do. They find it unacceptable that there are homeless people in

our midst, especially so visible in the nation’s capital.

I recall a recent letter I got here at my office in DC from a ten-year-old school girl who wanted information

for a paper and speech she was doing in her fourth grade class. She was a child of an undocumented farmworker

family in Florida. In her handwritten letter on lined notebook paper, she added a P.S. that said, “I hope the bum

people can be treated equally because they are just like my family.”

This positive attitude toward helping homeless people is spreading slowly, but surely. A thirty-year-old

father from Chicago, who was visiting DC, told me he no longer wants to teach his five-year-old daughter to

avert her eyes whenever seeing homeless people on the streets.

Responsibility of Society in Addressing Homelessness

There are times we evade our moral responsibility just like the time I left Warren passed out on a cold winter

night at the subway stop. I once heard it said that “no snowflake in an avalanche ever feels responsible.” We are

all responsible for homelessness in modern day society. We now accept homelessness. It has become a way of

life in America. Only my elderly parents who grew up during the 1930’s Depression Era can remember when

there were so many poor people in our midst.

How can any American watch this steady increase in the numbers of homeless people and changing faces,

and not have some sense of “My God!, what has this country become?” How can we not decide that this is a

moral crisis equal to segregation, the Vietnam War, and how can we not insist that each and every day, we take

steps to do something?

I predict that twenty-five years from now we are going to be just as embarrassed about homelessness as we

are now about segregation. I’m hopeful that homelessness will be something of our past, not our present or

future. Perhaps we can even add a museum on homelessness alongside the Smithsonian to educate new genera-

tions that yes, we once had homelessness at the turn of the century, but we ended it.

Dr. King said it best by how we should all want to be remembered. He knew that the monuments of DC

don’t feed people. He said, “When I die, don't build a monument to me. Don't bestow on me degrees from great

universities. Just say that I tried to clothe the naked. Say that I tried to house the homeless. Let people say that I



tried to feed the hungry.” “Life’s most persistent and urgent question is: What are you going to do for others?”

said Dr. King.

We should help people ask themselves the simple question: If we turn our backs on the most vulnerable

among us, the aged, homeless people, children, the mentally ill, then who will speak for us should we find our-

selves weak and dependent? Dante, the poet, said it best: “The hottest places in hell are for those who keep quiet

in times of moral crisis!”

In my decade-plus years of working with homeless people in our nation’s capital, I have watched the flame

of hope flicker from the eyes of homeless men and women who have lost their ability to support their families. I

have swallowed hard as I’ve watched new groups of people be labeled as lazy and hopeless, when their real

problem was that they were poor, sick, or just needed work. I have watched on the verge of heartbreak as more

and more families slept in cars or two families living in a mobile home built for one family, and single homeless

men and women scurrying like rats for temporary shelter underneath bridges, and in train stations with cold

cement for pillows. Today, there are more poor people in your nation’s capital than ever before. Most of them

are women and children. There are more hungry, homeless and socially-disoriented people—the people who

sleep in the city's streets, in the gutters where the glitter doesn't glow.

A Homeless Woman’s Dream and Hope for the Future

In DC, I recently met a young woman, Sarah, with only one leg, sick, sleeping on the sidewalk with no

place to go, longing for a home again. I asked her what her dreams were for the future. She said, “I just want to

be able to hang pictures on the wall if I want. I want to sit on the couch with my feet propped up on the coffee

table, eating ice cream with my kids, while we all watch television. I want to heat up chicken soup on my own

stove. I want to crawl into my own bed, with my husband beside me. I want to be able to take a daily shower.”

She ended our midnight conversation by saying: “It's these little things in life that you never think about when

you already have a home.”

Final Words from Charlie, President Bush’s Next Door Neighbor

I began with a Charlie story, and would like to end with one. It was a spring day; several years ago. Charlie

was sleeping underneath a scraggly bush near an elementary school playground in Northwest, DC. Two ten-year-



old schoolgirls spotted him and started to point, taunt and tease old Charlie. One said to the other, “Come on

Theresa, let's go. Stay away from that smelly, old man. He is just another homeless bum!”

Charlie, who was indeed homeless, but not hard-of-hearing, arose from the bush, and walked over to the

nearby supervising playground teacher. From my vantage point ten yards away, I could see the tears welling up

in Charlie's sunken and sparkly eyes. He asked, “Ma'am, am I homeless?” The teacher replied, “No Charlie, you

are houseless, not homeless, because home is wherever you are.” The teacher concluded, “And Charlie, I am

homeless and everyone is homeless because God didn't give permanent homes to any of us, or make us perfect

people!”

(Michael Stoops is the Director of Community Organizing for the Washington, DC-based National Coalition

for the Homeless. Since 1988, he has lived and worked in Washington, D.C.)



There are “two worlds of Washington,” the Wall Street Journal writes. One is the Washington of “cherry blossoms, the
sparkling white monuments, the magisterial buildings of government..., of politics and power.” In the Rayburn House
Office Building, the Journal  writes, “a harpist is playing Schumann’s “Traumeteri,” the bartenders are tipping the top
brands of Scotch, and two huge salmons sit on mirrored platters.” Just over a mile away, the other world is known as
Anacostia.

—Jonathan Kozol, Savage Inequalities



The White House, Washington, D.C., 2000



What we see in the District is this huge disconnect. There are two different realities going on and the unfortunate part is that
the residents of Anacostia see both sides. They see the wealth as well as the poverty and drugs and disease. The residents
here have firsthand knowledge of both worlds. They don’t really know what it’s like to live in wealth, but they see it. They
see the trappings of it. Many people in Anacostia are forced either by design or by need to go across the river to get the sort
of things they need, or to do what they have to do, like go to a doctor. They leave this side of the river and see the rest of
the wealth. In the center that I work in you can look out the window and see the Capitol and all that represents. But you
rarely see anybody from wealth come into Anacostia. 

Whatever wealthy Americans see about poverty is from watching TV. They don’t venture here. If a kid’s been shot in
Anacostia, they don’t even see that. If there’s a shooting in a black school it will make the local news, but it doesn’t make
the national news. And why is it that when a white kid in a middle-class neighborhood gets shot, the incident gets national
attention, and yet a kid gets shot over here and it may just be seen locally? So there’s that whole racial overtone—society
cares about white kids but they don’t care about us. 

—Steve Lerch, Associate Director of the Max Robinson Center located in Anacostia. 



Woman in Anacostia, Washington, D.C., 2000



WASHINGTON, May 14 — The Republican Party raised a record $30 million at a black-tie gala tonight from major corpo-
rations with issues before the government… . 

Among the companies making the top donations of $250,000 each tonight were the the American International Group,
Chevron, the El Paso Corporation, Microsoft, Philip Morris and Union Pacific, fund-raisers said. All have issues before the
government, and the executives of one, Chevron, were represented by the American Petroleum Institute last year in meet-
ings before Vice President Cheney's energy task force. Condoleezza Rice, the national security adviser, is a former Chevron
executive.

Several major accounting firms, including Ernst & Young, which contributed $100,000, were also among leading donors.
Amid the scandal surrounding the Enron Corporation and Arthur Andersen, legislators and regulators have proposed
changes in the way accounting firms do business and corporations report earnings.

‘For Washington's it’s business as usual, no holds barred, get your hands on every huge corrupting dollar you can,’ said one
leading advocate of campaign finance limits, Fred Wertheimer, president of Democracy 21. ‘It's a time warp. The rest of
America accepts the notion that the soft-money system is coming to an end. In Washington, it's like a big Saturday night
out.’

Tonight's total of $30 million, which goes to the Republican National Committee, easily shatters the previous single-night
fund-raising record, $26.5 million, set in 2000 by President Bill Clinton and Vice President Gore, at an event for the
Democratic National Committee.

—The New York Times, May 15, 2002



The United States Capitol, Washington, D.C., 2000



The U.S. Capitol and White House, two symbols of freedom, were built by hundreds of slaves who received no compensa-
tion for their labors. According to the Washington Post, Philip Reid, a slave assigned to feed the fires under the mold, was
just “one of hundreds of black slaves and freemen who helped build the U.S. Capitol and White House, two monuments of
liberty in a nation that espoused freedom.” 

—The Washington Post, July 19, 2000



$10 million renovation of the Washington Monument,
Washington, D.C., 2000



In a nation with a technology that could provide every citizen with a decent life, it is an outrage and a scandal that there
should be such social misery.

—Michael Harrington, The Other America



Women exclaims, “I hate this city,” next to Union Station,
Washington, D.C., 2000



White politicians, Washington, D.C., 2000



Inside the Rayburn House Offices Building, Washington,
D.C., 2000 



Words inscribed at the Lincoln Memorial, Washington,
D.C., 2000



A republican fund-raiser at the Capitol Hill Club of Washington, D.C., 2001



Lady in front of the Women’s National Democratic Club in Dupont Circle, Washington, D.C., 2001



“Boiler Room in Rear”, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2000



Homes with barred windows and doors in Southeast Washington, D.C., 2000



Friends in a housing project near South Capitol Street, Washington, D.C., 2000



Walking home, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2000



Abandoned home in Anacostia near Ballou High School,
Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



With heat and hot water sporadic in their Mount Pleasant apartment building for at least a month, a grandmother has taken
to sleeping in front of her gas oven while several families have sent their children to live with friends or relatives. “We
come to this country to be in better conditions,” Gloria Diaz, a 68-year-old retiree originally from El Salvador, said through
a translator yesterday. “But this is worse. It's like being in a Third World country.”

—The Washington Post, December 30, 2000



Irving Street in Mount Pleasant, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



“Latino”, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



The body of Jesus Blanco, a homeless man who froze to death, was found in this courtyard on Irving St. in Mt. Pleasant.
Three homeless people have been found dead on the street just steps from a shelter in Northwest Washington since Dec. 23,
a rare occurrence that went undetected by city officials and others responsible for providing services to the homeless.

—The Washington Post, January 5, 2001



Centro Comunal Unidad on Irving Street in Mount Pleasant,
Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Boy at the Latino Youth Center, Washington, D.C., 2001



Playing pool at the Latino Youth Center, Washington,
D.C., 2001



The issue of race has not gone away and it impacts our lives in a variety of different ways. You have to add in the issue of
new immigrants coming into a community and how they are impacted by both being from another environment as well as
language, as well as issues of race and class.

Washington, like all other communities, is in a state of change and transition. You have more upwardly mobile people, pri-
marily white people, moving into the neighborhoods, and lower income people are being displaced. And the question is
how do you achieve a mix where everyone is living with a basic quality of life?

Respect for people has to play a part in everything and respect for those people that are there as other people come in, be
they white, be they foreign born nationals. I think you also have to respect cultural differences. You have to be open to a
more diverse environment.



I think that the presidential dialogues that were started under Clinton are something that we cannot retreat from. I think that
what local police departments are doing to make sure that certain kinds of things don’t take place by their manpower cannot
be retreated from. I feel that communities need to come together and work together and talk together and not feel that they
have to retreat from these kinds of discussions.

There will always be very wealthy neighborhoods and there will always be pockets of poverty. We have to work to make
sure that the services that are necessary in certain neighborhoods are provided. That people have an opportunity for quality
housing; that people have an opportunity for quality health care and education for their children. 

I think that we have instances of this happening. Community people are working together to address many of these issues.
Civic associations are looking at certain issues. You have government putting some housing in here that is more affordable
for a variety of people. So I think that there are attempts and we have to make sure that those attempts continue. 

—Audrey Epperson, Education Director of the Greater Washington Urban League



Young people in front of the Latino Youth Center in Mount Pleasant,
Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Homes in the Shaw neighborhood, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Duke Ellington mural by the U-Street Metro station, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Hunger allows no choice

To the citizen or the police;

We must love one another or die.

—W. H. Auden

Washington has more police per capita than anywhere in the world, especially as you get closer to Capitol Hill.



One of several police recruited to guard city streets, North
Capitol Street, Washington, D.C., 2000



We now have one of the most visible homeless populations in the country and the only city where homelessness is more
visible, in my opinion. is in Los Angeles. You can’t walk 10 yards without coming in contact with an unsheltered homeless
person. Forget about permanent housing, there’s not enough emergency shelter for everybody, and we had 5 homeless peo-
ple die of hypothermia since Christmas. We had to continue to monitor the city. Unbenounced to us, the city did not open
up—as they have in years past—a winter warming center this year, and it wasn’t until people started to die, that we guilt-
tripped them into opening the shelter. So there’s not enough shelter beds, there’s not enough transitional housing. There’s a
number of homeless people who are working that are stuck in the shelter system because they cannot afford housing on the
income that they’re getting from either their minimum wage or slightly higher than minimum wage jobs.

There’s a part of me that thinks homelessness is a social experiment to see how long people can live without basic necessi-
ties. We believe with the implementation of welfare reform—the five year lifetime limit—that we are likely to see more and
more families winding up on the streets. There’s a lot of people that never get out of homelessness—they’re caught in the
underbelly of America. 

—Michael Stoops, Director of the Field Organizing Project for the Washington, D.C based National Coalition for the
Homeless



“29,000 Abandon Units in D.C. and a Wave of Homelessness”,
Mount Pleasant, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



In the District of Columbia, as many as 4,500 infants and children wake up every morning in a shelter. Forty-five percent of
the children in D.C. live in poverty. Nearly half of it’s young black men have had run-ins with the law. Henry Louis Gates,
Professor of Afro-American Studies at Harvard University, reports that the standard of living among the District’s poorest is
less than it was when Dr. Martin Luther King was living and the infant mortality in the district approaches third world pro-
portions.

“The mayor has presented more or less an ultimatum that within the next six months to a year, this shelter, CCNV which
means Community for Creative Non-Violence will close. It was set up back in 1970 to help homeless people and to try to
move people forward. It’s been an institution here in Washington, D.C.”

—Serek Matthews



Homeless people and advocates protesting the threatened closing of their shelter and services at
CCNV, 425 Second Street, Northwest, Washington, D.C., 2000



Right now the issue is not this shelter, the issue is homelessness in Washington, D.C. which is a contradiction: the greatest
and richest country on the face of the planet and the city that is the seat of power and economic and political social power
and prestige all over the world. But yet you’ve got so many thousands of people who not only are homeless but feel help-
less because they have no avenues to change the conditions right here in the midst of all this plenty and opportunity and
possibilities.

—Serek Mattews



Medical Services for the Homeless at CCNV, 425 Second Street, Washington, D.C., 2000



“There are certified companies here, which I have one, Renew-It, Incorporated. Two weeks before he took office as mayor,
I sent him a package asking for help and I haven’t heard from him. He brought other corporations in but won’t help the
people who are here in this town that have businesses that are certified in the district government. I incorporated here in
May of ‘94. I haven’t heard from Mayor Williams one way or another. I asked him about warehouse space that they have
down there in Southwest where I could put people to work packaging the product. I have got no word from them or any-
body in this city. I have a product that was on the shelf in Giant Foods. The SBA gives people money that describe on
paper what they are talking about doing and they tell me go find something else. But mine was already developed, manu-
factured, and on one of the leading quality stores in the country. And as a result of not getting the money to do the market-
ing and advertising, I lost the shelf space in Giant Foods. The people need to come together in this government and help the
people that are here, those that are creative enough to put something out and support them, instead of going outside bring-
ing in other people.”

—Samuel David Floyd



Samuel Floyd, homeless, Washington, D.C., 2000



The poor are politically invisible. It is one of the cruelest ironies of social life in advanced countries that the dispossessed at
the bottom of society are unable to speak for themselves. The people of the other America do not, by far and large, belong
to unions, to fraternal organizations, or to political parties. They are without lobbies of their own; they put forward no leg-
islative program. As a group, they are atomized. They have no face; they have no voice.

—from The Other America, by Michael Harrington

I was working on homeless issues in the early 1980s when Reagan began cutting back social programs like the HUD budget
that was cut by 75 percent. We started to see more men and women and families on the streets. I remember Jonathan Kozol
writing that he thought society would never allow women and families to become homeless, but we have. And today the
two words: “homeless children” are a part of our vocabulary. We’re now setting up programs for homeless children. In
many ways, we’re putting band-aids on bullet wounds. We’re not asking who’s responsible or how can we make sure this
does not happen again.

—Michael Stoops, Director of the Field Organizing Project for the Washington, D.C based National Coalition for the
Homeless



Homeless family, Washington, D.C., 2000



In 1968 the Shaw community of Washington, D.C. erupted in violence after the assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.



Shaw Community Health Center, Washington, D.C., 2000



AIDS

Washington, D.C. has the highest HIV infection rate in the nation. The largest increase is in the African-American commu-
nity, particularly African-American females between 15 and 24-years-of-age. And there are many more undiagnosed cases. 

Part the reason for this upsurge is the result of poverty and drug use. Homophobia is very strong in the African-American
community. Churches have a lot of political power. They also have a lot of cultural power. The problem with HIV and
AIDS is that the main sources of transmission are illicit sex and illegal drug use. These are two things that you don’t talk
about and part of that is cultural racism. It’s a learned cultural behavior in the sense that in the past, for an African-
American, you don’t let out dirty linen in public. And a very good reason for that is because it was always used against the
community. Whoever was “bad” was held up as an example to the white community that this is an example of what we’ve
always been saying is true. There are somethings you just don’t talk about and because you’re talking about things that are
sinful, the church has never wanted to address it. 

The population that I work with is primarily African-American. In my case management, I had one white person out of a
caseload of 55. The case managers have a caseload of 110 and there’s only one white client. In the day treatment program
we have almost thirty clients on out roster and we have no whites. All are African-American. 

I don’t know how the caseworkers do it—a struggle with a life-threatening illness, a struggle with poverty, the whole racist
culture—and they still get up and do what they have to do. It truly is amazing. The clients here also recognize the shame
that’s associated with HIV in the African-American community. We have a lot of clients that do not disclose to anyone in
their family that they’re HIV-positive. 



The reason AIDS is so rampant now is that it is based in disenfranchised communities. At first it showed up in gays and so
you had the Reagan response which was nothing. “These people deserved it.” It was gays and Haitians, who were illegal
immigrants and these are people that we don’t care about. It happened in populations that the people in power didn’t care
about. And it wasn’t until Ryan White, a young white hemophiliac who died of AIDS in the 1980s, whose family’s house
was burned down because they found out he was HIV-positive. He became a strong advocate for services for HIV. He
eventually died of AIDS. They subsequently passed the Ryan White Care Act which is federal funds to the states and each
state is allocated so many funds depending on the number of HIV cases in that state. 

But it wasn’t until this “good” white boy got it. It’s like when drugs go into the white community the government responds.
As long as it’s ensconced in disenfranchised communities, the government doesn’t have a strong response. The problem is
that the communities don’t have the same boundaries that the people in power have. The people in power in Washington are
essentially in Georgetown and upper Midwest. They don’t venture outside, and the circles that they travel in are extremely
limited in the context. But there’s enough interchange in between all these disenfranchised communities that it eventually
leaks out. There are no real clear borders in that sense because people will go through the different strata of society: there
are people who can dress it up and go out with the best of them and they mix. 

It’s critically important now because we are seeing rises in African-American males and rises in young white gay males
because there is a large complacency in the public because of the new drug treatments. AIDS is a long-term managed care
disease. We’re seeing a lot of people dying now of liver failure and diabetes and heart attack. There’s speculation that the
long-term use of these AIDS drugs have their secondary effects according to life span. The resistant virus is out there. Mark
my words, we’ll see an increase in deaths in the future. It’s not really gone.`

—Steve Lerch, Associate Director of the Max Robinson Center, an AIDS service organization located in Anacostia.



D.C. school officials say 24 school-age children have been slain this academic year, but it wasn't until February that the city
began to heed the body count, after sweethearts from Wilson High School were gunned down. By then, Ballou had lost
seven—with hardly a murmur from the news media, the mayor or the superintendent. After the Wilson deaths came a rush
of anxious meetings, motivational speakers, grief counselors. May was declared Youth Loss and Healing Month.

—The Washington Post

Public Schools



Students pass through a metal detector at Wilson High School, one of the better public schools in
the District, 4000 Chesapeake Street, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2000



“The physical environment in which we educate our children is most important. We must educate our children in a physically or
aesthically attractive facility with all of the mandated regulations complied with.”

—Paul Vance, Superintendent of Schools, Washington, D.C.



Girl in an English as a Second Language classroom, Wilson High School,
400 Chesapeake Street, Washington, D.C., 2000



“Baby showers and funerals

Is the only peace I've ever known

Childhood friends become memories at 16

And at 25 you're growing old

Gunshots and sirens 

Have become my lullabies

But the birth of my best friend's baby

Helps to numb the pain inside.”

from Melancholy, a poem by Ayesha Johnson, 11th grade student at Ballou High School

—The Washington Post, June 11, 2000



Boy in an English as a Second Language classroom, Wilson High School,
400 Chesapeake Street, Washington, D.C., 2000



The violence has calmed down a little bit, the fightin’, doggin’, the suspending. Everything has calmed down. I like that.
And I like that we have a better program here now. But, with Bush in office, it’ll probably go back the same again. 

—Ballou High School Student



Ballou High School student being searched for drugs and weapons after passing through a
metal detector, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



We need more security guards. Tighten up the security. We just need a better budget. We’re in the 12th grade. We’ve gotta
do research papers. We need access to the internet. We don’t have that in our classrooms. There’s only two computers in
the library and that’s not enough. We have to have access to the internet in order to get information. We have to have books
that’s tellin’ us what we need to know. We don’t have all that here. When we are at school, we should have some access to
that stuff too because that’s what it’s for. 

—Ballou High School Student



Security guard at Ballou High School, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



I want to tell Bush please don’t send me to slavery, I can’t do it. Please don’t outlaw abortion. Abortion means the expul-
sion of a fetus from the mother’s womb before it’s viable. It means not living, not capable of living. So when you get an
abortion, the fetus is not a baby yet, it’s a fetus. If George Bush decides to take away abortions, there’s gonna be a lot more
babies floating around here. There’s gonna be a lot of dead babies, your gonna find them in alleys, find them in trash cans.

—Female Student at Ballou High School



Girls by the window at Ballou High School in Anacostia,
Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Money from D.C. public schools goes into the charter schools. Charter schools are no different, they got smaller class sizes
that’s the thing that they emphasize. CEOs and companies supposedly sponsor these charter schools but the D.C. public
schools sponsor the charter schools and money that’s supposed to be for us goes to the charter schools and stuff. They have
uniforms, we don’t. Uniforms aren’t going to change the way we learn. They say everyone should wear uniforms so that
there will be no jealousy, but there shouldn’t be jealousy.

—Student at Ballou High School



Student at Ballou High School in Anacostia, Southeast
Washington, D.C., 2001



You gotta look at the people who live in Southeast and the people who live in Northwest. You got people livin’ in
Southeast on welfare. Some have been on it so long they don’t want to get off of welfare. Classified people. That’s why
certain people live in certain areas. There’s certain parts of Southeast that’s nice, you hear what I’m sayin’, but you got to
look at the people who live on that block. You got retired people that live on that block, you got people living on pension
plans, you got people that’s livin’ on welfare, you got the drug dealers over there. Then there are people that’s tryin’ to
work and get out of the situation, but who knows, they may never make it, you see what I’m sayin’? You gotta look at the
people, and we as people need to stop blaming other people for our problems. 

—Student at Ballou High School



Student at Ballou High School in Anacostia, Southeast
Washington, D.C., 2001



I always give my best. I always try my best. 

—Student at Ballou High School



Student at Merritt Elementary School, Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



A white man I knew started working for the IBM company. He never had a college education. He graduated from
Anacostia Senior High School. Then from there he went to work for IBM. This man is some kind of CEO chief executive at
IBM and has no degrees or nothin’. Still he managed to work his way up the success ladder. He said there was this black
guy that started out workin’ with him. This black guy started out cleaning stuff, the black guy was the janitor. The black
guy is still the janitor. And that’s what I’m talking about. They gave him [the white man] a chance. Why did the white man
get all the way up there and the black man’s still way down there. Like they say, it’s not what you know, it’s who you
know right? He just had someone to show and teach him and the black guy didn’t. 

—Student at Ballou High School



My kids are goin’ to private school or some school out in VA. I mean it’s 2001. Can you imagine what it’s gonna be like
when we have kids. It’s gonna’ be even worse. We got four long years to go with this man [President Bush] and it’s not
going to be easy.

All people are created equally. I don’t care if you’re black, white, Hispanic, it doesn’t matter. 

That boy that was shootin’ at the White House was white. They put him in a mental institution. A black man would have
been beaten. They would have taken him to jail. 

—Students at Ballou High School



At the Merritt Elementary School several classrooms share open space on three floors,
Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Students at the Martin Luther King, Jr. elementary school, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Students at the Martin Luther King, Jr. elementary school, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Chain-link-fenced-in windows and schoolyard at the Martin Luther King, Jr.
elementary school, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Girl exiting classroom at the Martin Luther King, Jr.
Elementary School, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Workers at St. Albans School, Washington, D.C., 2001



St. Albans School has been the choice for Washington’s elite including George Bush, Robert and Edward Kennedy, and
Franklin Roosevelt. An excerpt from the school hymn reads:

“Men of the future stand, and watch each fleeting hour

To make your lives what God has planned, to spread abroad

His power”



The Common Room at St. Albans School. The graduates names are etched in gold on the walls
beneath their photographs, Washington, D.C., 2000



Public transportation in Northeast Washington, D.C., 2001



National defense discretionary spending will total an estimated $292 billion in 2001... (In 1992, congress asked for a record
$400 billion in defense spending in order to fight its war on terrorism.)

Non-defense discretionary spending—a wide array of programs that include education, training, science, technology, hous-
ing, transportation, and foreign aid—has shrunk as a share of the budget from 23 percent in 1966 to less than 19 percent in
2001. 

—from the United States Office of Management and Budget

Budgets of Untold Millions



“Military Altar”, Congressional Office of the United States Air Force, Rayburn House Offices Building, Washington,
D.C., 2000



For the United States to maintain its ability to dominate battles, substantial investment in new tactical combat aircraft is
necessary. The budget supports three new aircraft programs. First, it provides $3.1 billion for production of 42 F/A–18E/F
Super Hornets, which will become the Navy’s principal fighter/attack aircraft. Second, it funds procurement of the first pro-
duction lot of 10 F–22 Raptors, the Air Force’s new air superiority fighter, at a cost of $2.5 billion. Full-rate production of
the F–22 should be achieved early in this decade. Third, $857 million is provided to start advanced development and to
continue research into new materials and manufacturing processes for the Joint Strike Fighter (JSF). The JSF is DOD’s
largest, most ambitious tactical aircraft program and is designed to produce a family of aircraft for the Air Force, Navy, and
Marine Corps. It is scheduled to start replacing about 3,000 aging aircraft (F–16s, F/A–18C/Ds and AV–8Bs) in 2005.

—from the Budget of the United States Government



Lt. Col. Doug Wreath, Air Force Liaison, U.S. House of Representatives,
Rayburn House Offices Building, Washington, D.C., 2000



The Navy budget funds modernization of the nuclear air-craft carrier fleet by providing $4.1 billion to procure the tenth
Nimitz-class nuclear aircraft carrier and $700 million to fund the first phase of refueling and modernization efforts for the
second Nimitz-class carrier. This overhaul will enable the ship to stay in service for another 25 years. The budget also pro-
vides funds to procure the third Virginia-class nuclear attack submarine. In addition, the Navy is under-taking long-term
development efforts to design the next generation of destroyers and aircraft carriers, to be procured in the middle of this
decade. Both of these new ship classes will take advantage of innovative technologies and will be less expensive to operate
than their predecessors.

—from the Budget of the United States Government

The President has requested a $45.6 billion increase in military spending. All defense-related programs will cost close to
$400 billion. Consider that the Department of Defense has never passed an independent audit. Consider that the Inspector
General has notified Congress that the Pentagon cannot properly account for $1.2 trillion in transactions. Consider that in
recent years the Dept. of Defense could not match $22 billion worth of expenditures to the items it purchased, wrote off, as
lost, billions of dollars worth of in-transit inventory and stored nearly $30 billion worth of spare parts it did not need.

Yet the defense budget grows with more money for weapons systems to fight a cold war which ended, weapon systems in
search of new enemies to create new wars. This has nothing to do with fighting terror. This has everything to do with fuel-
ing a military industrial machine with the treasure of our nation, risking the future of our nation, risking democracy itself
with the militarization of thought which follows the militarization of the budget.

—Rep Dennis Kucinich (D, Ohio)



“Freedom Isn’t Free”, Congressional Offices of the United States Air Force,
Rayburn House Offices Building, Washington, D.C., 2000



The budget proposes $1.9 billion in 2001 for development, procurement, and construction of a National Missile Defense
(NMD) system to defend all 50 States against a limited ballistic missile attack. The budget includes sufficient funding so
that if the Administration decides in 2000 to proceed with deployment of a limited system, the resources will be available to
quickly proceed toward a 2005 initial capability. The Administration’s long-range defense plan now provides a total of
about $10.4 billion in 2001–2005 for NMD. This plan includes additional funding to expand the NMD capability to counter
the expected rogue threat.

—from the Budget of the United States Government



“Once a Gunfighter, Always a Gunfighter”, Congressional Offices of the U.S. Air Force, Rayburn
House Offices Building, Washington, D.C., 2000



WASHINGTON, Feb. 12 — Democrats joined Republicans on the House Budget Committee today in expressing strong
support for increasing military spending. ... Congress seems highly unlikely to make significant cuts to the spending plan,
which calls for an increase of $48 billion, to $379 billion for 2003, the largest increase in Pentagon spending in 20 years.
The request includes a $10 billion contingency fund that would be used to fight wars.

—The New York Times, February 13, 2002



“Convert the War Machines”, Lafayette Park, Washington, D.C., 2001



“Renounce Genocidal Weapons”, Lafayette Park, Washington, D.C., 2001



It’s basically hell in the D.C. jail because the feeding conditions are terrible, the living conditions are terrible. It’s dirty, the
roaches, the conditions in which you are subject to live under are inhumane. The medical care is terrible. There’s no money
spent on healthcare or educating a person to better the quality of his life, or to try to enhance his life as opposed to when he
comes out into the street. We’re not cryin’ about there’s no rehabilitation. We’re talking about there’s nothing there to reha-
bilitate yourself with. You’re locked in a block all day, twenty-four-seven, two in a bed and one on the floor, they just step
over the top of you.

—Tony at the D.C. Jail

Jails



Tony, a former inmate at the D.C. Jail, Southeast Washington,
D.C., 2001



The District of Columbia is going through a major change. The D.C. Department of Corrections is closing down. The target
date for the Central Detention Facility and the Lawton facility to be closed is December, 2001. The plan is that all D.C.
prisoners will become federal prisoners by 2002. All the sentenced inmates will be sent to federal prisons. Only those pris-
oners who would remain in the District of Columbia would be misdemeanor types or those who are awaiting court action.
All the sentenced fellows would be in a holding mode, waiting to go for transfer to a federal facility. I’m not sure what mis-
sion they will have for us beginning in 2002.

—Gloria Cannon Lloyd, Correctional Corporation of America, Washington, D.C.



Waiting to visit family and friends at the D.C. Jail,
Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Ninety-nine percent of prisoners in the District are people of color. The majority of the people in the District in the prison
setting come from one particular segment of the city. For a long time you wouldn’t say that the District of Columbia was an
extremely diverse community. You didn’t have communities like in New York or San Francisco of Los Angeles where you
had those really defining neighborhoods. In Los Angeles if you were going to East LA, if you know that you were going to
a certain part of East L.A. you were talking about the Barrio or if you were going to another part you were talking about
going to a black community. D.C. never really had that. 

Their defining mark came if you lived in Southeast you were black and if you lived in any other part of the city you were
probably not and most of the criminal activity, especially with the influx of the crack cocaine in the ‘80s, most of the folks
in prison are in because of some drug-related crime, and most of them come from those depressed communities that are
located in the southeast part of the District. Most of the people from the southeastern part of the District are in for drug
crimes. I would say Northeast, Southeast, and a few from the mid-west are in for drug crime. The District now has a large
Latino immigrant population so we do have a sprinkling of Latinos in the system.

—Gloria Cannon Lloyd, Correctional Corporation of America, Washington, D.C.



The Correctional Corporation of America, a private prison (on the left) is connected to the D.C. Jail
which is scheduled to close by 2002 (on the right), Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



The percentage of children under 18 living in poverty in the District of Columbia is 45.3 percent compared to the national average of 18.7
percent. There are 45,335 young people living below the poverty level in Washington, D.C.

—National Center for Children in Poverty, Joseph L. Mailman School of Public Health, Columbia University



Martin Luther King, Jr. Elementary School student, waiting to visit his father, sits next to a prison guard in front
of the entrance to the Correctional Corporation of America, Southeast Washington, D.C., 2001



Children near Capitol Hill, Washington, D.C., 2000



“Beyond the Monuments in Washington, D.C. is more than a book of striking
photographs. It is a powerful commentary—in the tradition of Jacob Riis and
Lewis Hine and Dorothea Lange—on the failure of the wealthiest nation on
earth to care for those of its people who did not hold winning lottery tickets in
the market system. The images of homeless, the poor, the children of the poor,
trouble us as they are juxtaposed with the Washington, D.C. we know—the
cathedrals, the private schools, the comfortable offices of the politicians. This is
“the other America” of which Michael Harrington once wrote, but still exists,
and which these photos will etch indelibly in our memories.”

—Howard Zinn, author of A People’s History of the United States

Michael Jacobson-Hardy, Longworth House Offices Building,
Washington, D.C., 2000






